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The first chapter of these “ Passages from the Diary of a late Physi- 
cian ” appeared in Blackwood’s Magazine in August 1850, and the last 
in August 4 857. The first separate publication of them, in two volumes, 
took place in 4832 ; between which period and the present, five very large 
impressions of them have been exhausted ; andlt is a great satisfaction both 
to my publisher and myself, to find that this has been effected without 
having, in any way, had recourse to the modern system of puffing ; that 
miserable source of the degradation of literature. A sixth edition having 
been called for, is accompanied by the second series, which contains all 
the chapters that have since made their appearance in Blackwood’s Ma- 
gazine. 

As it lately became necessary, in the course of Chancery proceedings 
instituted by Mr. Blackwood against parties who had pirated considerable # 
portions of this work, that I should make oath of the fact of my being tlie 
sole author of it ; and as it has been, both at home and abroad, long con- * 
fidenlly attributed to other people— I now repeat the statement, that I am 
the sole author of every portion of the work, and, in deference to the wishes 
of ray family, place my name, as such author, upon the title-page. * It is 
not necessary to trouble the reader with the reasons that induced me so 
long to abstain from doing so. ; . 

To account for any appearance of familiarity with medical details in this 
work, I may add, that I was for six years actively engaged in the practical 
study of physio— a profession, however, which I quilled in the month of 
September, 4827. 

It may, perhaps, be not uninteresting to the reader — merely, however, 
as a matter of petty literary detail— to be informed, that the first chapter 
of this “ Diary”— the Early Struggles — was offered by me successively to 
the conductors of three leading magazines in London, and rejected, as 



* In three foreign edition* of the “Diary the name of “Da. llanaisoH ” is placed 
upon the titie-page; in England several persons have actually stated themselves to be 
the writers of this work; others, that they have contributed towards it. I need hardly 
say, that all such yatements are entirely untrue. 
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“ unsuitable for their pages,” and “ not likely to interest the public.” Iu 
despair I bethought myself of the Great Northern Magazine. I remember 
taking my packet to Mr. Cadell’s, in the Strand, with a sad suspicion that 
I should never see or licar any thing more of it : but at the close of the 
month I received a letter from Mr. Blackwood, informing me that he had 
inserted the chapter, and begging me to make arrangements for imme- 
diately proceeding regularly w ith the series. It expressed his cordial ap- 
proval of the first chapter, and predicted that I was likely to produce a 
series of papers well suited for his Magazine, and calculated to interest the 
public. It would be great affectation in me, and ingratitude towards the 
public, were I to conceal my belief that his expectations have been in some 
degree verified by the event. Here I wish to pay a brief and sincere 
tribute to the memory of my late friend, Mr. Blackwood. I shall ever 
cherish it with respect and affection. I have Ibis morning been referring 
lo nearly fifty letters which he wrote to me during the publication of the 
first Fifteen Chapters of the “ Diary.” The perusal of them has occasioned 
me lively emotion. A 11 of them evidence the remarkable tact and energy 
with which he conducted hH celebrated Magazine. Harassing as were his 
laboprs at the close of every month, he nevertheless invariably wrote to 
me a letter of considerable length, in style terse, vigorous, and accurate — 
full of interesting comments on literary matters in general, and instructive 
suggestions concerning my own papers in particular. He was a man of 
strong intellect, of great practical sagacity, of unrivalled energy and in- 
dustry, of high and inflexible honour in every transaction, great or small, 
that I ever heard of his being concerned in. But for him, this Work 
would certainly never have been in existence ; and should it be so fortunate 
as to lire, I wish it ever to be accompanied by the tribute I here sincerely 
and spontaneously pay to the memory of my departed friend, William 
Blackwood. 

I hope I may be permitted to add a wort! or two concerning the general 
nature of this Work, and my design in writing it. I never desired to 
count myself among the myriad novelists of tl»e present age. Even were I 
qble, I have no ambition to attempt such a thing ; all I wished was to pre- 
sent some of the results of my own personal observation of life and cha- 
racter in their most striking exemplification— to illustrate, as it were, the 
real practical working of virtues and vices. With this view I have ever, 
of set purpose, selected the most ordinary incidents, the simplest combi- 
nations of circumstances ; never attempting to disturb or complicate the 
developemeut of character and of feeling with intricacy of plot, or novelty 
of incident. To this plan I have steadily adhered throughout the Work, 
and I hope it has gained the approbation of sober and judicious readers. — 
I trust I shall be pardoned, and not treated as vain or egotistical, if 1 ven- 
ture lo extract the following passages from the “Preface by the Translator,” 
prefixed to the German edition of this Work, as they have greatly gra- 
tified me, and also given that particular character lo my labours which I 
have always been so anxious lo vindicate for them « 
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“ This Work is such an unusual literary production, that even on that 
account a translation of it into German can by no means appear an un- 
worthy undertaking. A further and better acquaintance with the original 
has strengthened the translator in his purpose and has also convinced him 
of the merits of these ‘ Passages.’ Indeed, he is now of opinion that this 
Work, though at first sight, perhaps, appearing to belong to the class of 
amusing literature, far distinguishes itself, by its intrinsic worth, front the 
usual run of fashionable literary productions. It contains a series of psy- 
chological sketches of human nature in various conditions, and especially 
in tire last moments of life. * * * They bear on them the undoubted stamp 
of genuineness ; and the reflecting reader must be convinced, by the many 
characteristic touches with which most of them abound, that these narra- 
tives are at least fouuded upon truth ; he will further feel persuaded that 
facts — facts witnessed by the author, are related — though, undoubtedly, 
here and there the reality has been coloured and veiled by a fictionlike 
dress. * * * Although these narratives are, for the most part, of a pecu- 
liarly melancholy cast, and although, perhaps, we might have wished that 
the author had more spared the feelings of his readers, and that many- 
close dissections of human misery had been omitted ; yet it must be owned 
that even the most gloomy and heart-rending parts of these sketches are 
rich in thrilling situations and psychological perceptions — that a bright 
fountain of advice and warning springs from them all. The tendency of 
his work, is througliout pure and moral ; which must secure for him the 
most grateful acknowledgments from such even of his readers (amongst 
whom the translator is bound to place himself) as cannot perfectly agree 
in the strict religious opinions of the author. * * * The translation has 
been made with the greatest accuracy; and, with the exception of a few 
polemical observations, nothing is altered.” 

I certainly feel much gratified by the approbation of my labours here 
expressed ; but am quite at a loss to divine what can be the “ religious 
opinions ” from which such a translator would dissent, or the “polemical 
observations ” lie has found it necessary to suppress. Being a firm be- 
liever in Christianity — a conscientious manlier of the Church of England 
— I hope and believe that nothing will be found in this book inconsistent 
with such an avowal. 

Ido not intend to vindicate ray selection of characters, scenes, and in- 
cidents. Some of them have been pretty freely remarked upon by the 
press ; — all I can say, however, being that my aim has been in every case 
for the best. One or two exceedingly severe, perhaps I might arid, 
wanton and malignant attacks, have been made upon some of them ; hut I 
heartily forgive those who have done so, whoever they may be. In con- 
clusion, I know, alas! that this work has many imperfections; but it has 
been too long in too many forms befftre llie world for me to attempt, even 
were I so disposed, extensive alterations. Such as it is, I now finally 
commit it, in this its complete and authentic form, to the judgment of the 
public, very thankful for their approbation, and deferential to their cen- 
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PREFACE. 


sure. The duties of a laborious profession may not admit of my making 
any farther contributions to literature, or I might, perhaps, attempt to 
prove myself worthier of the favour I have experienced, and cheerfully 
exclaim, 

“ To-morrow to fresh wood* and pastures new ! ” 

. Sasuei. Warren. 

Iknee Tempi k, London, Stst Oct. 1857. 
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DIARY 


OF 

A LATE PHYSICIAN. 


EARLY STRUGGLES. 

* * * Can any thing be conceived more dreary and disheart- 
ening, than the prospect before a young London physician, who, 
without friends or fortune, yet with high aspirations after profes- 
sional eminence, is striving to weave around him what is techni- 
cally called “ a connexion ?” Such was my case. After having 
exhausted the slender finances allotted me from the funds of a 
poor but somewhat ambitious family, in passing through the usual 
routine of a college and medical education, t found myself, about 
my twenty-sixth year, in London, — possessed of about 100/. in 
cash, a few books, a tolerable wardrobe, an inexhaustible fund of 
animal spirits, and a wife, — a lovely young creature whom I had 
been absurd enough, some weeks before, to marry, merely be- 
cause we loved each other. She was the only daughter of a very 
worthy fellow-townsman of mine, a widower; whose fortunes, 
alas! had decayed long before their possessor. Emily was the 
glory of his age, and, need I add, the pride of my youth; and 
after having assiduously attended her father through his last illness, 
the sole and rich return was his daughter’s heart. 

I must own, that, when we found ourselves fairly housed in the 
mighty metropolis, with so poor an exchequer, and the means of 
replenishing it so remote and contingent, we were somewhat 
startled at the boldness of the step we had taken. “Nothing 
venture, nothing have,” however, w as my maxim ; and I felt sup- 
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ported by that unaccountable conviction which clings to all in 
such circumstances as mine, up to the very pinching moment, but 
no longer, that there must be thousands of ways of getting a live- 
lihood, to which one can turn at a moment’s warning. And then 
the swelling thought of being the architect of one’s own fortune f 
As, however, daily drafts began to diminish my 100/., my spirits 
faltered a little. I discovered that I might indeed as well 

.. Lie pack'd in mine own.grave, 

as continue la London without money, or the means of getting it; 
and after revolving endless schemes, the only conceivable mode of 
doing so seemed calling in the <7enm««*assistance of the Jews. 
My father had fortunately effected a policy on my life for 5000/. , at 
an early period, on which some fourteen premiums had been paid; 
and this available security, added to the powerful influence of a 
young nobleman to whom I had rendered some service at college, 

enabled me to succeed in wringing a loan, from old Amos L , 

of 3000/., at the trifling interest of fifteen per. cent., payable by 
way of redeemable annuity. It was with fear and trembling that 
I called myself master of this large sum, and with the utmost diffi- 
dence that I could bring myself to exercise what the lawyers would 
call acts of ownership on it As, however, there was no time to 

lose, I took a respectable house in G Street West — furnished 

it neatly and respectably — fortunately enough let the first floor 

to a rich old East India bachelor —beheld “Dr. ” glisten 

conspicuously on my. door— and then dropped my little line into 
the great water of London, resolved to abide the issue with pa- 
tience. 

Blessed with buoyant and sanguine spirits, I did not lay it much 
to heart, that my only occupation during the first six months, 
was — abroad, to practise the pardonable solecism of hurrying hand 
passibus cequis through the streets, as if in attendance on numerous 
patients; and at home, to ponder pleasantly over my books, and 
enjoy the company of my cheerful and affectionate wife. But when 
I had numbered twelve months, almost without feeling a pulse or 

reeeivtag a fee, and was reminded by old L , that the second 

half-yearly instalment of 225/. was due, I began to look forward 
with some apprehension to the overcast future. Of the 3000/., for 
the use of which I was paying so cruel and exorbitant a premium, 
little more than half remained — and this, notwithstanding we had 
practised the most rigid economy in our household expenditure. 
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and devoted as little In dreSs as was compatible with maintaining 
a respectable exterior. To my sorrow, I found myself unavoidably 

contracting debts, which, with the interest due to old L , I 

found it would be impossible to discharge. If matters went on as 
they seemed to threaten, what was to become of me in a year or 
two ? Putting every thing else out of the questioh, where was I to 

find funds to meet old L ’s annual demand of 45 Of. ? Relying 

on my prospects of professional success, I had bound myself to re- 
turn the 3000/. within five years of the time of borrowing it; and 
now I thought 1 must have been mad to do so. If my profession 
failed me, I had nothing else to look to. 1 had no family resources — 
for my fattier had died since I came to London, very much embar- 
rassed in his circumstances ; and my mother, who was aged and 
infirm, had goue to reside with some relatives, who were few and 
poor. My wife, as I have stated, was in like plight. I do not 
think she had a relative in England, ( for her father and all his fa- 
mily were Germans, ) except 

, ... * *• 

. film, whose brightest joy 

Was, that he called her— wife. 

Lord , the nobleman before mentioned, who I am sure would 

have rejoiced in assisting me, either by pecuniary advances or pro- 
fessional introductions, had been on the continent ever since I com- 
menced practice. Being of studious habits, and a very bashful 
and reserved disposition while at Cambridge, I could number but 
few college friends, none of whom I knew whereto find m London. 
Neither my wife nor I knew more than live people, besides our In- 
dian lodger; for, to tell the truth, we were, like many a fond and 
foolish couple before us, all the world to one another, and cared 
little for scraping together promiscuous acquaintance. If we had 
even been inclined to visiting, our straitened circumstances would 
have forbid our incurring the expenses attached to it What then 
was to be done? My wife would say, “ Poh, love, we shall con- 
trive to get on as well as our neighbours ; ” but the simple fact was, 
we were not getting on like our neighbours, nor did I see any 
prospect of our ever doing so. I began, therefore, to pass sleep- 
less nights and days of despondency , casting about in every direc- 
tion for any employment consistent with my profession, and 
redoubling my fruitless efforts to obtain practice. t . 

It is almost laughable to say, that our only receipts were a few 
paltry guineas, sent at long intervals from old Mr. Asperne, the 
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proprietor of the European Magazine, as remuneration for a sort 
of monthly medical summary with which I furnished him, and a 
tritle or two from Mr. Nicholls of the Gentleman's Magazine, as an 
acknowledgment for several sweet sonnets sent by my wife. 

Knowing the success which often attended professional author- 
ship, as tending lo acquire for the writer a reputation for skill on 
the subject of which he treated, and introduce him to the notice of 
the higher members of his own profession, I determined to turn 
my attention that way. For several months I was up, early and 
late, at a work on Diseases of the Lungs. I bestowed incredible 
pains on it ; and my toil was sweetened by my wife, who would 
sit by me in the long summer evenings like an angel, consoling and 
encouraging me with predictions of success. She lightened my la- 
bour by undertaking the transcription of the manuscript ; and I 
thought that two or three hundred sheets of fair and regular hand- 
writing were heavily purchased by the impaired eyesight of the 
beloved amanuensis. When at length it was completed, having 
been read and revised twenty times, so that there was not a comma 
wanting, I hurried, full of fluttering hopes and fears, to a well- 
known medical bookseller, expecting he would at once purchase 
the copy-righl. Fifty pounds I had fixed in my own mind as the 
minimum of what I w ould accept ; and 1 had already appropriated 
some little part of it towards buying a handsome silk dress for my 
wife. Alas ! even in this branch of my profession, my hopes were 
doomed to meet with disappointment. The bookseller received me 
with great civility; listened to every word I had to say ; seemed to 
take some interest in my new views of the disease treated of, which 
I explained to him, andrepeated — and ventured to assure him, that 
they would certainly attract public attention. My heart leaped for 
joy as I saw his business-like eye settled upon me with an ex- 
pression of attentive interest. After having almost talked myself 
hoarse, and flushed myself all over with excitement, he removed 
his spectacles, and politely assured me of his approbation of the 
work; but that he had determined never to publish any more me- 
dical books on his own account. I have the most vivid recollection 
of almost turning sick with chagrin. With a faltering voice I asked 
him if that was his unalterable determination ? Me replied, it was ; 
for he had “lost too much by speculations of that sort.” I tied 
up the manuscript, and withdrew. As soon as I left his shop, 1 let 
fall a scorching tear of mingled sorrow and mortification. I could 
almost have wept aloud. At that moment, whom should I meet 
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but my dear wife ; for we had both been talking all night long, and 
all breakfast time, about the probable result of my interview with 
the bookseller ; and her anxious affection would not permit her to 
wait my return. She had been pacing to and fro on the other side 
of the street, and flew to me on my leaving the shop. I could not 
speak to her; I felt almost choked. At last her continued ex- 
pressions of tenderness and sympathy soothed me into a more 
equable frame of mind, and we returned to dinner. In the after- 
noon, I offered it to another bookseller, who, John Trot like, told 
me at once he “ never did that sort of thing.” I offered it subse- 
quently to every medical bookseller I could find — with like success. 
One fat fellow snuffled out, “Ifhemight make so bold, ”he would 
advise me to leave ofT book-making, and stick to my practice ; an- 
other assured me he had got two similar works theu in the press; 
and the last I consulted, told ifle I was too young, he thought, to 
have seen enough of practice for writing “ a book of that nature,” 
as his words were. “Publisly t on your own account, love,” said 
my wife. That, however, ms out of the question, whatever might 
be the merits of the work — for I had no funds; and a kind-hearted 
bookseller y to whom 1 mentioned the project, assured me that, if I 
went to press, my work would fall from it still-born. When I re- 
turned home from making this last attempt, I flung myself into a 
chair by the fireside, opposite my wife without speaking. There 
was an anxious smile of sweet solicitude in her face. . My agitated 
and mortified air convinced her that I was finally disappointed, 
and that six months’ hard labour were thrown away. In a fit of 
uncontrollable pique and passion, I flung the manuscript on the 
fire ; but Emily suddenly snatched it from the flames, gazed on me 
with a look such as none but a fond and devoted wife could give — 
threw her arms round my neck, and kissed me back to calmness, 
if not happiness. I laid the manuscript in question on a shelf in 
my study; and it was my first and last attempt at medical book- 
making. 

From what cause, or combination of causes, I know not, but I 
seemed marked out for failure in my profession. Though my name 
shone on my door, and the respectable neighbourhood could not 
but have noticed the regularity and decorum of my habits and 
manners, yet none ever thought of calling me in ! Had I been able 
to exhibit a line of carriages at my door, or open my house for the 
reception of company, or dash about town in an elegant equipage, 
or be seen at llie opera and theatres— had I been able to do this, 
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the case might have been different. In candour I must acknow- 
ledge, that another probable cause of my ill success was a some- 
what insignificant person, and unprepossessing countenance. I could 
not wear such an eternal smirk of conceited complacency, or keep 
my head perpetually bowing, mandarin-like as many of my pro- 
fessional brothers. Still there were thousands to whom these 
deficiencies proved no serious obstacles. The great misfortune in 
iny case was, undoubtedly, the want of introductions. There was 
a man of considerable rank and great wealth, who was a sort of 
fiftieth cousin of mine, resided in one of the fashionable squares 
not far from me, and on whom I bad called to claim kindred, and 
solicit his patronage ; but after having sent up my name and ad- 
dress, I was suffered to wait so long in an anteroom, that, what with 
this and the noise of servants bustling past with insolentfamiliarity, 
Iquite forgot the relationship, and feft the house, wondering what 
had brought me there. I never felt inclined to go near it again ; 
so there was an end of all prospects of introduction from that 
quarter. I was left, therefore, to rety exclusively on my own ef- 
forts, and trust to chance for patients. It is true, that in the time 
I have mentioned, I w r as twice called in at an instant’s warning; but 
in both cases, the objects of my visits had expired before my ar- 
rival, probably before a messenger could be despatched for me ; 
and the manner in which my fees were proffered, convinced me 
that I should be cursed for a mercenary wretch if I accepted them. 
I was. therefore, induced in each case to decline the guinea, though 
it would have purchased me a week’s happiness! I was, also, on 
several occasions, called in to visit the inferior members of families 
in the neighbourhood — servants, housekeepers, porters, etc. ; and 
of all the trying, the mortifying occurrences in the life of a young 
physician, such occasions as these are the most irritating. Yougo 
to the house— ra large one probably — and are instructed not to 
knock at the front door, but to go down by the area to your pa- 
tient ! 

I think It was about this time that I was summoned in haste to 

young Sir Charles F , who resided near Mayfair. Delighted 

at the prospect of securing so distinguished a patient, I hurried to 
his house, resolved to do my utmost to give satisfaction. When I 
entered the room, I found the sprig of fashion envelopedin a crim- 
son silk dressing-gown, sitting conceitedly on the sofa, and sipping 
a cup of coffee, from which he desisted a moment to examine me — 
positively — through his eye-glass, and then directed me to inspect 
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the swelled foot of a favourite pointer ! Darting a look of anger at 
the insulting coxcomb, I instantly withdrew without uttering a 
word. Five years afterwards, did that young man make use of the 
most strenuous efforts to oust me from the confidence of a family 
of distinction, to which he was distantly related. * 

A more mortifying incident occurred shortly afterwards. I had 
the misfortune to be called onasudden emergency into consultation 
with the late celebrated Dr. — — . It was the first consultational 
visit that I had ever paid ; and I was, of course, very anxious to 
acquit myself creditably. Shall I ever forget the air of insolent 
•condescension with which he received me ; or the remark he made 
in the presence of several individuals, professional as well as un- 
professional — “ I assure you. Dr. — — , there is really some dif- 
ference between apoplexy and epilepsy, at least there was when I 
was a young man ! ” He accompanied these words with a look of 
supercilious commiseration, directed to the lady whose husband 
was our patient; and I need not add, that my future services were 
dispensed with ! My heart ached to think, that such a fellow as 
this should have it in his power to take, as it were, the bread out 
of the mouth of an unpretending, and almost spirit-broken, pro- 
fessional brother ; but I had no remedy. I am happy to have it in 
my power to say how much the tone of consulting physicians is 
now (1820) lowered towards their brethren who may happen to be 
of a few years’ less standing, and, consequently, less firmly fixed 
in the confidence of their patients. It was by a few similar inci- 
dents to those above related, that my spirit began to be soured ; 
and had it not been for the unvarying sweetness and cheerfulness 
ofmy incomparable wife, existence would not have been tolerable. 
My professional efforts were paralysed; failure attended every 
attempt ; my ruin seemed sealed. My resources were rapidly 
melting away — my expenditure, moderate as it was, was counter- 
balanced by, no incomings. A prison and starvation scowled 
before me. 

Despairing of finding any better source of emolument, I was in- 
duced to send an advertisement to one of the daily papers, stating, 
that “ a graduate of Cambridge University, having a little spare 

* This anecdote calls to my mind one told me by the late Dr. James Hamilton. He 

wassenl for once in great haste by Lady P , to see— absolutely a little favourite 

monkey, which was almost suffocated with its morning feed. W hen the doctor entered 
the room, lie saw only her Ladyship, her young son, f a lad of ten years old, who was 
moat absurdly dressed.) and his patient. Looking at each Of (he two latter, he said 
coolly to Lady P , “My Lady, uhieh is the monkey?" 
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time at his disposal, was willing to give private instructions in the 
classics, in the evenings, to gentlemen preparing for college, or to 
others!” After about a week’s interval, I received one solitary 
communication. It was from a young man holding some subor- 
dinate situation under government, and residing at Pimlico. This 
person offered me two guineas a-montli, if I would attend him at 
liis mm house, for two hours, on the evenings of Monday, Wed- 
nesday, and Friday! With these hard terms was I obliged to 
comply — yes, agentleman, and a member of an English University, 
was driven so low as to attend, for these terms, an ignorant un- 
derling, and endeavour to instil a few drops of classic lore into the 
turbid and shallow waters of his understanding. I had hardly ’ 
given him a month’s attendance before lie assured me, with a flip- 
pant air, that, as he had now acquired “ a practical knowledge of 
the classics,” lie would dispense with my farther services ! Dull 
dunce ! he could not, in Latin, be brought to comprehend the dif- 
ference between a neuter and an active verb ; while, as for Greek, 
it was an absolute chokcpear ; so he nibbled on to rmr , — and then 
gave it up. Bitter but unavailing were my regrets, as I returned 
from paying my last visit to this promising scholar, that I had not 
entered the army, and gone to America, or even betaken myself to 
some subordinate commercial situation. A thousand and a thou- 
sand times did I curse the ambition which brought me up to Lon- 
don, and the egregious vanity which led me to rely so implicitly on 
my talents for success. Had I but been content with the humbler 
sphere of a general practitioner, I might have laid out my dearly 
bought 3000/. with a reasonable prospect of soon repaying it, and 
acquiring a respectable livelihood. But all these sober thoughts, 
as is usual, came only time enough to enhance the mortification of 
failure. 

* * * * * * 

• About 300/. was now the miserable remnant of the money bor- 
rowed from tiie Jew; and half a year’s interest, (225/.,) together 
with my rent, was due in about a fortnight’s time. I was, besides, 
indebted to many tradesmen — who were becoming every day more 
querulous— for articles of food, clothing, and furniture. My poor 
Emily was in daily expectation of her accouchement ; and my own 
health was sensibly sinking, under the combined pressure of anxiety - 
and excessive parsimony. What was to be done ? Despair was 
clinging to me, and shedding blight aud mildew over all my fa- 
culties. Every avenue was closed against me. I never knew what 
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it was to have more than one or two hours’ sleep at night, and that 
so heavy, so troubled, and interrupted, that I awoke each-morning 
more dead than alive. I lay tossing in bed, revolving all conceiv- 
able schemes and fancies in my tortured brain, till at length, from 
mere iteration, they began to assume a feasible aspect ; alas ! how- 
ever, they would none of them bear the blush of daylight, but 
faded away as extravagant and absurd. I would endeavour to set 
afloat a popular medical Journal — to give lectures on diseases of 
the lungs (a department with which I was familiar) — I would ad- 
vertise for a small medical partnership, as a general practitioner — 
I would do a thousand things of the sort; but where was my ca- 
pital to set out with ? I had 300/. in the world, and 450/., yearly 
to pay to an extorlionating old miser ; that was the simple fact ; and 
it almost drove me to despair to advert to it for one instant. 
Wretched, however, as I was, and almost every instant loathing 
my existence, the idea of suicide was never entertained for a mo- 
ment. If the fiend would occasionally flit across the dreary cham- 
ber of my heart, a strong, an unceasing confidence in the goodness 
and power of my Maker always repelled the fearful visitanL Even 
yet, rapidly as I seemed approaching the precipice of ruin, I could 
not avoid cherishing a feeble hope that some unexpected avenue 
would open to better fortune ; and the thought of it would, for a 
time, soothe my troubled breast, and nerve it to bear up against 
the inroads of my present misfortunes. 

I recollect sitting down one day in St. James’s Park, on one of 
the benches, weary with wandering the whole morning, I knew 
not whither. I felt faint and ill, and more than usually depressed 
in mind. I had that morning paid one of my tradesmen’s bills, 
amounting to 10/. ; and the fellow told my servant, that, as he had 
so much trouble in getting his money, he did not want the honour 
of my custom any longer. The thought that my credit was failing 
in the neighbourhood was insupportable. Ruin aud disgrace would 
then be accelerated ; and being unable to meet my creditors, I 
should be proclaimed little less than a swindler, and shaken like a 
viper from the lap of society. Fearful as were such thoughts, I 
had not enough of energy of feeling left to suffer much agitation 
from them. I folded my arms on my breast in sullen apathy, and 
wished only that, whatever might be my fate, certainty might be 
substituted for suspense. 

While indulging in thoughts like these, a glittering troop of 
soldiers passed by me, preceded by their band,, playing a merry 
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air. How the sounds jarred on the broken strings of my heart! 
And many a bright face, dressed in smiles of gaiety and happiness, 
thronged past, attracted by the music, little thinking of the wretch- 
edness of him who was sitting by ! I could not prevent the tears 
of anguish from gushing forth. I thought of Emily — of her dcli- 
.cate and interesting, but. to me, melancholy situation. I could not 
bear the thought of returning home to encounter her affectionate 
looks — her meek and gentle resignation to her bitter fortunes. 
Why had I married her, without first having considered whether 
I could support her ? Passionately fond of me, as I well knew she 
was, could she avoid frequently recurring to the days ofonr court- 
ship, when I reiteratedly assured her of my certainty of profes- 
sional success as soon as I could get settled in London ? Where 
now were all the fair and flourishing scenes to which my childish 
enthusiasm had taught me to look forward ? Would not the bitter 
contrast she was now experiencing, and seemed doomed long yet 
to experience, alienate from me a portion of her affections, and 
induce feelings of anger and contempt ? Could I blame her for all 
this ? If the goodly superstructure of my fortunes fell, was it not 
I that had loosened and destroyed .the foundation? — Reflections 
like these were harassing and scourging me, when an elderly 
gentleman, evidently an invalid, tottered slowly to the bench where 
I was sitting, and sat down beside me. He seemed a man of wealth 
and consideration : for his servant, on Whose arm he had been 
leaning, and who now stood behind the bench on which he was 
sitting , wore a very elegant livery. He was almost shaken to pieces 
by an asthmatic cough, and was besides suffering from another 
severe disorder, which need not be more particularly named. He 
looked at me once or twice, in a manner which seemed to say, that 
he would not take It rudely if I addressed him. I did so. “ I am 
afraid, sir,” I said, “ you are in great pain from that cough ?” — 
**■ Yes,” he gasped faintly ; “ and 1 don’t know how to get rid of it. 
I am an old man, you see, sir; and methinks my summons to the 
grave might have been less loud and painful. ” After a little pause, 
I ventured to ask him how long he had been subject to the cough 
which now harassed him. He said, more or less, for the last ten 
years ; but that, latterly, it had increased so much upon him, that 
he could not derive any benefit from medical advice. “ I should 
think, sir, the more violent symptoms of your disorder might be 
mitigated,” said I, and proceeded to question him minutely, but 
hesitatingly, as to the origin and progress Of the complaints which 
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now afflicted him. He answered all my questions with civility ; 
and, as I went on, seemed to be roused into something like curio- 
sity and interest I need not say more, than that I discovered he 
had not been in the hands of a skilful practitioner; and that I as- 
sured him very few and simple meaus would give him great relief 
from at least the more violent symptoms. He, of course, perceived 
I was in the medical profession ; and after some apparent hesitation , 
evidently as to whether or not I should feel hurt, tendered me a 
guinea. I refused it promptly and decidedly, and assured him 
that he was qniravwelcome to the very trifling advice I had ren- 
dered him. At that moment, a young man of fashionable appear- 
ance walked up, and told him their carriage was waiting at the 
corner of the Stable-yard. This last gentleman, who seemed to 
be either the son or nephew of tire old gentleman, eyed me, I 
thought, with a certain superciliousness, which was not lessened 
when the invalid told him I had given him some excellent advice, 
for which he could not prevail on me to receive a fee. “ We are 
vastly obliged to you, sir ; but are going home to the family phy- 
sician,” said the young man, haughtily ; and placing the invalid’s 
arm in his, led him slowly aw ay. He was addressed several times 
by the servant as “ Sir" something, Wilton or William, I think; 
but I could not distinctly catch it, so that it was evidently a person 
of some rank I had been addressing. How many there are, thought 
I, that, w ith a more plausible and insinuating address than mine is, 
would have contrived to get into the confidence of this gentleman, 
and become his medical attendant ! now foolish was I not to give 
him my card when he proffered me a fee, and thus, in all proba- 
bility, be sent for the next morning to pay a regular professional 
visit ! and to what lucrative introductions might not that have led! 
A thousand times I cursed my diffidence— my sensitiveness as to 
professional etiquette — and my inability to seize the advantages 
occasionally offered by a fortunate conjuncture of circumstances. 
I was filter, I thought, for La Trappe than the bustling world of 
business. I deserved my ill fortune; and professional failure was 
the natural consequence of the mauvaise honte which has injured 
so many. As the day, however, was far advancing, I left the seat, 
and turned my steps towards my cheerless home. 

As was generally the case, I found Emily busily engaged in 
painting little fire-screens, and other ornamental toys, which, 
when completed, 1 was iu the habit of carrying to a kind of private 
bazaar in Oxford Street, where I was not known, and where, with 
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an aching heart, I disposed of the delicate and beautiful produc- 
tions of my poor wife, for a trifle hardly worth taking home. 
Could any man, pretending to the slightest feeling, contemplate 
his young wife, far advanced in pregnancy, in a critical state of 
health, and requiring air, exercise, aud cheerful company, toiling, 
in the manner I have related, from morning to night, and for a mi- 
serably inadequate remuneration? She submitted, however, to 
our misfortunes, with infinitely more firmness and equanimity than 
I could pretend to ; and her uniform cheerfulness of demeanour, 
together with the passionate fervour of her foi#ftess for me, con- 
tributed to fling a few rays of trembling and evanescent lustre over 
the gloomy prospects of the future. Still, how ever, the dreadful 
question incessantly presented itself, — What, in Heaven’s name, 
is to become of us ? I cannot say that we were at this time in 
absolute literal want; though our parsimonious fare hardly de- 
served the name of food, especially such as my wife's delicate si- 
tuation required. It was the hopelessness of all prospective re- 
sources that kept us in perpetual thraldom. With infinite effort, 
we might contrive to hold on to a given period,— say, till the next 
half-yearly demand of old L ; and then we must sink alto- 

gether, unless a miracle intervened to save us. Had I been alone 
in the world, I might have braved the worst, have turned my 
hands to a thousand things, have accommodated myself* to almost 
any circumstances, and borne the extremes! privations with for- 
titude. But my darliug — my meek, smiling, gentle, Emily ! — my 
heart bled for her. 

Not to leave any stone unturned, seeing an advertisement ad- 
dressed “ To Medical Men,” I applied for the situation of assistant 
to a general practitioner, though I had but little skill in the prac- 
tical part of compounding medicines. 1 applied personally to llic 
advertiser, a fat, red-faced, vulgar fellow, who had contrived to 
gain a very large practice, by what means God only knows. His 
terms were, — and these named in the most offensive contemptu- 
ousness of manner, — 80/. a-year, board and lodge out, and give 
all my time in the day to my employer ! Absurd as was the idea 
of acceding to terms like these, I thought I might still consider them. 
I pressed hard for 100/. a-year, and told him I was married 

“ Married !” said he, with aloud laugh; “ No, no, sir, you are 
not the man for my money ; so I wish you good morning. ” * 

* This worthy (a Mr. C by name,) lived al (his lime in the region of St. George's 

in (he Easl. 
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Thus was I baffled in every attempt to obtain a permanent 
source of support from my profession. It brought me about 40/. 
per annum. I gained, by occasional contributions to magazines, 
an average sum annually of about 25/. My wife earned about 
that sum by her pencil. And these were all the funds I had to 
meet the enormous interest due half-yearly to old L , to dis- 

charge my rent, and the various other expenses of house-keep- 
ing, etc. Might I not well despair ? I did ; and God’s goodness 
only preserved me from the frightful calamity which has suddenly 
terminated the earthly miseries of thousands in similar circum- 
stances. • 

And is it possible, I often thought, will all the tormenting cre- 
dulousness of a man half stupified with his misfortunes, — is it pos- 
sible, that, in the very heart of this metropolis of splendour, wealth, 
and extravagance, a gentleman and a scholar, who has laboured 
long in the honourable toil of acquiring professional knowledge, 
cannot contrive to scrape together even a competent subsistence? 
and that, too, while ignorance and infamy are wallowing in wealth, 
—while charlatanry and quackery of all kinds are bloated with 
success ! Full of such thoughts as these, how often have I slunk 
stealthily along the streets of London, on cold and dreary winter 
evenings, almost fainting with long abstinence, yet reluctant to re- 
turn home and incur the expense of an ordinary family dinner, 
while my wife’s situation required the most rigorous economy to 
enable us to meet, even in a poor and small way, the exigencies of 
her approaching accouchement ! How often— ay, hundreds of times 
—have I envied the coarse and filthy fare of the minor eating-houses, 
and been content to interrupt a twelve hours’ fast with a bun or 
biscuit, and a draught of water or turbid table-beer, under the 
wretched pretence of being in too great a hurry to go home to din- 
ner ! I have often gazed with envy— once, I recollect, in particular 
— on dogs eating their huge daily slice of boiled horse’s flesh, and 
envied their contented and satiated looks ! With what anguish of 
heart have I seen carriages setting down company at the door of 
a house, illuminated by the glare of a hundred tapers, where 
were ladies dressed in the extreme of fashion, whose cast-off clothes 
would have enabled me to acquire a tolerably respectable livelihood ! 
Oh ! ye sons and daughters of luxury and extravagance, how 
many thousands of needy and deserving families would rejoice to 
eat of the crumbs which fall from your tables, and they may not ! 

I have stood many a time at my parlour window, and envied the - 
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kitchen (are of the servants of my wealthy opposite neighbour; 
while 1 protest I have been ashamed to look our own servant is the 
face, as she, day after day, served up for two, what was little more 
than sufficient for one : and yet, bitter mockery ! 1 was to support 

abroad the farce ofacheerM and respectable professional exterior. 
* * * * * * 

Two days after the occurrence at SL James’s Park, above related, 
I was, as usual reading the columns of advertisements in one of 
the daily papers, when my eyes lit on the following : — 

“ The professional gentleman, who, a day or two ago, had some 
conversation on the subject of &thma, with an invalid , on one of 
the benches of St. James’s Park, is particularly requested to for- 
ward his name and address to W. J. , care of Messrs. - — ” 

I almost let the paper fall from my hands with delighted surprise. 
That 1 was the “ professional gentleman” alluded to, was clear; 
and on the slender foundation of this advertisement, 1 had. in afew 
moments, built a large and splendid superstructure of good fortune. 
I had hardly calmness enough to call my wife, who was engaged 
with some small household matters, for the purpose of commu- 
nicating thegood news to her. I need hardly say with what eager- 
ness I complied with the requisitions of the advertisement. Half 
an hour beheld my name and address in an envelope, with the su- 
perscription, ** W. J.” lying at Messrs. 's, who were stationers. 

After passing a most anxious and sleepless night, agitated by aft 
kinds of hopes and fears, my wife and I were sitting at breakfast, 
when a livery servant knocked at the door ; and, after enquiring 
whether “ Dr. ” was at home, left a letter. It was an en- 
velope, containing the card of address of Sir 'William ,No. 26, 

Street, accompanied with the following note : —** Sir William 

’s compliments to Dr. , and will feel obliged by his loo king 

in in the course of the morning.” V 

“ Now, becalm, my dear ,” said Emily, as she saw my flut- 

tering excitement of manner. But, alas ! that was impossible. 
I was impatient for the hour of twelve ; and precisely as the dock 
struck, I sallied forth to visit my titled patient. All the way I went, 
I was taxing my ingenuity for palliatives, remedies for asthma: I 
would new-regulate his diet and plan of life,— -in short, I would 
do wondbrt® , 

Sir William, who was sitting gasping by the fireside, received 
me with great courtesy ; and after motioning his niece, a charming 
young woman, to retire, told me, he had been so much interested 
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by my remarks the oilier day, in the Park, that lie felt inclined to 
follow my advice, and put himself under my care altogether. He 
then entered on ■a history of his complaints. I found his constitu- 
tion was entirely broken up, and that in a very little time it must 
fall to pieces. I told him, however, that if he would adhere strictly 
to the regimen I proposed, I could promise him great if not per- 
manent relief. He listened to what I said with the utmost interest. 
‘•Do you think you could prolong my life. Doctor, for two years?” 
said he, with emotion. I told him, I certainly could not pretend to 
promise him so. much. “ My only reason for asking the question, ’ 
he replied, “ is my beloved niece, that young lady, who has just 
left us. If I cannot live for two years or eighteen mouths longer, 
it will be a bitter thing for her ! He sighed deeply, and added 
abruptly, — “ But of that more hereafter. I hope to see you to- 
morrow, Doctor.” He insisted on my accepting live guineas, in 
return for the two visits he said he had received; and I took my 
departure. I felt altogether a new man, as I walked home. My 
spirits were more light and buoyant than they had been for many 
a long month ; for I could not help thinking, that I had now a fair 
chance of introduction into respectable practice. My wife shared 
my joy; and we were as happy for the rest of that day, as if we 
had already surmounted the heavy difficulties which oppress- 
ed us. 

I attended Sir William every day that week, and received a fee 
of two guineas for each visit. On Sunday I met the family phy- 
sician, Sir , who had just been released from attendance on 

one of the royal family. He was a polite, but haughty man; and 
seemed inclined to be much displeased with Sir William for calling 
me in. When I entered. Sir William introduced me to him as 

*f Dr : « Dr , of * Square?” inquired the other 

physician, carelessly. I told him where I lived. He affected to 
be reflecting where the street was; it was the one next to that in 
which he himself resided. There is nothing in the world so easy, 
as for^jie eminent members of our profession to take the bread out 
of the mouths of tlitir younger brethren, with the bestgrace in the 

world. So Sir contrived in the present case. He assured 

Sir W illiam, that nothing was calculated to do him so much good 
as change of air — of course, I could not but assent. The sooner, 
he said. Sir William left town the better ; Sir William asked me 
if I concurred iu that opinion? — Certainly. He set off for Worth- 
ing two days after ; and 1 lost the best, and almost the only patient 
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I had then ever had ; for Sir William died after three weeks’ resi- 
dence at Worthing. 

This circumstance occasioned me great depression of spirits. 
Nothing that I touched seemed to prosper; and the transient 
glimpses I occasionally obtained of good fortune, seemed given 
only to tantalize me, and enhance the bitterness of the contrast. 
My store of money was reduced at last from 3000/. to 25/. in cash ; 
my debts amounted to upwards of 100/.; and in six months, an- 
other 225/. would be due to old L ! My wife, too, had been 

confined, and there was another source of expense; for both she 
and my little daughter were in a very feeble state of health. Still, 
sweetly wishful to accommodate herself to one lowered in circum- 
stances, she almost broke my heart one day with the proposal of 
dismissing our servant, the whole of whose labour my poor sweet 
Emily herself undertook to perform! No, no— this was too 
much ; the tears of agony gushed from my eyes, as I folded her 
delicate frame in my arms, and assured her that Providence would 
never permit so much virtue and gentleness to be degraded into 
such humiliating servitude. I said this ; but my heart heavily mis- 
gave me, that a more wretched prospect was before her ! 

I have ofteu sat by my small solitary parlour fire, and pondered 
over our misery and misfortunes, till almost frenzied with the vio- 
lence of my emotions. Where was I to look for relief? What 
earthly remedy was there ? O my God ! thou alone knowest what 
this poor heart of mine suffered in such times as these, not on my 
own account, but for those heloved beings whose ruin was impli- 
cated in mine ! What, however, was to be done at the present 

crisis, seeing, at Christmas, old L would come upon me for his 

interest, and my other credi|ors would insist on payment ? A 
dreary mist came over my mind’s eye whenever I attempted to look 
steadily forward into futurity. I had written several times to my 

kind and condescending friend. Lord , who still continued 

abroad ; but as I knew not to what part of the Continent to di- 
rect, and the servants of his family pretended they knew noif I left 
my letters at his town house, to be forwardeff with his quarterly 
packages. I suppose my letters must have been opened, and 
burnt, as little other than pestering, begging letters; for I never 
heard from him. 

I had often heard from my father, that we had a sort of fiftieth 
cousin in London, a baronet of great wealth, who had married adis- 
tant relation of our family , on account solely of her beauty ; but that 
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he was one of the most haughty and arrogant men breathing — had, 
in the most insolent manner, disavowed the relationship, and treated 
my father, on one occasion, very contumeliously ; a fate I had my- 
selfshared,as the reader may recollect, not long ago. * Since then, 
however, the pressure of accumulated misfortunes had a thousand 
times forced upon me the idea of once more applying to this man, » 
and stating my circumstances. As one is easily induced to believe 
what one wishes to he true, I could not help thinking that surely he 
must in some degree relent, if informed of our utter misery : hut 
my heart always failed when I took my pen in hand to write to him. 

I was at a loss for terms in which to state our distress most feeling- 
ly, and in a manner best calculated to arrest his attention. I had, 
however, after infinite reluctance, addressed a letter of this soi l to 

his lady; who, I am sorry to say, shared all Sir ’s hauteur ; and 

received an answer from a fashionable w’atering-place, w here her 
ladyship was spending the summer mouths. This is it : — 

“ Lady ’s compliments to Dr. — — , and having received his 

letter, and given it her best consideration, is happy in being able to 

request Dr. ’sacceptancc of the enclosed; which, how ever .owing 

to Sir ’s temporary embarrassment in pecuniary matters, she 

has had some difficulty in sending. She is, therefore, under the 
painful necessity of requesting Dr. — — to abstain from future appli- 
cations of this sort. As to Dr. ’s offer of his medical services to 

Lady— — ’s family, when in town, Lady must beg to decline 

them, as the present physician has attended the family for years, 
and neither Lady nor Sir see any reason for changing. 

“ W , to Dr. 

The enclosure was 10/., which I was on the point of returning in 
a blank envelope, indignant at the cold and unfeeling letter which 
accompanied it ; hut the pale sunk cheeks of my wife appealed 
against my pride, and I retained it. To return. Recollecting the 

reception of this application, as well as my former visit to Sir , 

my heart froze at the very idea of repeating it. To what, however, 
will not misfortune compel a man ! I detennined, at length, to call 

upon Sir ; to insist upon being sho wn to him. I set out for this 

purpose, without telling my errand to my w ife, who, as I have be- 
fore stated, was confined to her bed, and in a very feeble state of 

or rather noon ; ail that I 
their spirits evliilarated by 




health. It was a fine sunny morning, 
passed seemed happy and contented; 
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Hie genial weather, aud sustained by the successful prosecution of 
business. My heart, however, was iluttering feebly beneath the 
pressure of anticipated disappointment. I was going in the spirit 
ofa forlorn hope; with adoggcd determination to make the attempt, 
to know that even this door was shut against me. My knees trem- 
bled beneath me as I entered * Place, and saw elegant equipages 

standing at the doors of most of the gloomy, but magnificent houses, 
w hich seemed to frown olTsuch insignificant and wretched indivi- 
duals as myself. How could I ever muster resolution enough, I 
thought, to ascend the steps, and knock and ring in a sufficiently 
authoritative manner to be attended to? It is laughable to relate, but 
I could not refrain from stepping back into a by street, and getting 
a small glass of some cordial spirit to give me a little firmness. At 

length I ventured again into Place, and found Sir r s house, 

on the opposite side. There w as no one to be seen but some foot- 
men in undress, lolling indolently at the dining-room window, and 
making their remarks on passers by. I dreaded these fellows as 
much as theirmastcr ! It was no use, however, indulging in thoughts 
of that kind; so I crossed over, and lifting the huge knocker, made 
a tolerably decided application of it, and pulled the bell with what 
I fancied w as a sudden and imperative jerk. The summons was 
instantly answered by the corpulent porter, who, seeing nothing 
but a plain pedestrian, kept hold of the door, and leaning against 
the door-post, asked me familiarly what were my commands. 

“ Is Sir at home ? ” 

“ ye— es,” said the fellow, in a supercilious tone. 

■“ Can he be spoken to?” 

« i think he can’t, for he wasn’t home till six o’clock this morn- 
ing from the Duchess of ’s.” 

« can I w r ait for him? and will you show him this card, said I, 
tendering it to him— “and say I have particular business?” 

“ Couldn’t look in again at four, could you?” he inquired, in 
tlie same tone of cool assurance. 

“ No, sir,” 1 replied kindling with indignation, “my business is 

urgent, — I shall wait now.’ 

With a yawn he opened the door for me, and called to a servant 
to show me into the antechamber, saying, I must make up my 

mind to wait an hour or two, as Sir was then only just getting 

up, and would be an hour at least at his breakfast. He then left 
me, saying he wou*i send my card up to his master. My spirits 
were somewhat ruffled and agitated with having forced my way 
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thus far through the frozen island of English aristocracy, and l 
sat down determined to wait patiently, till 1 was summoned up to 

Sir . I could hear several equipages dashing up to the door, 

and the visiters they brought were always shown up immediately. 

I rung the bell, and asked a servant why I was suffered to wait so 

long, as Sir was clearly visible now. '■ / , .t \ ; 

“ ’Pon honour. 1 don’t know, indeed,” said the fellow, coolly, 
shutting the door. . . 

Boiling with indignation, I resumed my seat, then walked to and 
fro, and presently sat down again. Soon afterwards, I heard the 
French valet Ordering the carriage to be in readiness in half an 
hour. I rung again ; the same servant answered. He walked 
into the room, and standing near me, asked in a familiar tone 

what I wanted. “ Show me up to Sir , for I shall wait no 

longer,” said I sternly. 

i “ Can’t, sir, indeed,” he replied, with a smirk on his face. 

, (( Has my card been show n to Sir- -?” I inquired, struggling 

to preserye my temper. 

j/fril ask the porter if he gave it to Sir ’s valet,” he replied, 

and shut the door. , 

About ten minutes afterwards a , carriage drove up ; there was 
a bustle on the stairs, and in the halL, I heard a voice saying, “ ft 
Lord calls, tell him I am gone to his bouse.” in a few mo- 

ments, the steps of the carriage were let down — the carriage drov e 
off — and all was quiet. Once more I rung. 

“ Is Sir now at liberty ?” 

“Oh, he’s gone out, sir,” said the same servant, who had twice 
before answered my summons. The valet then entered. I asked him, 

with lips quivering with indignation, why I had not seen Sir ? 

I was given to understand that my card had been shown the Baro- 
net — that he said, “ I’ve no time to attend to this person or words 
to that effect — and had left his house without deigning to notice 
me ! Without uttering more, than “ Show me the door, sir,” to the 
servant, I took my departure, determining to perish rather than 
make a second application. To anticipate my narrative a little, 

I may state* that tenyears afterwards, Sir , who had become 

dreadfully addicted to gambling, lost all his property, and died 
suddenly of an apoplectic seizure, brought on by a paroxysm of 
fury ! Thus did providence reward this selfish and unfeeling man. 

I walked about the town for several hours, endeavouring to wear 
off that air of chagrin and sorrow which had been occasioned by 
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my reception at Sir ’s. Something must be done, and that 

immediately ; for absolute starvation was now before us. I could 
think, of but two other quarters where I could apply for a little 
temporary relief. I resolved to write a note to a very celebrated 
and successful brother practitioner, stating my necessities— 
acquainting him candidly with my whole circumstances, and soli- 
citing the favopf of a temporary accommodation of a few pounds 
— twenty was the sum I ventured to name. I wrote the letter at 
a coffee-house, and returned home. I spent all that evening in 
attempting to picture to myself the reception it would meet with. 
I tried to put myself in the place of him I had written -to, and 
fancy the feelings with which I should receive a similar application. 
I need not, however, tantalize the reader. After nearly a fort- 
nightssuspense, I received the following reply to my letter. I shall 
give it verbatim, after premising, that the writer of it was at that 
lime making about 10,000/. or 12,000/. a-year:— 

“ encloses a trifle (one guinea) to Dr. — — ; wishes it may 

be serviceable; but must say, that when young men attempt a 
station in life without competent funds to meet it, they cannot 
wonder if they fail. . « 

Square. ” 

The other quarter was old Mr. G • , our Jndian lodger. Though 

an eccentric and reserved man, shunning all company except that 
of a favourite black servant, I thought he might yet be liberal. As 
he was something of a character, 1 must be allowed a w ord or tw o 
about him in passing. Though he occupied the whole of the first 
floor of my house, I seldom saw him. In truth, he was little else 
than a bronze fireside fixture, all day long, summer and winter, — 
protected from the intrusion of draughts and visiters, which equally 
annoyed him, by a huge folding -screen, — swathed, mummylike, 
in flannel and furs— squalling incessant execrations against the 
chilly English climate— and solacing himself, alternately , with sleep, 
caudle, and curry. He would sit for hours listening to a strange 
cluttering, (I know no word but this that can give any thing like 
an idea of it,) and most melancholy noise, uttered by his black 
grizzle-headed servant' — which I was given to understand was a 
species of Indian song — evincing his satisfaction by a face curiously 
puckered together, and small beady black eyes, glittering with the 
light of vertical suns : thus, I say , he w ould sit till both dropt 
asleep. He was very fond of this servant, (whose name was 
Giinquabor, or something of that sort;) and yet would kick and 
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and strike him with great violence on the slightest occasions. 

Without being sordidly self-interested, I candidly acknowledge, 
that, on receiving him into our house, and submitting to divers in- 
conveniences from his strange foreign fancies,. I had calculated on 
his proving a lucrative lodger. I was, however, very much mis- 
taken. He uniformly discouraged my visits, by evincing the utmost 
restlessness, and even trepidation, whenever I approached. He 
was more tolerant of my wife’s visits; but even to her could not 
help intimating, in pretty plain terms, on more occasions than one, 
that he had no idea of being “ drugged to death by his landlord.” 
On one occasion, however, his servant came stuttering with agita- 
tion, into my room, that “hib massa wis to see— a — a Docta.” 
I found him suffering from the heartburn ; submitted to his asthma- 
tic querulonsness for nearly half an hour ; prescribed the usual re- 
medies; aud received in return — a guinea?— No, a curious, ugly 
and perfectly useless cane, \yith which (to enhance its value) he as- 
sured me he had once kept a large snake at bay ! On another 
occasion, in return for similar professional assistance, he dismissed 
me without tendering me a fee, or any thing instead of it; but sent 
for my wife, in the course of the afternoon, and presented her. 
with a hideous little cracked china teapot, the lid fastened with 
a dingy silver chain, and the lip of the spout bearing evident 
marks of an ancient compound fracture. He was singularly exact 
in every thing he did : he paid his rent, for instance, at ten o’clock 
in the morning every quarter day, as long as he lived with me. 

Such w as the man whose assistance I had at last determined to 
ask. With infinite hesitation and embarrassment, I stated my 
circumstances. He fidgeted sadly, till I concluded, almost inarti- 
culate with agitation, by soliciting the loan of 300/. — offering, at 
the same time, to deposit with him the lease of my house, as a 
collateral security for what he might advauce me. 

“ My God ! ” he exclaimed, falling back in his chair, and elevat- 
ing his hands. 

“ Would you favour me with this sum , Mr. G ? V I inquired 

in a respectful tone. 

“Do you take me. Doctor, for a money-lender?” 

“ No, indeed, sir; but for an obliging friend as well as lodger 
— if you will allow me the liberty. ” . 

“ Ha ! you think me a rich old hunks come from India, to fling 
his gold at every one he sees ? ” 

“May I beg an answer, sir?” said 1, after a pause. 
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“ I cannot lend it you. Doctor,” he replied calmly, and bowed 
me to the door. I rushed down stairs almost gnashing my teeth 
with fury. The Deity seemed to have marked me with a curse. 
No one would listen to me ! ' . ' . 

The next day my rent was due; which, with Mr. G ’s rent, 

and the savings of excruciating parsimony, I contrived to meet 

Then came old L- ! Good God ! what were my feelings when 

I saw him hobble up to my door! I civilly assured him, with a 
quaking heart, and ashy cheeks, but with the calmness of despair, 
that though it was not convenient to-day, he should have it on 
the morning of the next day. His greedy, black, Jewish eye 
seemed to dart into my very soul. He retired, apparently satis- 
fied, and I almost fell down and blessed him on my knees, for his 
forbearance. 

it was on Wednesday, two days after Christmas, that my dear 
Emily came down stairs after her confinement. Though pale and 
languid, she looked very lovely, and her fondness for me seemed 
redoubled. By way of honouring the season, and welcoming my 
dear wife dow n stairs, in spite of my fearful embarrassments, I 
expended my last guinea in providing a tolerably comfortable din- 
ner, such as I had not sat down to for many a long week. I was 
determined to cast care aside for one day at Least. The little 
table was set; the small but savoury roast beef was on ; and I was 
just drawing the cork of a solitary bottle of port, when a heavy 
knock was heard at the street door. I almost fainted at the sound 
— 1 knew not why. The servant answered the door, and two men 
entered the very, parlour, holding a thin slip of parchment in 
their bands. ■ 

“In God’s name, who are you? — what brings you here?” I 
inquired— or rather gasped, while my wife sat silent, trembling, 
and looking very faint. 

‘ ‘ Are you the gentleman that is named here ? ” inquired one of 
the men in a civil and even compassionate tone — showing me a 
writ issued by old L — ■ — , for the money I owed him ! My poor 
wife saw my agitation , and the servant arrived just in time to pre- 
serve her from falling, for she had fainted. I had her carried to 
bed, and was permitted to wait by her bedside for a few mo- 
ments ; when , more dead than alive, I surrendered myself into the 
hands of the officers. “ Lord, sir,” — said they, as I walked be- 
tween them, “this hefc is not by no manner of means an un- 
common thing, d’ye see— thof it’s rather hard, too, to leave one s 
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dinner and one’s wife so sudden ! But you’ll no doubt soon get 
bailed — and then, you sec, there's a little time for turning in!*’ 
I answered not a syllable — for I felt suffocated. Bail — where 
was I — a poor, unknown, starving physician— to apply for it? — 
Even if I could succeed in finding it, would it not be unprincipled 
to take their security when I had no conceivable means of meeting 
the fearful claim ? What is the use of merely postponing the evil 
day, in order to aggravate its horrors ! I shall never forget that 
half hour, if I were to live a thousand years ! I felt as if I were 
stepping into my grave. My heart was utterly withered within me. 

A few hours beheld me the sullen and despairing occupant of the 
back attic of a sponging-house near Leicester Square. The wea- 
ther was bitterly inclement, yet no fire was allowed one who had 
not a farthing to pay for it — since I had slipped the only money I 
had in the world, — three shillings, — into the pocket of my insen- 
sible wife at parting. Had it not been for my poor Emily and 
my child, I think I should have put an end to my miserable exist- 
ence; for toprison I must go — if there was no miracle to save me; 
and what was to become of Emily and her little one? Jewels she 
had none to pawn — my books had nearly all disappeared — the 
scanty remnants of our furniture were not worth selling. Great 
God ! I was nearly frantic when I thought of all this. I sat up the 
whole night without fire or candle, (for the brutal wretch in whose 
custody I was. suspected I had money with me, and would not part 
with it,) till nearly seven o’clock in the morning, when I sank in a 
state of stupor, on the bed, and fell asleep. How long I continued 
so, I know not ; for I was roused from a dreary dream by some 
one embracing me, and repeatedly kissing m j lips and forehead. 
It was my poor Emily; who, at the ipyniflenf risk of her life, 
having found out where I was, had hurried to bring me the news 
of release; for she had succeeded in obtaining the sum of 300/. 
from our lodger, which I had in vain solicited. We returned home 
immediately. I hastened up stairs to our lodger to express the 
most enthusiastic thanks. He listened without interruption, and 
then coldly replied,!— “I would rather have your note of hand, 
sir 1 ” Almost choked with mortification at receiving such an un- 
feeling rebuff, I gave him what he asked, expecting nothing more 

than that he would presently act the part of old L . He did 

not, however, trouble me. 

The few pouuds above what was due to our relentless creditor 
L , sufficed to meet some of our more pressing exigencies ; 
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but as they gradually disappeared, my prospects became darker 
than ever. . The agitation and distress which recent occurrences 
had occasioned, threw my wife into a low, nervous, hysterical 
state, which added to my misfortunes; and her little infant was 
sensibly pining away, as if in unconscious sympathy with its 
wretched parents. Where vow were we to look for help ? We 
had a new creditor, to a serious amount, in Mr. G — — , our 
lodger; whatever, therefore, might be the extremity of our dis- 
tress. applying to him was opt of the question.; nay, it would be 
well if he proved a lenient creditor, The hateful annuity was 
again becoming due. It pressed like an incubus ripon us. The 

form of old L flitted incessantly around us, as though It were 

a fiend, goading us on to destruction. I am sure I must often 
have raved frightfully in my sleep; for more than once I was 
woke by my wife clinging to me, and exclaiming, in terrified ac- 
cents, “Oh, hush, hush, — — , don’t, for Heaven’s sake, say 
so!” ’ . , ‘ 

To add to my misery, she and the infant began to keep their 
bed ; and our lodger, whose constitution had been long ago broken 
up. began to fail rapidly, I was in daily and most harassing at- 
tendance on him ; but of course, eould not expect a fee, as I was 
already his debtor to a large amount I had three patients who 
paid me regularly, but only one was a daily patient; and I was 
obliged to lay by, out of these small incomings, a cruel portion to 

meet my rent, and L 's annuity'. Surely my situation was now 

like that of the fabled scorpion, surrounded with fiery destruction ! 
Every one in the house, and .my few acquaintances without, ex- 
pressed surprise and .Qommiseralion at my wretched appearance. 
I was w orn almosl a skeleton ; and when I looked suddenly in 
llie glass, my worn and follow looks startled me. My fears mag- 
nified the illness of my wife; the whole world seemed melting 
away from me into gloom and darkness. 

My thoughts,. I well recollect, seemed to be perpetually occu- 
pied with the dreary image of a desolate churchyard, wet and 
cold w ith the sleets and storms of winter. 0,that I, and my wife 
and child,. 1 have sometimes madly thought, were sleeping peace- 
fully in our .long home! Why were we brought into the world? 
— why did my nature prompt me to seek my present station in so- 
ciety? — merely for the purpose of reducing me to the dreadful 
condition of him of old, whose only consolation from his friends 
was,— Guise God, and die ! What had we done — what had our 
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forefathers done— that Providence should thus frown upon us, 
thwarting every thing we attempted ! • 

Fortune, however, at last seemed tired of persecuting me ; and 
my affairs took a favourable turn when most they needed it, and 
when least I expected it. On what small and insignificant things 
do our fates depend ! Truly — * . . ' * 

• I, 1 

\ 

There is a tide in the affairs of men, . . 

i . ' .* • t % T * . 

r' Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune. • 

About eight o’clock one evening in the month of March, I was 
walking down the Haymarket,- as usual, in a very disconsolate 
mood, in search of some shop where I might execute a small com- 
mission for my wife. The whole neighbourhood in front of the 
Opera-house door, exhibited the usual scene of uproar, arising 
from clashing carriages and quarrelsome coachmen. I was stand- 
ing at the box-door, watching with sickening feelings the company 
descend from their carriages, wdien a cry was heard from the very 
centre of the crowd of coaches, — “ Run for a doctor ! ” I rushed 
instantly to the spot, at the peril of my life, announcing my pro- 
fession. I soon made my way up to the open door of a carriage, 
from which issued the moanings of a female, evidently in great 
agony. The accident was this : A young lady had suddeuly 

stretched her arm through the open window of the carriage convey- 
ing her to the opera, for the purpose of pointing out to one of her 
companions a brilliant illumination of one of the opposite houses. 
At that instanLtheir coachman, dashing forward to gain the open 
space opposin' the box-door, shot w ith great Velocity, and within 
a hairsbreadth distance, past a retiring carriage. The consequence 
was inevitable : a sudden shriek announced the dislocation of the 
young lady’s shoulder, and the shocking laceration of the fore-arm 
and hand. When I arrived at the carriage door, the unfortunate 
sufferer w'as lying motionless in the arms of an elderly gentleman 
and a young lady, both of them, as might he expected, dreadfully 

agitated. It was the Earl of and his two daughters. Having 

entered the carriage, I placed my fair patient in such a position as 
would prevent her suffering more than was necessary from the 
motion of the carriage — despatched bne of the servants for Mr. 
Cline, to meet us on our arrival, and then the coachman was or- 
dered to drive home as fast as possible. I need not say more than 
that, by Mr. Cline’s skill, the dislocation was quickly reduced, and 
the wounded hand and arm duly dressed. I then prescribed what 
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medicines were necessary— received a check for ten guineas from 
the Pari, accompanied with fervent thanks for my prompt atten- 
tions, and was requested to call as early as possible the next morning. 

As soon as I had left his lordship's door, I shot homeward like 
an arrow. My good fortune ( truly it is an ill wind that blows no- 
body any good ) was almost too much for me. I could scarce re- 
press the violence of my emotions, but felt a continual inclination 
to relieve myself, by singing, shouting, or committing some other 
such extravagance; I arrived at home in a very few minutes, and 
rushed breathless up stairs, joy glittering in my eyes, to communi- 
cate — inarticulate with emotion— my good fortune to my wife, and 
congratulate ourselves that the door of professional success seemed 
at length really opened to us. , Row tenderly she tried to calm my 
excitement, and moderate my expectations, without at the same 
time depressing my spirits ! I did certainly feel somewhat damped , 
when I recollected the little incident of my introduction to Sir 
William — — , and its abrupt and unexpected termination. This, 
however, seemed a very different affair ; and the event proved that 
my, expectations were not ill founded. . i 

I continued in constant attendance on my fair patient, who was 
really a very lovely girl!- and, by my unremitting and anxious at- 
tentions, so conciliated the favour of the Earl, and the rest of his 
family, that the Countessy who had long been an invalid, was com- 
mitted to my care, jointly with that of the family physician. I need 
hardly say, that my poor services were most nobly remunerated ; 
and more than this — having succeeded in securing die confidence 
of the family, it was not many weeks before I hadine honour of 
visiting one or two of their connexions of high rank; and I felt con- 
scious that I was laying the foundation of a fashionable and lucra- 
tive practice. With joy unutterable, 1 contrived to be ready for 
our half-yearly tormentor, old % — — ; and somewhat surprised 
him, by asking, with an easy air,— oh, the luxury of that moment ! 
— when he wished for a return of his principal. Of course, he 
was not desirous of losing such interest as I was paying! 

I had seen too much of the bitterness of adversity, to suffer the 
dawn of good fortune to elate me into too great confidence. I now 
husbanded my resources with rigorous economy — and had, in re- 
turn, the Inexpressible satisfaction of being able to pay my way, 
and stand fair with all my creditors. Oh, the rapture of being 
ahle to pay every one his own 1— My beloved Emily appeared in that 
society which she was born to ornament ; and we numbered se- 
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veral families of high respectability among our visiting friends. — 

As is. usual in such cases, whenever accident threw me in the why 
ofthose who formerly scowled upon me contemptuously, I wasre- 
ceived with an excess of civility. The very physician who sent me 

the munificent donation of a guinea, Fmet in consultation, and 

' ' * > • , ** 

made his cheeks tingle, by. returning him the ban he had ad- 
vanced me! 

In four years’ time from the occurrence at the Haymarket, I con- 
trived to repay old L his 3000/., (though he did not live a month 

after signing the receipt,) and thus escaped — blessed be God !— for 
ever from the fangs of the money-lenders. A word or tw o, also, 
about our Indian lodger. He died about eighteen months after the 
accident I have been relating. His sole heir was ayoung lieutenant in 
the navy ; and, very much to my surprise and gratification, in a co- 
dicil to old Mr. G— — ’s will, I was left a legacy of 2000/. , including 
the 300/. he had lent me, saying, it was some return for the many 
attentions he had received from us since he had been our lodger, 
and as a mark of his approbation of the honourable and virtuous 
principles by which, he said, he had always perceived our conduct 
to be actuated. yfc . v ';V * 

Twelve years from this period, my income amounted to between 
3000/. and 4000/. a-year ; and as my family was increasing, I thought 
my means warranted a more extensive establishment. I therefore 
removed into a large and elegant house, and set up my carriage. 
The recollection of past times has taught me at least one useful 
lesson — whether my life be long or short,— to bear success with 
moderation, and never to turn a deaf ear to applications frqm the 
younger and less successful members of my profession. 


Sweet are the uses of adversity ; 

Which, like a toad. ,ugly and venomous, 
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head. 
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CHAPTER II. 

v . * * * ‘ i» 1 

CANCER. 

One often hears of the great firmness of the female sex, and 
their powers of enduring a degree of physical pain, which would 
utterly break down the stubborn strength of man. An interesting 
exemplification of this remark will be found in the short narrative 
immediately following. The event made a strong impression on 
my mind at the time, and I thought it well worthy of an ehtry in 
my Diary. . . 

I had for several months been in constant attendance on a Mrs. 

* » , f t » « 

St. a young married lady, of considerable family and for- 

tune, who was the victim of that terrible scourge of the female 
sex, a cancer. To great personal attractions, she added uncom- 
mon sweetness of disposition ; and the fortitude with which she 
submitted to the agonizing inroads of her malady, together with 
her ardent expressions of gratitude for such temporary alleviations 
as her anxious medical attendants could supply, Contributed to 
inspire me with a very lively interest in her fate. 1 can con- 
scientiously say, that during the whole period of my attendance, 
I never heard a word of complaint fall from her, nor witnessed 
any indications of impatience or irritability. I found her, one 
morning, stretched on the crimson sofa in the drawing-room ; and 
though her pallid features, and gently corrugated eyebrows, evi- 
denced the intense agony she was suffering, on my inquiring what 
sort of a night she had passed, she replied, in a calm but tremu- 
lous tone, — “Oh, Doctor, I have had a dreadful night; but I am 
glad Captain St. — — was not with me ; for it w ould have made 
him very wretched ! ” At that momeht, a fine flaxen-haired little 
boy, her first and only child, came running into room, his blue 
laughing eyes glittering with innocent merriment. I took him on 
my knee, and amused him with my watch, in order that he might 
not disturb his mother. The poor sufferer, after gazing on him 
with an air of intense fondness for some moments, suddenly 
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covered her eyes with her hand, (oh ! how slender ! how snowy! 
how almost transparent was that hand ! ) and I presently saw the 
tears trickling through her fingers ; but she uttered not a word. 
There was the mother! The aggravated malignity oilier disorder 
rendered an operation at length inevitable. The eminent surgeon, 
who, jointly with myself, was in regular attendance on her, feelingly 
communicated the intelligence, and asked whether she thought 
she had fortitude enough to submit to an operation ? She assured 
him, with a sweet smile of resignation, that she had for some time 
been suspecting as much, and had made up her mind to submit 
to it, but on two conditions, — that her husband (who was then at 
sea) should not be informed of it, till it was over ; and that dui ing 
the operation, she should not be in any wise bound or blindfolded. 
Her calm and decisive manner convinced me that remonstrance 

would be useless. Sir looked at me with a doubtful air. 

She observed it ; and said, “ I see what you are thinking, Sir — - ; 
but I hope to show you that a woman lias more courage than you 
seem willing to give her credit for.” In short, after the surgeon 
had acquiesced in the latter condition — to which he bad especially 
demurred — a day w as fixed for the operation- — subject, of course, 

to Mrs. St. ’s slate of health. AVheit the Wednesday arrived, 

it was with some agitation that I entered Sir ’s carriage in 

company with himself, and his senior pupil, Mr. — — . I could 
scarce avoid a certain nervous tremor — unprofessional as it may 
seem — when I saw the servant place the operating case on the seat 
of the carriage. “ Are you sure you have every thing ready, 

Mr. — — ? ” inquired Sir , with a calm business-like air, 

which somewhat irritated me. On being assured of the affirma- 
tive, ami after cautiously casting his eye over the case of instru- 
ments, * to make .assurance doubly sure, we drove off. We arrived 

at Mrs. St. ’s, who resided a few miles from town, about two 

o’elock in the afternoon, and were immediately ushered into the 
room in which the operation was to be performed — a back parlour, 
the window of which looked into a beautiful garden. I shall be 
pardoned, I hope, for acknowledging, that the glimpse I caught of 
the pale and disordered countenance of the servant, as he retired, 
after showing us into the room, somewhat disconcerted me : for, 

* I once saw Ihellfeof a patient lost, merely through the want of such simple precaution 

as that of Sir in the present instance. An indispensable instrument was suddenly 

required in the midst or the operation; and, to the dismay of the operator and those 
around him, there was none at hand! 
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in addition to tiie deep interest I felt in the fate of llie lovely suf- 
ferer, I had always an abhorrence for the operative part of the 
profession, which many years of practice did not suffice to remove. 
The necessary arrangements being at length completed — consisting 
of a hateful array of instruments, cloths, sponge, war m water, etc. 
etc. a message was sent to Mrs. SL ,to inform her all was ready. 

Sir was just making a jocular and not very well-timed allu- 
sion to my agitated air, when the door was opened, and Mrs. St. 

entered, followed by her two attendants. Her step was linn, her 
air composed, and her pale features irradiated with a smile — sad, 
however, as the cold twilight of October. She was, then about 
. twenty -six or seven years of age — and, under all the disadvanta- 
geous circumstances in which she was placed, looked at that mo- 
ment a beautiful woman. Her hair was light auburn, and hung 
back ueglectedly over a forehead and neck white as marble. Her 
full blue eyes, which usually beamed with a delicious pensive 
expression from beneath 

• —the soft languor ofthe drooping lid. 

were now lighted with the glitter of a restlessness and agitation, 
which the noblest degree of self-command could not entirely 
conceal or repress. Her features were regular — her nose and 
mouth exquisitely chiselled— and her complexion fair, almost to 
transparency. Indeed, an eminent medical writer has remarked 
that the most beautiful women are generally the subjects of this 
terrible disease. A large Indian shawl* was thrown over her 
shoulders, and she wore a white muslin dressing-gown. And was 
it this innocent and beautiful being who was doomed to writhe 
beneath the torture and disfigurement of the operating knife? My 
heart ached. A decanter of port wine and some glasses were 
placed on a small table near the window ; she beckoned me to- 
wards it and was going to speak. 

“ Allow me, my dear madam, to pour you a glass of wine,” 
said j'-^dr rather faltered. 

“ If it would do me good, Doctor,” she whispered. She barely 
touched the glass with her lips, and then handed one to me, say- 
ing, with assumed cheerfulness, “ Conte. Doctor, I see you need 
it as much as I do, after all. Yes, Doctor,” she continued, with 
emphasis, “you are very, wry kind and feeling to me. When I 
had set-down the glass she continued, “ Dear Doctor, do forgive 
a woman’s weakness, and try if you can hold this letter, which I 
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received yesterday from Captain St. and in which bespeaks 

very fondly, so that iuy eyes may rest on his dear handwriting all 
the while I am sitting here without being noticed by any one 
else — will you?" 

“ Madam, you must really excuse me— it will agitate you — 1 
must beg" — ’ 

“ You arc mistaken," she replied with iirmness ; “ it will rattier 

compose me. And if I should.” expire, she was going to have 

said — but her tongue refused utterauce. She then put the letter 
into my hand — hers was cold, icy cold, and clammy — but I did 
not perceive it tremble. . 

“ In return, madam, you must give me leave to hold your hand 
during the operation. ” 

“ What — youfearme. Doctor?” she replied, with a faint smile, 
but did not refuse my request. At this moment, Sir ap- 

proached us with a cheerful air, saying. “ Well, Madam, is your 
tete-a-tete liuished? I want to gel this little matter over, and give 
you permanent ease.” ’I do not think there ever lived a profes- 
sional man w ho could speak w ith such an assuring air as Sir ? 

“ I am ready. Sir — r— . Are the servants sent out?” she in- 

quired from one of the women present. 

“ Yes, madam,” she replied, in tears. 

“ And my little Harry?” Mrs. St. asked, in a fainter tone. 

She was answered in the affirmative. 

“ Then 1 am prepared,” said she, and sat dow n in tire chair that 
was placed for her. One of the attendants then removed the shawl 
from her shoulders, and Mrs. St.' herself, with perfect compo- 

sure, assisted in displacing as much of her dress as w as necessary. 

She then suffered Sir ; to place her on the corner side pf the 

chair, with her left arm thrown over tire back of it, and her face 
looking over her right shoulder. She gave me her right hand ; and, 

with my left, I endeavoured to hold Captain St. ’s letter, as she 

had desired. She smiled sweetly, as if to assure me of her forti- 
tude ; and there was something so indescribably affecting in the ex- 
pression of her full blue eyes, that it almost broke my heart. I 
shall never forget that smile as long as I live ! Half closing her eyes, 
she fixed them on the letter I held — and did not once remove them 
tiff all was over. Nothing could console me at this trying moment, 

but a conviction of the consummate skill of Sir , who now, 

with a calm eye, and a steady hand, commenced the operation. 

At the instant of the first incision, her whole frame quivered with 
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a convulsive shudder, and her cheeks became ashy pale. I prayed 
inwardly that she might faint, so that the earlier stage of the ope- 
ration might be got over while she was in a state of insensibility. 
It was not the case, however — her eyes continued riveted in one 
long burning gaze of fondness on the beloved handwriting of her 
husband ; and she moved not a limb, nor uttered more than an oc- 
casional sigh, during the whole of the protracted and painful ope- 
ration. When the hast bandage had been applied, she whispered 
almost inarticulately, “Is it all over, Doctor?” 

“Yes, madam,” replied I, “and we are going to carry you up 
to bed.” 

“ No, no— I think I can w alk— I will try,” said she, and endea- 
voured to rise; but on Sir — .— assuring her that the motion might 
perhaps induce fatal consequences, she desisted, and we carried 
her, sitting in the chair, up to bed. The instant we had laid her 

down, she swooned — and continued so long insensible, that Sir 

held a looking-glass over her mouth and nostrils, apprehensive that 
the vital energies had at last sunk under the terrible struggle. She 
recovered, however ; and under the influence of an opiate draught, 
slept for several hours. 

* * * * .* * 

Mrs. St. — — = recovered, though very slowly ; and I attended her 
assiduously — sometimes two or three limes a-day, till site could 
be removed to the sea-side. I shall not easily forget an observa- 
tion she made at the last visit I paid her. She was alluding, one 
morning, distantly and delicately, to the personal disfigurement 
she had suffered. I, of course, said all that was soothing. 

“ But, Doctor, my husband ” said she, suddenly, while a 

faint crimson mautled on her cheek — adding, falteringly, after a 
pause, — “I think St. will love me yet!” 
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CHAPTER III. 

'■ * lUfltU 

THE DENTIST AND THE COMEDIAN. 

Friday ,■ — 18 — . A ludicrous contretems happened to-day, which 
I wish I could describe as forcibly as it struck me. Mr. . the 


THE DENTIST AND THE COMEDIAN. 


33 

well-known comedian, with whom 1 was on terms of intimacy, after 
having suffered so severely from the toothach, as to be prevented, 
for two evenings, from taking his part in the play, sent, under my 
direction, for Monsieur , a fashionable dentist, then but re- 

cently imported from France. While I was sitting with my friend, 
endeavouring to “ screw his courage up to the sticking place,” 
Monsieur arrived, duly furnished with the “tools of his craft.” 

The comedian sat down with a rueful visage, and eyed the dentist’s 
formidable preparations with a piteous and disconcerted air. As 
soon as I had taken my station behind, for the purpose of holding 
the patient’s head, the gum was lanced without much ado ; but as 
the doomed tooth was a very formidable broadrooted molar, Mon- 
sieur prepared for a vigorous effort. He was just commencing the 
dreadful wrench, when he suddenly relaxed his hold, retired a step 
or two from his patient, and burst into a loud fit of laughter ! Up- 
started the astounded comedian, and witii clenched fists demanded 

furiously, “ What the be meant by such conduct ? ” The 

little bewhiskered foreigner, however, continued standing at a little 
distance, still so convulsed with laughter as to disregard the me- 
nacing movements of his patient ; and exclaiming, “ Ah, mon Dicu ! 

— ver good — ver good — bien ! ha, ha ! — Be Gar, Monsieur, you 

pull one such d queer, extraordinaire comique face — Be Gar, 

like one big fiddle ! ” or words to that effect. The dentist was 

right : Mr. ’s features were odd cnougli at all times ; but, on 

the present occasion, they suffered such excruciating contortions— 
such a strange puckering together of the mouth and cheeks, and 
upturning of the eyes, that it was ten thousand times more laugh- 
able than any artificially distorted features with which he used to 
set Drury Lane in a roar. — Oh that a painter had been present ! — 
There was, on oneside, my friend, standing in menacing attitude, 
with both fists clenched, his left cheek swelled, and looking as if 
the mastication of a large apple had been suddenly suspended, and 
his whole features exhibiting a grotesque expression of mingled 
pain, indecision, and fury. Then there was the operator beginning 
to look a little startled at the probable consequences of his sally ; 
and, lastly, I stood a little aside, almost suffocated w ith suppressed 

laughter 1 At length, however, ’s perception of the ridiculous r 

prevailed ; and after a very hearty laugh, and exclaiming, “ I must 
have looked odd, I suppose !” he once more resigned himself into 
the hands of Monsieur, and the tootli was out in a twinkling. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A SCHOLAR'S DEATHBED. 

[ Much more of the following short, hut melancholy, narrative 
might have been committed to press ; hut as it w ould have related 

chiefly to amad devotion to alchemy, which some of Mr. ’sfew 

posthumous papers abundantly evidence, it Ls omitted, lest the 
reader should consider the details as romantic or improbable. All 
that is worth recording is told; and it is hoped, that some young 
men of powerful, undisciplined, and ambitious minds, will find 
their account in an attentive consideration of the fate of a kindred 
spirit. Bene facit, qui ex aliorum erroribus sibi exemplum sutnat. ] 

Thinking, one morning, that I had gone through the whole of 
my usual levee of home patients, I was preparing to go out, when 
the servant informed me there was one yet to be spoken with, who, 
he thought, must have been asleep in a corner of the room, else he 
could not have failed to summon him in his turn. Directing hint 
to be shewn in immediately, 1 retook my place at my desk. The 
servant, in a few moments, ushered in a young man, who seemed 
to have scarce strength e*ough, even with the assistance of a walk- 
ing-stick, to totter to a chair opposite me. 1 was much struck with 
his appearance, which was that of one in reduced circumstances. 
His clothes, though perfectly clean and neat, were faded and 
threadbare ; and his coat was buttoned up to his chin, where it was 
joined by a black silk neckerchief, in such a manner as to lead me 
to suspect the absence of a shirL He was rather below than above 
the average height, and seemed wasted almost to a shadow. 
There was an air of superior ease and politeness in Ids demeanour; 
and an expression about his countenance, sickly and sallow though 
it was, so melancholy, mild, and.inlclligent, that 1 could not help 
viewing him with peculiar iuteresL 

** I was afraid, my friend, I should have missed you,” said I, in 
a kind tone, “ as I was on the point of going out. I heard your 
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carriage drive up to liie door. Doctor, and shall not detain you 
more than a few moments : nay, I will call to-morrow, if that would 
be more convenient,” he replied faintly, suddenly pressing his hand 
to his side, as though the effort of speaking occasioned him pain. 
I assured him I had a quarter of an hour at hisservice, and begged 
he would proceed at once to state the nature of his complaint. He 
detailed — what I had anticipated from his appearance- — all the 
symptoms of a very advanced stage of pulmonary consumption. 
He expressed himself in very select and forcible language ; and 
once or twice, when at a loss for what he conceived an adequate 
expression in English, chose such an appropriate Latin phrase, 
that the thought perpetually suggested itself to me, while he was 
speaking — “ 4 starved scholar!" He had not the most distant al- 
lusion to poverty, but confined himself to the leading symptoms 
of his indisposition. I determined, however, [baud prceteritorum 
immenwr!) to ascertain his circumstances, with a view, if possi- 
ble, of relieving them. I asked if he ate animal food with relish, 
— enjoyed his dinner, — whether his meals were regular. He 
coloured, and hesitated a little, for I put the question searchingly; 
and replied, with some embarrassment, that he did not, certainly, 
then eat regularly, nor enjoy his food when he did. I soon found 
that he was in very straitened circumstances ; that, in short, he 
was sinking rapidly under the pressure of want and harassing 
anxiety, which alone had accelerated, if not wholly induced. His 
present illness; and that all he had to expect from medical aid, 
was a little alleviation. I prescribed a few simple medicines, and 
then asked him in w hat part of the town he resided. * 

“ 1 am afraid, Doctor,” said he, modestly, “ I shall be unable 
to afford your visiting meat my owulodgiugs. I will occasionally 
call on you here, as a morning patient,”— and he proffered me 
half a guinea. The conviction that it was probably the very last 
he had in the world, and a keen recollection of similar scenes in 
my own history, abnost brought the tears into ray eyes. I refused 
the fee, of course ; and prevailed on him to let me set him down, 
as I was driving close past his residence. He seemed overwhelm- 
ed with gratitude ; and, with a blush, hinted, that he was “ uot 
quite in carriage costume.” He lived in one of the small streets 
leading from May-fair ; and after having made a note in my ta- 
blets of his name and number, 1 set him down, promising him an 
early call. 

The clammy pressure of his wasted lingers, as I shook his hand 
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al parting, remained with me all that day. I could not dismiss from 
my mind the mild and sorrowful countenance of this young man, 
go where I would ; and I was on the point of mentioning the inci- 
dent to a most excellent and generous nobleman, whom I was then 
attending, and soliciting his assistance; but the thought that it was 
premature, checked me. There might be something unworthy in 
the young man; he might /wwiWy be an — impostor. These were 
hard thoughts — chilling and unworthy suspicions, but I could not 
resist them ; alas! an eighteen years’ intercourse with a deceitful 
world has alone taught me how to entertain them ! 

As my wife dined a little way out of town that evening, I hastily 
swallowed a solitary meal, and set out in quest of my morning 
patient. With some difficulty I found the house; it was the 
meanest, and in the meanest street, I had visited for months. I 
knocked at the door, which was open, and surrouuded by a bab- 
bling throng of dirty children. A slatternly woman, with a child 

in her arms, answered my summons. Mr. , she said, lived 

there, in the top lloor ; but lie was just gone out for a few mo- 
ments, she supposed, “to get a mouthful of victuals, but 1 was 
welcome to go up and wait for him, since,” said the rude wretch, 
“ there was not much to make away with, howsoever! ” One of 
her children led me up the narrow, dirty staircase, and having 
ushered me into the room, left me to my meditations. A wretched 
lioft it w as in which I was sitting ! The evening sun streamed in 
discoloured rays through the unw ashed panes, here and there 
mended with brown paper, and sufficed to show me that the only 
furniture Consisted of a miserable curtainless bed, (Uie disordered 
clothes showing that the weary limbs of llie wretched occupant 
had but recently left it)— three old rush-bottomed chairs— and a 
rickety deal table, on which were scattered several pages of ma- 
nuscript' — a letter or two— pens, ink, and a few books. There w as 
no chest of drawers — nor did I see any thing likely to serve as a 

substitute. Poor Mr. probably carried about with him all 

that he had in the w orld ! There was a small sheet of writing 
paper pinned over the mantel-piece, (if such it deserved to be 
called,) which I gazed at with a sigh; it bore simply the outline 
of a coffin, with Mr. ’s initials, and “ obiit 18 — ,” evident- 

ly in his own hand-writing. Curious to see the kind of books he 
preferred, I took them up and examined them. There were, if I 
recollect right, a small Amsterdam edition of Plautus— a Horace 
—a much belingered copy of Aristophanes — a neat pocket edi- 
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tion of /Eschylus— a small copy of the works of Lactantius — and 
two odd volumes of English books. ♦ I had no intention of being 
impertinently inquisitive, but my eye accidentally lit on the upper- 
most manuscript, and seeing it to be in the Greek character, I 
took it up, and found a few verses of Greek sapphics, entitled, 
Et$ rrjv vG*ra tav — evidently the recent composition of 

Mr. . He entered the room as I was laying down the paper, 

and started at seeing a stranger, for it seems the people of the 
house had not taken the trouble to inform him I was waiting. 
On discovering who it was, he bowed politely, and gave me his 
hand ; but the sudden agitation my presence had occasioned, de- 
prived him of utterance. I thought I could almost hear the pal- 
pitation of his heart/ I brought him to a chair and begged him to 
be calm. , 

“ You are not worse, Mr. ", I hope, since I saw you this 

morning ? ” I enquired. He whispered almost inarticulately, hold- 
ing his hand to his left side, that he was always worse in the even- 
ings. I felt his pulse ; it beat 130! I discovered that he had gone 
out for the purpose of trying to get employment in a neighbouring 
printing-office! — but, having failed, had returned in a state of 
deeper depression than usual. The perspiration rolled from his 
brow almost faster than he could wipe it away. I sat by him for 
nearly two minutes, holding his hand, without uttering a word, 
for I was deeply affected. At length I begged he would forgive 

my inquiring how it was that a young man of talent and education 

«• , * * 

like himself could be reduced to a state of such utter destitution? 
While I was waiting for an answer, he suddenly fell from his chair 
in a swoon. The exertion of walking, the pressure of disappoint- 
ment, and, I fear, the almost unbroken fast of the day, added to 
the sudden shock occasioned by encountering me in his room, 
had completely prostrated the small remains of his strength. 
When he had a little revived, I succeeded in laying him on the 
bedj and instantly summoned the woman of the house. After some 
time, she sauntered lazily to the door, and asked me what I want- 
ed. “ Are you the person that attends on this gentleman, my 
good woman ?” I inquired. 

“ Marry come up, sir ! ” she replied in a loud tone — “ I’ve no 
manner of cause for attending on him, not I ; he ought to attend on 
himself: and as for his being a gentleman” she continued, with an 
insolent sneer, for which I felt heartily inclined to throw her down 
stairs, “ not a stiver of his money have I seen for this three weeks 
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for tils Tent, and” Seeing the fluent virago was wanning, and 

approaching close to my mffortunate patient’s bedside, I stopped 
her short by putting half a guinea into her hand, and directing her 
to purchase a bottle of port wine; at the same time hinting, that if 
she conducted herself properly, I would see her rent paid myself. 

I then shut the door, and resumed my seat by Mr. , who 

was trembling violently all over with agitation, and endeavoured to 
soothe him. The more I said, however, and the kinder were my 
tones, the more was he afTected. At length he burst into a flood 
of tears, and continued weeping for some time, like a child. I saw 
it was hysterical, and that it was best to let his feelings have their 
full course. His nervous excitement at length gradually subsided, 
and he began to converse with tolerable coolness. 

“ Doctor,” he faltered, “ your conduct is very — very noble— it 
must be disinterested,” pointing with a bitter air, to the wretched 
room in which we were sitting. 

“Ifeel sure, Mr. — — , that you have done nothing to merit your 
present misfortunes,” I replied, with a serious and inquiring air. 

“ Yes — yes, I have ! — I have indulged in wild ambitious hopes — 
Wved in absurd dreams of future greatness — been educated beyond 
ihy fortunes — and formed tastes, and cherished feelings, incom- 
patible with the station it seems I was born to, — beggary or daily 
labour l ” was his answer, with as much vehemence as his weakness 
ttould allow. 

“ But, Mr. — < — , youf friends, your relatives — they cannot be 
apprized of your situation.” • 

“ Alas {.Doctor, friends I have none — unless you will permit me 
lb bame the last and noblest, — yourself ; relatives, several. ” 

“ And they, of course, do not know of your illness, andstraitened 
circumstances? ” 

" They do, Doctor— and kindly assure me I have brought it on 
myself. To do them justice, however, they could not, I believe, 
efficiently help me, if they would.” 

“ Why, have you offended them, Mr. P Have they cast 

you off?” 

“ Not avowedly — not in so many words. They have simply re- 
fused to receive or answer any more of my letters. Possibly I may 
have offended them, but am content to meet them hereafter, and 

try the justice of the case— there,” said Mr. , solemnly pointing 

upwards.— “ Well I know, and so do you, Doctor, that my days on 
earth are very few, and likely to be Very bitter also.” It was in 
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vain I pressed him to tell me who his relatives were, and suffer me 
to solicit their personal attendance on his last moments. “ It is 
altogether useless) Doctor, to ask me farther,” said he, raising him- 
self a little in bed, — “ my father and mother are both dead, and 
no power oh earth shall extract from me a syllable farther. It is 
hard,” he continued, bursting agaiu into tears, “ if I must die amid 
their taunts and reproaches. ” . I felt quite at a loss what to say to 
ail this. There was something very singular, if not reprehensible, 
in his manner of alluding to his relatives, which led me to fear that 
be was by no means free from blame. Had I not felt myself very 
delicately situate, and dreaded even the possibility of hurting his 
morbidly irritable feelings, 1 felt inclined to have asked hlmhow fie 
thought of existing without their aid, especially in his forlorn anil 
helpless state; having neither funds, nor the means of obtaining 
them. I thought, also, that short as had been my intimacy with 
him, I had discerned symptoms of a certain obstinacy, aud haughty 
imperiousness of temper, which would sufficiently account, if not 
for occasioning, at least for widening, any unhappy breach which 
might have occurred in his family. But what was to be done ? I 
could not let him starve ; as I had voluntarily stepped into his as- 
sistance, 1 determined to make his last moments easy — at least as 
fair as lay in my power. 

A little to anticipate the course of my narrative, I may here state 
what information concerning him was elicited in the course of our 
various interviews. His father and mother had left Ireland, their 
native place, early, and gone to Jamaica, where they lived as slave 
superintendents. They left their only son to the care of the wife’s 
brother-in-law, who puthim to school, where he much distinguished 
himself. On the faith of it, be contrived to get to the college in 
Dublin, where he staid tw o years : and then, in a confident reliance 
on his own talents, and the sum of 50/., which was sent him from 
Jamaica, with intelligence of the death of both his parents in im- 
poverished circumstances, he had come up to London, it seems, 
with no very definite end in view. Here he continued for about 
two years ; but in addition to the failure of his health, all his efforts 
to establish himself proved abortive. He contrived to glean a scanty 
sum, heaven knows how, which was gradually lessening at a time 
when his impaired health rather required that his resources should 
be augmented. He bad no friends in respectable life, whose in- 
fluence or wealth might have been serviceable ; and, at the time he 
called on me he had not more in the world than the solitary half- 
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guinea he proffered to me as a fee. I never learnt the names of 
any of his relatives; but from several things occasionally dropped 
In the heat of conversation, it was clear there must have been un- 
happy differences. 

To return, however. As the evening was far advancing, and I 
had one or two patients yet to visit, I began to think of taking my 
departure. I enjoined him strictly to keep his bed till I saw him 
again, to preserve as calm and equable a frame of mind as possible, 
and to dismiss all anxiety for the future, as I would gladly supply 
his present necessities, and send him a civil and attentive nurse. 
He tried to thank me. but his emotions choked his utterance. He 
grasped my hand with convulsive energy. His eye spoke elo- 
quently ; but, alas ! it shone with the fierce and unnatural lustre of 
consumption, as though, I have often thought in such cases, the 
conscious soul was glowing with the reflected light of its kindred 
element, — eternity. I knew it was impossible for him to survive 
many days, from several unequivocal symptoms of what is called, 
in common language, a galloping consumption. I was as good as 
my word, andsenthimanuree, (the mother of one of my servants,) 
who was charged to pay him the utmost attention in her power. 
My wife also sent him a little bed-furniture, linen, preserves, jellies, 
and other small matters of that sort. I visited him every evening, 
and found him on each occasion verifying my apprehensions, for 
be w as sinking rapidly. His mental energies, however, seemed to 
increase inversely with the decline of his physical powers. His 
conversation was animated, various, and, at times, enchainingly 
interesting. I have sometimes sat at his bedside for several hours 
together, wondering how one so young (he w as not more than two 
or three and twenty) could have acquired so much information. He 
spoke with spirit and justness on the leading political topics of the 
day ; and I particularly recollect his making some very noble re- 
flections on the character and exploits of Bonaparte, who was then 
blazing in the zenith of his glory. Still, however, the current of 
his thoughts and language was frequently tinged with the enthu- 
siasm and extravagance of delirium. Of this he seemed himself 
conscious; for he would sometimes suddenly stop, and pressing 
his hand to his forehead, exclaim, “ Doctor, Doctor, I am failing 
here— here /" He acknowledged that he had, from his childhood, 
given himself up to the dominion of ambition; and that his whole 
life had been spent in the most extravagant and visionary expecta- 
tions. He would smile bitterly when he recounted some of what 
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he justly stigmatized as his insane projects. “ The objects of my 
ainbitiou,” he said, “ have been vague and general ; I never knew 
exactly where, or what I would be. Had my powers, such as they 
are, been concentrated on one point— had I formed a more just and 
modest estimate of my abilities — I might possibly have become 
something. * * * * * * * 

Besides, Doctor, I had no money — no solid substratum to build 
upon ; there was the rotten point ! Oh ! Doctor,” he continued, 
with a deep sigh, “if I could but have seen these things three years 
ago, as I see them nou>, I might at this moment have been a sober 
and respectable member of society ; but now I am dying a hanger- 
on — a fool — a beggar ! ” and he burst into tears. “ You, Doctor,” 
he presently continued, “ are accustomed, I suppose, to these 
deathbed repinings— these soul-scourgings — these wailings over a 
badly spent life ! Oh ! yes ; as I am nearing eternity, I seem to 
look at things — at my own mind and heart, especially — through the 
medium of a strange, searching, unearthly light. Oh, how many, 
many things it makes distinct, which I would fain have forgotten for 
ever ! Do you recollect the terrible language of Scripture, Doctor, 
which compares the human breast to a cage of unclean birds!’’ — I 
left him that evening deeply convinced of the compulsory truths he 
had uttered; I never thought so seriously before. It is some Scotch 
divine who has said, that one deathbed preaches a more startling 
sermon than a bench of bishops. ' ' ' 

'if it ■ * 

. * , " . f. "’4 

Mr. was an excellent and thorough Greek scholar, perfectly 

well versed in the Greek dramatists, and passionately fond, in par- 
ticular, of Sophocles. I recollect his reciting, one evening, with 
great force and feeling, the touching exclamation of the chorus, in 
the QEdipus Tyrannus — 

i! jroiroi — ■ avapOpa yap 
<t>ipu irnpaxa , 

Notrsi Si jAo't Trpoira; rrroio; , 

O !>S’ ivi tfportiSo ? iyx°i 

ft ti; aXiljsTai , etc.* 167-172. 

— which, he said, was never absent from his mind, sleeping or 

‘ Ah, inc! 1 groan beneath the pressure of innumerable sorrows; truly my substance 
is languishing away, nor can I devise any means of bettering my condition, or discover 
any source of consolation. 
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waking. I once asked him, if he did not regret liaving devoted his 
life almost exclusively to the study of the classics. lie replied, 
with enthusiasm, “ No, Doctor — no, no ! I should be an ingrate if 
I did. How can I regret having lived in constant converse, through 
their works, with the greatest and noblest men that ever breathed ! 
I have lived in Elysium — have breathed the celestial air of those 
hallowed plains, while engaged in the study of the philosophy and 
poetry of Greece and Rome. Yes, It is a consolation even for my 
bitter and premature deathbed, to think that my mind will quit 
this wretched, diseased, unworthy body, imbued with the refine- 
ment — redolent of the eternal freshness and beauty of the most 
exquisite poetry and philosophy the world ever saw ! With my 
faculties quickened and strengthened, I shall go confidently, and 
claim kindred with the great ones of Eternity. They know I love 
their works — have consumed all the oil of my life in their study, 
and they will welcome their sou — their disciple ! ” 111 as he was, 

Mr. - — uttered these sentiments (as nearly as I can recollect, in 
the very words I have given) with an energy, an enthusiasm, and 
an eloquence, which I never saw surpassed. He faltered .suddenly, 
however, from this lofty pilch of excitement, and complained 
btiterly, that his devotion to ancient literature had engendered a 
morbid sensibility, which had rendered him totally unfit for the 
ordinary business of life, or intermixture with society. * * * 
Often I found him sitting up in bed, and reading his favourite 
play, the Prometheus Vinctus of /Eschylus, while his pale and 
wasted features glowed with delighted enthusiasm. He told me, 
that, in his estimation, there was an air of grandeur and romance 
about that play, such as was not equalled by any of the productions 
of the other Greek dramatists ; and that the opening dialogue was 
peculiarly impressive and affecting. He had committed to memory 
nearly three-fourths of the whole play ! 1 on one occasion asked 
him, how it came to pass, that a person of his superior classical 
attainments had not obtained some tolerably lucrative engagement 
as an usher or tutor ? He answered, with rather a haughty air, 
that he would rather have broken stones on the highway. “ To 
hear,” said he, “ the magnificent language of Greece, the harmo- 
nious cadences of the Romans, mangled and disfigured by stupid 
lads and duller ushers — oh 1 it would have been such a profanation 
as the sacred groves of old suffered, when their solemn silence was 
disturbed by a rude unhallowed throng of Bacchanalians. 1 
should have expired, Doctor!” I told him, I could not help la- 
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menting snch an absurd and morbid sensitiveness ; at which he 
-seemed exceedingly piqued. lie possibly thought I should rather 
have admired than reprobated the lofty lone he assumed. I asked 
him if the stations, of which he spoke with such supercilious con- 
tempt, had not been joyfully occupied by some of the greatest 
scholars that had ever lived ? He replied, simply, with a cold air, 
that it was his misfortune, not his fault. He told me, however, that 
his classical acquirements had certainly been capable of something 
like a profitable employment ; for that, about two months before 
he had called on me, he had nearly come to terms with a book- 
seller, for publishing a poetical version of the comedies of Aristo- 
phanes ; that he had nearly completed one, the ne-1>eaai, if I re- 
collect right, when the great difficulty of the task, and the wretched 
remuneration offered, so dispirited him, that he threw it aside in 
disgust * His only means of subsistence had been the sorry pay 
of an occasional reader for the press, as well as a contributor to 
the columns of a daily paper. He had parted with almost the whole 
of his slender stock of books, his watch, and all his clothes, ex- 
cept what lie wore when be called on me. “ Did you never try 
any of the magazines?” I inquired; “for they afford to young 
men of talent a fair livelihood.” He said he had indeed struggled 
hard to gain a footing in one of the popular periodicals, but that 
his communications w ere invariably returned ‘ ‘ with polite acknow- 
ledgments.” One of these notes I saw, and have now' in my pos- 
session. It was thus : — 

* Among his papers I round Ihe following spirited and close torsion of one 6f the 
choral odes in ihe Aubes, commencing, 

Aftyc fxot «v re gvoe$ 

Aqta , etc. * * 

1 * ‘ * 

Thee, fOo, great Phoebus, I Inroke, * 

* Tbou Delian King, 

Wbo dwell st on Cyhtbia'e lofty rock I 
Thy passage hither wing, 

Blest Goddess ! whom Ephesian splendours bold * 

In temples bright with gold, 

’Mid Lydian maidens nobly worshipping 1 • '■ 

And they, our native deity, 
fellas, our city's guardian, tbou 1 
- Who wields! the dreadful aegis. Tbee, 

Tbee, too. gay Bacchus, from Parnassian height, 

Buddy with festive torches glow— 

To crown the 'sacred choir, 1 thee Invite 1 , 

, t 

' . j -I 

Those who are conversant with the original, will perceive that many of the difflicult 
Greek expressions are rendered into literal English. 
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“Mr. M 4 bogs to return the inclosed ‘ Remarks on English 

Versions of Euripides, with many thanks for the writer’s polite 
offer of it to the E M ; but fears that, though an able per- 
formance, it is not exactly suited for the readers of the E 

M . 

“7b A. A.” 

A series of similar disappointments, and the consequent poverty 
and embarrassment into which he sank, had gradually undermined 
a constitution naturally feeble ; and he told me, with much agi- 
tation, that had it not been for the trifling, but timely assistance of 
myself and family, he saw no means of escaping literal starvation ! 
Could I help sympathizing deeply with him ? Alas ! his misfortunes 
were very nearly paralleled by my own. While listening to his 
melancholy details, I seemed living over again the four first 
wretched years of my professional career. 

* * * * 4 + - * 

I must hasten, however, to the closing scene. I had left word 

with the nurse, that when Mr. appeared dying, I should be > 

instantly summoned. About five o’clock, in the evening of the 

6th July, 18 — , I received a message from Mr. himself, 

saying that he wished to breathe his last in my presence, as the 
only friend he had on earth. Unavoidable and pressing profes- 
sional engagements detained me until half-past six; and it was 
seven o’clock before I reached his bedside. 

“ Lord, Lord, Doctor, poor Mr. — — is dying, sure ! ” exelaimed 
the woman of the house, as she opened the door. “ Mrs. Jones 
says he has been picking and clawing the bed-clothes awfully, so 
he must be dying!”* On entering the room, I found he had 

* This very prevalent but absurd noUon is nol confined to the vulgar; and as t have, 
in the course or my practice, met with hundreds of respectable and intelligent people, 
who have held that a patient's “ picking and clawing the. bed-clothes" is a symptom 
of death, and who, consequently, view it with a kind of superstitious horror, I cannot 
refrain from explaining the philosophy of U in the simple and satisfactory words of 

Mr.C. Bell;— f 

“ It is very common,” he says, “ to sec the patient picking the bed-clothes, or catching 
at the empty air. This proceeds from an appearance of molci or /lie* passing before 
the eyes, and is occasioned by an affection of the retina, producing in it a sensation si- 
milar to that produced by the impression of images; and what Is deficient in sensation, 
the imagination supplies : for although the resemblance betwixt those diseased affec- 
tions of the retina, and the sensation conveyed to the brain, may be Very remote, yet, by 
that slight resemblance, Uie idea usually associated with the sensation will be excited in 
the mind.”— Belt’s Anatomy , vol. iii. pp. 57, 58. 

The secret lies In a disordered circulation of the blood, forcing the red globules into 
the minute vessels of the retina. 
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dropt asleep. The nurse told me he had been wandering a good 
deal in his mind. I asked what he had talked about ? “ laming , 
Doctor,” she replied, “and a proud young lady.” I sat down by 
his bedside. I saw the dews of death were stealing rapidly over 
him. His eyes, which were naturally very dark and piercing, 

• '1 ~ V/ M - J 

were now far sunk into their sockets ; his cheeks were hollow, 
and his hair matted with perspiration over his damp and pallid 
forehead. While I was gazing silently on the melancholy spec- 

* • *.i,v »•* \ ■ 7 

tacle, and reflecting what great but undisciplined powers of mind 

were about soon to be disunited from the body, Mr. opened 

his eyes, and, seeing me, said, in a low, but clear and steady tone 
of voice, — “Doctor — the last act of the tragedy] ” He gave me 
his hand. It was all he could do to lift it into mine. I could not 
speak 4 — the tears were nearly gushing forth. I felt as if I were 
gazing ommy dying son. \ 

“I have been dreaming, Doctor, since you went,” said he “ and 
what do you think about ? I thought I had squared the circle, and 
was to perish for ever for my discovery.” 

“ I hope, Mr. ,” I replied, in a serious tone, and with some- 

thing of displeasure in my manner— “ I hope that, at this awful 
moment, you have more suitable and consolatory thoughts to oc- 
cupy your mind with than those ?” He sighed. “The clergyman 
you were so good as to send me,” he said, after a. pause, “ was 
here this afternoon. He is a good man, I dare say, but weak, • 
and has his head stuffed with the quibbles of the schools. He 
wanted to discuss the question of free will with a dying man. 
Doctor!” 

* 

“I hope he did not leave you without administering the ordi- 
nances of religion?” I inquired. 

“ He read me some of the church prayers, which were exqui- 
sitely touching and beautiful, and the fifteenth chapter of Corin- 
thians, which is very sublime. He could not help giving me a re- 
hearsal of what he was shortly to repeat over my grave ! ” exclaimed 
the dying man, with a melancholy smile. I felt some irritation at 
the light tone of his remarks, but concealed it. 

“You received the sacrament, I h6pe, Mr. ?” He paused 

• a few moments , and his brow was clouded. * \ No, Doctor, to tell 
the truth, I declined it ” 

• 7 / ' . . 

“ Declined the sacrament!” I exclaimed, with surprise. 

“Yes— but, dear Doctor, I beg — I entreat you not to ask me 
about it any farther,” replied Mr. — gloomily, and lapsed into 
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a lit of abstraction for sonic moments, linnoiiced by him, l de- 
spatched the nurse for another clergyman, au excellent and learned 
man, who was my intimate friend. I was gazing earnestly on 

Mr. , as he by with closed eyes ; and was surprised to see the 

tears trickling from them. 

“ Mr. , you have nothing, I hope, on your mind, to render 

your last moments unhappy ?” I asked, in a gentle tone. 

“ No — nothing material,” he replied, with a deep sigh; con- 
tinuing with his eyes closed. “ I was only thinking what a bitter 
thing it is to be struck down so soon from amoug the bright throng 
of the living— to leave this fair, this beautiful w orld, after so short 
and sorrowful a sojourn. Oh, it is hard 1 ” He shortly opened his 
eyes. His agitation bad apparently passed away, and delirium 
was hovering over and disarranging his thoughts. 

“Doctor, Doctor, what a strange passage that is,” said he, sud- 
denly, startling me w ith his altered voice, and the dreatny thought- 
ful expression of his eyes, “ in the chorus of the Media,— 

. Avw 7roTapuv tepiiv sttyal 

Kai SL%% xai 7ravra jrxXiv orpstpErai. * 

* i 

Is not there something very mysterious and romantic about these 
lines? I could never exactly understand what was meant by 
them.” Finding I continued silent — for I did not wish to en- 
courage his indulging in a train of thought so foreign to his situa- 
tion — he kept murmuring at intervals, metrically, 

A voi roTaptwv Upwv , 

in a most melancholy monotony.* He then wandered on from one 
topic of classical literature to another, till he suddenly slopped 
short, and turning to me, said, “ Doctor, I am raving very ab- 
surdly ; I feel I am ; but I cannot dismiss from my thoughts, even 
though I know I am dying, the subjects about which my mind has 
been occupied nearly all my life through. — Oh I” changing the 
subject abruptly, “ tell me, Doctor, do those who die of my dis- 
order generally continue in the possession of their intellects to the 
last?” I told him I thought they generally did. 

“Then I shall burn brightly to the last! Thank God!— And 
yet,” with a shudder, “ it is shocking, too, to find oneself gra- 
dually ceasing to exist — Doctor, I shall recover.— I am sure I 

» V 

* Eurip. MctL tIHS. 
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should , if you were to bleed me,” said he. His intellects were 
wandering. *■ ' 

The nurse now returned, and, to my vexation, unaccompanied 

by Dr.- , who had gone that morning into the country. I did 

not send for any one else. His frame of mind was peculiar, and 
very unsatisfactory ; but I thought it, on the whole, better not to 
disturb or irritate him by alluding to a subject he evidently dis- 
liked. I ordered candles to be brought, as it was now nearly 
nine o’clock. “ Doctor,” said the dying young man, in a feeble 
tone, “ I think you will find a copy of Lactautius lying on my 
table. He has been a great favourite with me. May I trouble 
you to read me a passage— the eighth chapter of the seventh book 
— on the immortality of the soul ? I should like to die thoroughly 
convinced of that noble truth — if truth it is — and I have often read 
that chapter with much satisfaction.” I went to the table and 
found the book — a pocket copy — the leaves of which were ready 
turned down to the very page I wanted. I therefore read him 
slowly and emphatically the whole of the eighth and ninth chap- 
ters, beginning, “ Num est igitur summum bonum immortalitas , ad 
quam capiendam, el formati a principle , ct nati sumus. ” When I had 
got as far as the allusion to the vacillating views of Cicero, 

Mr. repeated with me, sighing, the w'ords, “ harum, inquit, 

sententiarum , qiice vera sit, Deus aliquis viderit .” — As an instance 
of the . 

Ruling passion, strong in death, 

I may mention, though somewhat to my own discredit, that he 
briskly corrected a false quantity which slipped from me. “Allow 
me, Doctor, — ‘expetit,’ not ‘ expetit, ’ ” He made no other observa- 
tion, when I had concluded reading the chapter from Lactantius, 
than, “I certainly wish Ihad early formed fixed principles on reli- 
gious subjects — but it is now too late.” He then dropped asleep, 
but presently began murmuring very sorrowfully, — “ Emma, 
Emma ! haughty one! Not one look?— I am dying — and you don’t 
know it— nor care for me ! * * How beautiful she looked step- 
ping from the carriage ! How magnificently dressed ! I think she 
saw— why can’t she love me ! She cannot love somebody else — 
No — madness— no ! ” In this strain he oontinued soliloquizing for 
some minutes longer. It w as the first time I had ever heard any 
thing of the kind fall from him. A length he asked, “I wonder if 
they ever came to her hands ?” as if striving to recollect something. 


Digitized by Google 


48 A SCHOLAR'S DEATHBED. 

wk- * . ^*v. 

The nurse whispered that she had often heard him talk in the 
nighttime about this lady, and that he would go on till he stopped 
in tears. I discovered, from a scrap or two found among his pa- 
pers, after his decease, that the person he addressed as Emma, 
was a young lady in the higher circles of society, of considerable 
beauty, whom he first saw by accident, and fancied she had a re- 
gard for him. He had, in turn, indulged in the most extravagant 
and hopeless passion for her. He suspected himself, that she was 
wholly unconscious of being the object of his almost frenzied ad- 
miration. When he was asking “ if something came to her hands/’ 
I have no doubt he alluded to some copy of verses he had sent to 
her, of which the following fragments, written in pencil, on a blank 
leaf of his Aristophanes, probably formed a part. There is s6me 
merit in them, but more extravagance. , * . 

'.*•» * v • ' t ■ 

I could go through the world with thee, 

To spend with thee eternity ! 

* * * * * . ' 

* • * ' _ s ✓ . „ y 

» * . 

• ^ * 

To see thy blue and passionate eve, * 

Light on another scornfully, t * 

But fix its melting glance on me, - 

And blend * - 

Read the poor heart that throbs for tbee, ' 

Imprint all o’er with thy dear name— 

Yet withering ’neath a lonely flame. 

That warms thee not, yet me consumes! 

* * *. * 

Ay, I would have thee all my own. 

Thy love, thy life, mine, mine alone ; 

See nothing in the world but me. 

Since nought 1 know, or love, but thee ! , 

The eyes that on a thousand fall, 

I would collect their glances all, ' 

And fling their lustre on my soul, ' 

• Till it imbibed, absorb’d the whole. 

These are followed by several more lines; but the above will 
suffice. This insane attachment was exactly what I might have 
expected from one of his ardent and enthusiastic temperament 
I'd return, however, once more. Towards eleven o’clock, he 
began to fail rapidly. I had my fingers on his pulse, which beat 
very feebly, almost imperceptibly. He opened* his eyes slowly, 
and gazed upwards with a vacant air. 
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“ Why are you taking the candles away, nurse ? ” he inquired 
faintly. They had not been touched. His cold fingers gently 
compressed my hand — they were stiffening with death. “ Don’t, 
don’t put the candles out, Doctor,” he commenced again, looking 
at me, with an eye on which the thick mists and shadows of the 
grave were settling fast — they were filmy and glazed. 

“Don’t blow them out — don’t — don’t!” he again exclaimed, 
almost inaudibly. 

“ No, wewill not! My dear Mr. , both candles are burning 

brightly beside you on the table,” I replied tremulously — for I 
saw the senses were forgetting their functions— -that life and con- 
sciousness were fast retiring ! 

“ Well,” he murmured, almost inarticulately, “ I am now quite 
in darkness ! Oh, there is something at my heart — cold, cold ! 
Doctor , keep them off! * Why — oh, death He ceased. He had 

spoken his last on earth. The intervals of respiration became gra- 
dually longer and longer ; and the precise moment when he ceased 
to breathe at all could not be ascertained. Yes ; it was all over. 
Poor Mr. was dead. I shall never forget him. 


• CHAPTER V. 

' t * ,*'*». - * 

PREPARING FOR THE HOUSE! 

“ Do, dear Doctor, be so good as to drop in at Place, in 

the course of the morning, by accident , — for I want you to see 

* I once before heard these strange words fall from the lips of a dying patient— a lady. 
To me they suggest very unplqasanl, I may say, fearful thoughts. Whut is to be 
kept ofT? 

[Tliis note has called forth an angry commentary from the able Editor of the Spectator 
newspaper, who heads the paragraph of which 1 complain, with the words— “ Injudi- 
cious Sanction of Superstitious Terrors." I feel satisfied that' the writer, on a recon- 
sideration Of what he has there expressed, will be disposed to withdraw his censures. 
True— a dying man may often utter “ unintelligible gibberish : ” but if we find several 
dying persons, of different characters and situations, concur in uttering, in their last 
moments, the same words. — is it so unwarrahtahle for an observer to hazard an inquiry 
concerning their possible import? There is a lecture of Sir Henry Halford, lately 
published, w hich contains some highly pertinent and interesting observations on the 
subject. I beg to refer the reader to it. ] 
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Mr. . He has, i verily believe, bid adieu to his senses, for he 

is conducting himself very strangely. To tell you the truth , he is 
resolved on going down to the House this evening, for the purpose 

of speaking on the- bill, and will, I fear, act so absurdly, as 

to make himself the laughing-stock of the whole country — at least 
I suspect as much, from what I have heard of his preparations. 

Ask to be shown up at once to Mr. , when you arrive, and 

gradually direct the conversation to politics — when you will soon 
see what is the matter. But mind, Doctor, not a word of this 
note! Your visit will be quite accidental 3 you know. Believe 
me, my dear Doctor, yours,” etc. etc.— Such was the note put 
into my hands by a servant, as my carriage was driving off on my 

first morning round. I knew Mrs. , the fair writer of it, very 

intimately, — as, indeed, the familiar and confidential strain of her 
note will suffice to show. She was a very amiable and clever 
woman, and would not have complained, I was sure, without 
reason. Wishing, therefore, to oblige her, by a prompt attention 
to her request, and in the full expectation, from what I knew of 
the worthy Member’s eccentricities, of encountering some singular 
scene, I directed the horses’ heads to be turned towards- — 
Place. I reached the house about Twelve o’clock, and went up 

stairs at once to the drawing-room, where I understood Mr. 

had taken up quarters for the day. The servant opened the door 

and announced me. . T 

/ • , ^ . ' * * f 

“ Oh— shew Dr. - — in.” I entered. The object of my visit, 
I may just say, was the very beau ideal of a County Member; 
somewhat inclined to corpulency, with a fine, fresh, rubicund*, 
good-natured face, and that bluff old English frankness of man- 
ner, which flings you back into the age of Sir Roger de Coverley. 

' He was dressed in a tong, grey woollen morning-gown; and with 
his hands crammed into the hind pockets, was pacing rapidly 
to and fro from one end of the spacious room to the other. At 
one extremity was a table, on which lay a sheet of foolscap, closely 
written^ and crumpled as if with constant handling, his gold 
repeater, and a half-emptied decanter of sherry, with a wine 
glass. A glance at all these paraphernalia convinced me of the 
nature of Mr. - — -’s occupation ; he was committing his speech to 

jmemory! Xv 

“ How d’ye do, how d’ye do, Doctor?” he exclaimed, in a 
. hearty but hurried tone ; “ you must not keep me long : busy — 
very busy indeed, Doctor ” I had looked in by accident, I assured 
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him, and did not intend to detain him an instant. I remarked 
that I supposed hp was busy preparing for the House. 

“ Ah, right, Doctor— right ! , Ay, by ! and a grand hit it 

will be, too ?— I shall peg it into them to-night, Doctor ! I’ll let 
them know what an English Gounty Member is ! I’ll make the 

House too hot to hold them ! ” said Mr. , walking to and fro, 

at an accelerated pace. He was evidently, boiling over with ex- 
citement. ' ' 

“ You are going to speak to-night, then, on the great ques- 

tion, I suppose ?." said I, hardly able to repress a smile. 

“ Speak, Doctor ? i’ll burst on them with such a view-halloo 

as shall startle the whole pack ! J’lt shew my Lord what 

kind of stuff I’m made of — I w ill, by ! He w r as pleased to 

tell the House, the other evening — curse his impudence ! — that the 

two Members for shire were a mere couple of dumb-bells — 

he did, by ! But I’ll show him wbetheB or not /, for one of 

them, am to be jeered and flamin’d with impunity ! Ha, Doctor, 
what d’ye think of this ? ” said he, hurrying to the table, and taking 
up the manuscript I have mentioned. He was going to read it to 
me, but suddenly stopped short, and laid it down again on the ta- 
ble, exclaiming— “ Nay, I must know it off by this lime — so listen! 
have at ye, Doctor! ” 

After a pompous hem 1 hem ! he commenced, and w ith infinite 
energy and boisterousness of manner, recited the whole oration. 
It was certainly a wonderful— a matchless performance — parcelled 
out with a uigid adherence to the rules of ancient rhetoric. As he 
proceeded, he recited such astounding absurdities — such prepos- 
terous Bombastes-furioso declamations — as, had they been uttered 
in the House, would assuredly have procured the triumphant 
speaker six or seven rounds of convulsive laughter ! Had I not 
known well the simplicity and sincerity — the perfect bonhomie — of 
Mr.— — , I should have supposed he was hoaxing me; but I as- 
suredly suspected he was himself the hoaxed party — the joking-post 
of some witty wag, who had determined to afford the House a 
night’s sport at poor Mr. - — ’s expense ! Indeed, I never in my life 
listened to such pitifully puerile — such almost idiotic galimatias. I 
felt certain it could never have been the composition of fox-hunt- 
ing Mr. ! There w as a hackneyed quotation from Horace — 

from the Sepluagint, (!) and from Locke ; and then a scampering 
through the whole flowery realms of rhetorical ornament — and a 
glancing at every topic of foreign or domestic policy that could 
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conceivably attract the attention of the most erratic fancy. In 
short, there surely never before was such a,speeeh composed since 
the world began ! And this was the sort ofthing that poor Mr. — — 
actually intended to deliver that memorable evening in the House 
of Commons! As for myself,I could not control my risible facul- 
ties; but accompanied the peroration with a perfect shout of laugh- 
ter! Mr. laid down the paper (which he had twisted into a 

sort of a scroll) in an ecstasy, and joined me in full chorus, slapping 

me on the shoulder, and exclaiming — “Ah ! d it! Ddctor, I 

knew you would like it ! It’s just the thing— isn’t it? There will 

be no standing me at the next election for shire, if I can only 

deliver all this in the House to-night ! Old Turnpenny, that’s going 
to start against me, backed by the manufacturing interest, won’t 
come up — and you see if he does ! — Curse it ! I thought it was in 
me, and would come out some of these days. They shall have it 
all to-night — they Shall , by ■ — — ! Only be on the look-out for the 
morning papers, Doctor — that’s all 1 ” and he set off, walking ra- 
pidly, with long strides, from one end of the room to the other. I 
began to be apprehensive that there was too much ground for 

Mrs. 's suspicions, that he had literally “ taken leave of his 

senses. ” Recollecting, at length, the object of my visit, which the 
amusing exhibition I have been attempting to describe had almost 
driven from my memory, I endeavoured to thinic, on the spur of 
the moment, of some scheme for diverting him froth his purpose, 
and preventing the lamentable exposurehe was preparing for him- 
self. I could think of nothing else than attacking him on a sore 
point — one on which he had been hipped for years, and not without 
reason, — an hereditary tendency to apoplexy. 

“But, my dear sir,” said 1, “this excitement will destroy you 
— you will bring on a fit of apoplexy, if you go on for an hour 
longer in this way — you will indeed !•” He stood still, changed 
colour a little, and stammered, “ What! eh, d— — it! — apoplexy! 
you don’t say so. Doctor? Hem! how is my pulse?” extending 
his wrist. I felt it — looked at my watch, and shook my head. 

“ Eh — what. Doctor ! Newmarket, eh ? ” said he, with an alarmed 
air— meaning to ask me whether his pulse was beating rapidly. 

“It is indeed, Mr.— — . It beats upwards of one hundred 
and fifteen a minute,” I replied, still keeping my fingers at 
his wrist, and my eyes rivetted on my w atch — for I dared not 
trust myself with looking in his countenance. He started from 
me without uttering a syllable; hurried to the table, poured 
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out a glass of wine, and gulped it down instantly. I suppose 
he caught an unfortunate smile or a smirk on my face, for he 
9 came up to me, and in a coaxing but disturbed manner, said, 
“Now, come, come, Doctor — Doctor, no humbug! I feelwell 

enough all over! D it, I will speak in the House to-night, 

come w*bat may, that’s flat ! Why, there’ll be a general election in 
a few months, and it’s of consequence for me to do somethings — 
to make a figure in the House. Besides, it is a great constitu- 
tional ” 

“ Well, well, Mr. , undoubtedly you must please yourself,” 

said I, seriously ; but if a fit should— you’ll remember I did my 
duty, and warned you how to avert it! ” — “ Hem, ahem! he eja- 
culated with a somewhat puzzled air. I thought I had succeeded in 
shaking his purpose. I was, however, too sanguine in my expecta- 
tions. “ I must bid you good morning, Doctor,” said he abruptly. 
“ I must speak ! 1 will try it to-night, at all events ; — but I’ll be calm 
— I will ! And if I should die — but — devil take it — that’s impossible, 
you know ! But if Tshould— why, it will be a martyr’s death ; I 
shall die a patriot— ha, ha, ha ! Good morning. Doctor ! ” He 
led me to the door, laughing, as he went, but not so heartily or 

boisterously as formerly. 1 was hurrying downstairs, when Mr. 

re-opened the drawing-room door, and called out, “ Doctor, Doc- 
tor, just be so good as to look in on my good lady before you go. 
She’s somewhere about the house — in her boudoir, I dare say. 
She’s not quite well this morning— a fit of the vapours— hem ! You 
understand me. Doctor?” putting his finger to the side of his nose, 
with a wise air. I could not help smiling at the reciprocal anxiety 
for each other’s health simultaneously manifested by this worthy 
couple. 

“ Weil, Doctor, am not I right? ” exclaimed Mrs. in a low 

tone, opening the dining-room door, and beckoning me in. 

' “ Yes, indeed. Madam. My interview was little else than a 
running commentary on your note to me.” 

“How did you find him engaged, Doctor? — Learning hisspeech, 
as he calls it — eh?” inquired the lady, with a chagrined air, which 
was heightened when I recounted w hat had passed up stairs. 

“Oh, absurd! monstrous! Doctor, I am ready to expire with 
vexation to see Mr.— ^-acting so foolishly !— ’Tis all owing to 

that odious Dr. , our village rector, who is up in town now, 

and an immense crony of Mr. ’s. I suspected there was 

something brewing between them ; for they have been laying their 
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wise heads together for a week pash Did he not repeat the speech 
to you, Doctor? — the whole of it?” 

“ Yes, indeed. Madam, he did,” I replied, smiling at the recol-. 
lection. , ’ /••-* ' . . . 

“ Ah — hideous rant it was, I dare say ! — I’ll tell you a secret, 
Doctor. I know it was every word composed by that abominable 

old addlehead. Dr. , a doodle that he Is! — (I wonder what 

brought him up from his parish !)— And it is he that has.inflamed 
Mr.— — ’s faucy with making ‘ a great hit’ in the House, as they 
call it. That precious pieceof stuff which they call a speech, poor 

Mr. lias been learning for this week past; and has several 

times woke me in the night with ranting snatches of it.” I begged 

Mrs. not to take it so seriously. 

“Now, tell me candidly, Dr. , did you ever hear such hor- 

rible nonsense in your life ? It is all that country parson’s trash, 
collected by bits out of his old stupid sermons ! I’m sure our 
name will run the gauntlet of all the papers in England, for a 
fortnight to come ! * I said, I was sorry to be compelled to ac- 
quiesce in the truth of what she w as saying. 

“ Really,” she continued, pressing her hand to her forehead, 
“ I feel quite poorly myself, with agitation at the thought of to- 
night’s farce. Did you attempt to dissuade him? You might have 
frightened him with a hint or two about his tendency to apoplexy, 
you know.” 

“ I did my utmost, madam, I assure you ; and certainly startled 
him not a little. But, alas, he rallied, and good-humouredly sent 
me from the room, telling me, that, if the effort of speaking killed 
him, he should share the fate of Lord Chatham, or something of 
that sort.” * * 

“ Preposterous ! ” exclaimed Mrs almost shedding tears 

with vexation. “But, entre nous. Doctor, could not you think of 
any thing — hem !— something in the medical way to prevent his 
going to the House to-night ? — A — a sleeping draught — eh, Doc- 
tor?” ’ . 

“Really, my dear Madam,” said I, seriously, “I should not 
feel justified in going so far as that.” 

“Oh dear, dear Doctor, what possible harm can there be in it? 
Do consent to my wishes for once, and I shall be eternally obliged 
to you. Do order a simple sleeping draught— strong enough to 
keep him in bed till five or six o’clock in the morning — and I will 
myself slip it into his wine at dinner.” In short, there was no 
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resisting the Importunities and distress of so line a woman as 

Mrs. ; so I ordered ajbout five-and-thirty drops oflaudanum, 

in a little syrup and water. . But, alas, tbis-6cheme was frustrated 

by Mr. ’s, two hours afterw ards, unexpectedly ordering the 

carriage (while Mrs. was herself gone to procure his quietus), 

and leaving word he should dine with some Members that evening 
at Brookes’s. After all, however, a lucky accident accomplished 
Mrs. — *— ’s wishes, though it deprived her husband of that oppor- 
tunity of seizing the laurels of parliamentary eloquence; for the 

ministry, finding the measure against which Mr. * had Intended 

to level his oration, to .be extremely unpopular and anticipating 
that they should be dead beat, wisely postponed it sine die. 


CHAPTER VI. 

■ ■ r i • . . 

• DUELLING.* ‘ . 

- . ' • ■ • • \ - ■> 

I had been invited by young Lord , the nobleman mentioned 

hi my first chapter, to spend the latter paTt of my last college va- 
cation with his Lordship at his shooting box in — — shire. As his 
destined profession was the army, he had already a tolerably nu- 
merous retinue of military friends, several of whom were engaged 

to join us on our arrival at ; so that we anticipated a very gay 

and jovial season. Our expectations were not disappointed. What 
with shooting, fishing, and riding, abroad — billiards, songs, and 
high feeding, at home, our days and nights glided as merrily away 
as fun and frolic could make them. One of the many schemes of 
amusement devised by our party, was giving a sort of military sub- 
scription ball at the small town of , from which we were dis- 
tant not more than four or five miles. All my Lord ’s party, 

of course, were to be there, as well as several others of his friends, 
scattered at a little distance from him in the country. On the ap- 

■i , • -i . 

* The melancholy facts on which the ensuing narrative is founded, I find entered in 
the Diary 4s far back as nearly twenty-five years ago; and I am convinced, after sonic 
little inquiry, that there is no one now living whose feelings could be shocked by its 
perusal. - . . ’ C . • 
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pointed day all went off admirably. The little town of abso- 

lutely reeled beneath the unusual excitement of music, dancing, 
and universal ffiting. It was, in short, a sort of miniature carnival, 
which the inhabitants, for several reasons, but more especially 
the melancholy one I am going to mention, have not yet forgotten. 
It is not very wonderful, that all the rustic beauty of the place 
was there. Many a village belle was there, in truth, panting and 
fluttering with delighted agitation at the unusual attentions of 
their handsome and agreeable partners; for there was not a young 
military member of our party but merited the epithets. .4s for 
myself, being cursed — as I once before hinted— -with a very insig- 
nificant person, and not the most attractive or communicative man- 
ners ; being utterly incapable of pouring that soft delicious non- 
sense— that fascinating, searching, small-talk, which has stolen so 
often right through a lady's ear, into the very centre of her heart ; 
being no adept, I say, at this, I contented myself with dancing a 
set or two with a young woman, whom nobody else seemed in- 
dined to lead out; and continued, for the rest of the evening, more 
a spectator Ilians partaker of the gaieties of the scene. There was 
one girl there — the daughter of a reputable retired tradesman — of 
singular beauty, and known in the neighbourhood by the name of 
“ The Blue Bell of — — Of course, she was the object of uni- 
versal admiration, and literally besieged the whole evening with 
applications for “the honour of her hand. " I do not exaggerate, 
when I say, that, in my opinion, this young woman was perfectly 
beautiful. Her complexion was of dazzling purity and transparence 
—her symmetrical features of a placid bust-like character, which 
however, wouldperhaps have been considered insipid, had it not 
been lor a briliiaut pair of large, languishing blue eyes, resembling 

blue water-lilies, when the breeze 

Maketh the crystal waters round them tremble, 

which it was almost madness to look upon. And then her light 
auburn hair, which hung in loose and easy curls on each cheek 
like soft golden clouds flitting past the moon 1 Her figure was in 
keeping with her countenance, — slender, graceful, and delicate, 
with a most exquisitely-turned foot and ankle. 1 have spent so 
many Words about her description, because I have never since seen 
any woman that I thought equalled her ; and because her beauty 
occasioned the wretched catastrophe I am about to relate. 

She rivetted the attention of all our party except my young host. 
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Lord w ho adhered all the evening to a sweet creature he 

had selected on first entering the room. I observed, however, 
one of our party, a dashing young Captain in the Guards, highly 
connected, and of handsome and prepossessing person and manners, 
and a gentleman, of nearly equal personal pretensions, who had 

been invited from Hall , his father’s seat, — to exceed every one 

present in their attentions to sweet Mary ; and as she occa- 

sionally smiled on one or the other of the rivals, I saw the countenance 

of either alternately clouded witli displeasure. Captain was 

soliciting her hand for the last set — a country dance — when his 
rival, (whom, for distinction’s sake, I shall call Trevor, though 
that, of course, is very far from his real name,) stepping up to 
her, seized her hand, and said, in rather a sharp and quick tone, 

“ Captain , she has promised me the last set ; I beg, therefore, 

you will resign her. — I am right, .Miss ?” he enquired of the 

girl, who blushingly replied, “I think I did promise Mr. Trevor 
— but I would dance with both, if I could. Captain, you are not 
angry with me; are you?” she smiled, appealingly. 

“ Certainly not, madam,” he replied, witli a peculiar emphasis; 
and, after directing an eye, which kindled like a star, to his more 
successful rival, retired haughtily a few paces, and soon afterwards 
left the room. A stroug conviction seized me, tliat even this small 
and trilling incident would be attended with mischief between 
those two fierce and undisciplined spirits; for I occasionally saw 
Mr. Trevor turn a moment from his beautiful partner, and cast a 
stern inquiring glance round the room, as if in search of Cap- 
tain . I saw he had noticed the haughty frown with which 

the Captain had retired. 

Most of the gentlemen who had accompanied Lord to this 

ball were engaged to dine with him the next Sunday evening. Mr. 
Trevor and the Captain (who, I think I mentioned, was staying a 
few days with his Lordship) would meet at this party; andldeter- 
mined to watch their demeanour. Captain was at the win- 

dow, when Mr. Trevor, on horseback, attended by his groom, 
alighted at the door ; and, on seeing who it was, walked away to 
another part of the room, with an air of assumed indifference; but 
I caught his quick and restless gliince involuntarily directed towards 
the door through which Mr. Trevor would enter. They saluted 
each other with civility — rather coldly, I thought — but there was 
nothing particularly marked in the manner of either. About 
twenty sat down to dinner. All promised to go off well — for the 
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cooking was admirable, the wines first-rate, and the conversation 

brisk and various. Captain and Mr. Trevor were seated at 

some distance from each other — the former being my next neigh- 
bour. The clotii was not removed till a few minutes after eight, 
when desert with a fresh and large supply of wine was introduced. 
The late ball, of course, was a prominent topic of conversation ; 
and after a few of the usual bachelor toasts had been drunk with 
noisy enthusiasm, and we all felt the elevating influence of the 

wine we had been drinking, Lord motioned silence, and said, 

— “Now, my dear fellows, I have a toast in my ey,e that will 
delight you all — so, bumpers, Gentlemen — bumpers! — up to the 

very brim and over— to make sure your glasses are full — while I 
— 

propose to you the health of a beautiful — nay, by — — ! the most 
beautiful girl we have any of us seen for this year — Hal I see all 

anticipate me — so, to be short, here is the health of Mary , 

the Blue Bell of — — ! ” It was drunk with acclamation. I thought 

I perceived Captain ’s hand, however, shake a little, as lie 

lifted his glass to his mouth. 

“ Who is to return thanks Tor her “ The chosen one, to be 
sure ! ” — “ Who is he ? ” — “ Legs — rise — legs— whoever he is ! ” — 
was shouted, asked, and answered in a breath. “ Oh! Trevor is 
the happy swain — there’s no doubt of that — he monopolized her all 
the evening — / could not get her hand once,” exclaimed one near 
Mr. Trevor. “Nor I” — “Nor I”- — echoed several. Mr. Trevor 
looked with a delighted and triumphant air rouud the room, and 
seemed aboutto rise, but there wasacry, — “ No ! — Trevor is not the 

man — / say Captain is (he favourite ! ” — “ Ay — ten to one on 

the Captain !” roared a young hero of Ascot. “Stuff — stuff!” 
muttered the Captain hurriedly, cutting an apple to fritters, and 
now aud then casting a fierce glance tow ards Mr. Trevor. There 
were many noisy maintainers of both Trevor aud the Captain. 

“ Come, come, gentlemen,” said a young Cornish Baronet, good- 
humouredly. seeing the two young men appeared to view the af- 
fair very seriously, “ the best way, since I dare be sworn the girl 
herself does not know which she likes best, will be to toss up who 
shall be given the credit of her beau !/" A loud laugh followed this 
droll proposal ; in w hich all joined except Trevor aud the Captain. 

The latter had poured ontsome claret while Sir was speaking, 

aud sipped it with an air of assumed carelessness. 1 observed, how- 
ever, lliat he never removed his eye from Ills glass; aud that his 
face was pale, as if from somestrong internal emotion. Mr. Trevor’s 
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demeanour, however, also indicated considerable embarrassment ; 
but he was older than the Captain, and had much more command 
of manner. I was amazed, for my own part, to see them take up 
such an insignificant affair so seriously; but these things generally 
involve So much of the strong passions of our youthful nature, 
especially our vanity and jealousy, that, on second thoughts, my 
surprise abated. 

“I certainly faucied yon wqre the favourite, Captfcin ; for I saw 
her blush with satisfaction when you squeezed her hand,” I whis- 
pered. “ You are right, ,” he answercd4 with a forced smite. 

“ I don’t think Trevor can have any pretensions to her favour.” 
The noisiness of the party was now subsiding, and, nobody knew 
why, an air of blank embarrassment seemed to pervade all present. 

“ Upon my honour, gentlemen, this is a vastly silly affair alto- 
gether and quite unworthy such a stir as it has excited,” said Mr. 
Trevor; “ but as so much “notice /rosbeen taken of it, I cannot help 
saying, though it is childishly absurd, perhaps, that I think the 
beautiful ‘ Blue Bell of -, — - is mine — mine alone ! I believe I 
have good ground for saying I am the sole w inner of the prize , and 
have distanced my military competitor,” continued Mr. Trevor, 

turning to Captain ,w ith a smiling air, which was very foreign 

to his real feelings, “ though his brighleyes — his debonair demean- 
our — that fascinating je nesais quoi of his” 

“Trevor! don’t be insolent!” exclaimed the Captain sternly, 
reddening with passion. 

“ Insolent ! Captain?” inquired Trevor, with an amazed air — 
“ What the deuce do you mean ? I’m sure you don’t w anttoquar- 
rel with me — oh, it’s impossible ! If I have said what was offen- 
sive, by , I did not mean it ; and, as we said at Rugby, indic- 

tum puta — and there’s an end of it. But as for my sweet little 
Blue Bell, I know — -am perfectly certain — ay, spite of the Captain’s 
dark looks —that I am the happy man. So, gentlemen . de jure and 
de facto — for her, I return you thanks. ” He sat down. There was so 
much kindness in his manner, and he had so handsomely disavow ed 
any intentions of hurting Captain — -’s feelings, that I hoped the 
young Hotspur beside me w as quieted. Not so, however. 

“ Trevor,” said he, in a hurried tone, “ you arc mistaken — yon 

are, by ! You don’t know what passed between Mary 

and myself that evening. On my word arid honour, she told me 
she wished she could be off her engagement with you.” 

“Nonsense! nonsense! She must have said it to amuse you, 
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Captain — she could, have had no other intention. The very next 
morning she told me ” 

“ The very next morning ! ” shouted Captain , “ why, what 

the could you have wanted with Mary- the next morning ? ” 

“ That is my affair, Captain — not yours. And since you will 
have it out, I tell you, for your consolation, that Mary and I have 
met every day since ! ” said Mr. Trevor loudly — even vehemently. 
He was getting a little flustered, as the phrase is, with wine, which 
he was pouring down glass after glass, else, of course, he could 
never have made such an absurd — such an unusual disclosure. 

“ Trevor, I must say you act very meanly in telling us — if it 
really is .so,” said the Captain, with an intensely chagrined and 
mortified air; “ and if you intend to ruin that sweet and innocent 
creature, I shall take leave to say, that you area-^-a — a — curse on 
it, it will out — a villain ! ” continued the Captain, slowly and de- 
liberately. My heart flew up to my throat, where it fluttered as 
though it w ould have choked nje. There was an instant and dead 
silence. 

“ A villain — did you say . Captain ? and accuse me of meanness ? ” 
inquired Mr. Trevor, coolly, while the colour suddenly faded from 
his darkening features ; and, rising from his chair, he stepped l'or- 
ward, and stood nearly opposite to the Captain, with his half-emp- 
tied glass in his hand, which, however, was not observed by him 
he addressed. “ Yes, sir, I did say so,” replied the Captain lirmly 
— “ and what then?” 

“ Then, of course, you will see the necessity of apologizing for 
it instantly,” rejoined Mr. Trevor. 

“ As I am not in the habit, Mr. Trevor, of saying w hat requires 
an apology, I have none to offer,” said Captain — drawing him- 
self up in his chair, and eyeing Mr. Trevor with a steady look of 
haughty composure. 

“Then, Captain, don’t expect me to apologize for this!” thun- 
dered Mr. Trevor, at the same time hurling his glass, wine and all, 
at the Captain’s head. Part of the w ine fell on me, but the glass 

glanced at the ear of Captain , and cut it slightly ; for he had 

started aside on seeiug Mr. Trevor’s intention. A mist seemed to 
cover my eyes, as I saw every one present rising from his chair. 
The room was, of course, in an uproar. The two who had quar- 
relled were the only calm persons present. Mr. Trevor remained 
standing on the same spot with his arms folded on his breast; while 
Captain calmly wiped off the stains of w ine from his shirt- 
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rnflles and white waistcoat, walked up to Lord ,,who was at 

but a yard or two’s distance, and inquired, in a low r tone of voice, 
“ Your Lordship has pistols here,of course ? We had better settle 

this little matter now, and here. Captain V L , you will kindly 

do what is necessary for me ?” . . 

“ My dear fellow, be calm ! This is really a very absurd quarrel 
— likely to be a dreadful busiuess, though ! ” replied his Lordship 
with great agitation. 

“ Come, shake, hands, and be friends! Come, don’t let a trum- 
pery dinner brawl lead to bloodshed — and in my house, too ! 
Make it up like men of sense — •• . 

“That, your Lordship of course knows as well as I do, is im- 
possible. Will you. Captain V , be good enough to bring the 

pistols? You will find them in his Lordship’s shooting gallery — 
we bad better adjourn there, by the way, eh ?” inquired the Cap- 
tain, coolly.— He had seen many of these affairs / . . 

“ Then, bring them — bring them, by all means. ” 

“ In God’s name, let this quarrel be settled on the spot ! ” ex- 
claiipcd — — , and — — , and . 

“ We all know they must fight — that’s as clear as the sun— so 
the sooner the better ! exclaimed the Honourable Mr. , a hot- 
headed cousin of Lord ’s. 

“ Eternal curses on the silly slut ! ” groaned his Lordship ; “ here 
will be blood shed for her ! — My dear Trevor! ” said he, hurrying 
to yiat gentleman, who, with seven or eight people around him, 
- was Conversing on the affair with perfect composure; “do, I im- 
plore — I beg — I supplicate that you would leave my house ! Oh ! 
don’t let it be said I ask people here to kill one another ! Why 
may not this wretched business be made up ? — By — — , it- sliatl 
be,” said he, vehemently ; and, putting his arm into that of Mr. 
Trevor, he endeavoured to draw him towards the spot where 
Captain was standing. <'• 

“ Your Lordship is very good, but it’s useless,” replied Mr. Tre- 
vor, struggling to disengage his arm from that of Lord— — . 
“ Your Lordship knows the business must be settled, and the sooner 
the better. My friend Sir has undertaken to do what is cor- 

rect on the occasion. Come,” addressing the young Baronet, “come 

away, and join Captain V- .” All this was uttered with real 

nonchalance! Somebody present told him, that the Captain was 
one of the best shots in England — could hit a sixpence at ten yards 
distance. “Can he, by ?” said he with a smile, without 
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evincing the slightest symptoms of trepidation. “ Why, then, 
I may as well make my will, for I’m as blind as a mole!— Ha! 
I have iL” He w alked out from among those who were standing 
round him, and strode up to Captain — — , who was conversing 
earnestly w ith one or tw o of his brother officers. 

“Captain ,” said Mr. Trevor, sternly, extending his right 

hand, with his glove half drawn on. The Captain turned suddenly 
towards him with a furious scowl.- “I am told you are a dead 
shot — eh?” *. 

“ Well, sir, and what of that ? ” inquii ed the Captain, haughtily, 
and with some curiosity in his countenance. 

“You know I am short-sighted,— blind as a beetle, — and not 

very well versed in shooting matters” Eyery one present 

started, and looked with surprise and pleasure at the speaker; 

and one muttered in my ear — “Eh?-r-d ! — Trevor showing 

the white feather? I am astonished ! ” 

“Why, what can you mean by all this, sir?” inquired the Cap- 
tain, with a contemptuous sneer. 

“ Oh. merely that we ought not to fight on unequal terms. Do 
you think, my good sir, I will stand to be shot at without having a 
chance of returning the favour? I have to say, therefore, merely, 
that since this quarrel is of your ow n seeking — and your own infer- 
nal folly only lias brought it about — I shall insist on our fighting 
breast to breast — muzzle to muzzle — and across a table. Yes,” he 
continued, elevating his voice to nearly a shout; “ wu will go down 
to hell together — if we go at ali— that is some consolation. ’** 

“Infamous!” — “Monstrous!” was echoed from all present. 
They would not, they said, hear of such a thing — they would not 
stand to see such butchery ! Eight or ten left the room abruptly, 
and did not return. Captain made no reply to Trevor’s pro- 

posal, but was conversing anxiously with his friends. 

“ Now, sir, who is the coward?” inquired Mr. Trevor, sar- 
castically. 

“ A few moments will show',” replied the Captain, stepping for- 
ward, with no sign of agitation, except a countenance of an ashy 
hue ; “ for I accede to your terms — ruffianly — murderous as they 
.arc ; and may the curse of a ruined house overwhelm you and 

your family for ever ! ” faltered Captain , who saw, of course, 

that certain death was before both. “ Are the pistols preparing?” 
inquired Mr. Trevor, without regarding the exclamation of Cap- 
tain . He was answered in the affirmative, that Captain V 
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and Sir were both absent on that errand. It was agreed that 

the dreadful affair should take place in the shooting gallery, where 
their noise w ould be less likely to alarm the servants. It is hardly 
necessary to repeat the exclamations of “Murder!— downright, 
savage, deliberate murder ! ” which burst from all around. Two 
gentlemen left abruptly, saddled their horses, and galloped after 

peace-officers ; while Lord , who w as almost distracted hur- ’■ 

ried, accompanied by several gentlemen and myself, to the shoot- 
ing gallery, leaving the Captain and a friend in the dining room, 
while Mr. Trevor, with another, betook themselves to the shrub- 
bery w alk. His Lordship informed Captain V and the Baronet 

of the dreadful nature of the combat that had been determined 
on since they had left the room. They both threw down the pistols 
they were in the act of loading, and, horror-struck, swore they 
would have no concern whatever in such a barbarous and bloody 
transaction. A sudden suggestion of Lord— 's however was 
adopted. They agreed, after much hesitation and doubt as to the 
success of the project, to charge the pistols with powder only, 
and put them into the hands of the Captain and Mr. Trevor, as 

though they were loaded with ball. Lord was sanguine 

enough to suppose that, w hen they had both stood th e, and in- 
disputably proved their courage, the affair might be settled ami- 
cably. As soon as the necessary preparations were completed, 
and two dreary lights w ere placed in the shooting gallery', both 
the hostile parties were summoned. As it was well known that I 
was preparing for the medical profession, my services were put 
into requisition for both. 

“But have you any instruments or bandages?” inquired some one. 

“ It is of little consequence — we are not likely to w ant them, I 
think, if our pistols to their duty,” said Mr. Trevor, w ith a smile 
that to me seemed ghastly. 

But a servant was mounted on the fleetest horse in Lord 's 

stable, and despatched for the surgeon, who resided at not more 
than half a mile’s distance, with a note, requesting him to come 
furnished with the necessary instruments for a gun-shot wound.’'' 

As the principals were impatient, and the seconds, as well as the 
others present, w ere in the secret of the blank charge in the pis- 
tols, and anticipated nothing like bloodshed, the pistols were 
placed in the hands of each, in dead silence, and the two parties, ijfc 
with then- respective friends, retired to a little distance from each 
other. 
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“Are von prepared, Mr. Trevor?” inquired one of Cap- 
tain > s party; and, being answered in the affirmative, in a 

moment after the two principals, pistol in hand, approached one 
another. Though I was almost blinded with agitation, and was, 
in common with those around, quaking for the success of our 
scheme, my eyes were rivetted on their every movement. There 
was something fearfully impressive in their demeanour Though 
stepping to certain death, as they supposed, there was not the 
slightest symptom of terror or agitation visible — no swaggering — 
no affectation of a calmness they did not feel. The countenance 
of each was deadly pale and damp ; but not a muscle trembled. 

“Who is to give us the word?” asked the Captain, in a 
whisper, which, though low, was heard all over the room ; “ for, 
in this sort of affair, if one fires a second before the other, he is a 
murderer.” At that moment there was a noise heard ; it w as the 
surgeon who had arrived, and now entered breathless. “ Step 
out, and give the word at once,” said Mr. Trevor impatiently. 
Roth the Captain and Mr. Trevor returned and shook hands with a 
melancholy smile with their friends, and- then retook their places. 
The gentleman who was to give the signal, then stepped towards 
them, and closing his eyes with his hands, said, in a tremulous 
tone, “ Raise your pistols! ” — the muzzles were instantly touching 
one another’s breasts — “and, when I have counted three, fire. 
One— two — three — ! ” — They fired — both recoiled with the shock 
several paces, and their friends rushed forward. 

“ Why, what is the meaning of this ? ” exclaimed both in a breath. 
“ Who has dared to mock us in this way ? There w ere no balls in 
the pistols ! ” exclaimed Trevor fiercely. Lord and the se- 

conds explained the well-meant artifice, and received an indignant 
curse for their pains. It was in vain we all implored them to be 
reconciled, as each had done amply sufficient to vindicate his 
honour. Trevor almost gnashed his teeth with fury. There was 
something fiendish, I thought, in the expression of his countenance. 

“Itiseasily remedied,” said Captain ,as his eye caught several 

small swords hanging up. He took dow n two, measured them, 
and proffered one to his antagonist, who clutched it eagerly. — 
“There can be no deception here, however,” he gasped; “and 
now” — each put himself into posture— “ stand off there!” 

We fell back, horror-struck at the relentless and revengeful spirit 
witli which they seemed animated. I do not know which was the 
betterswordsman ; I recollect only seeing a rapid glancing of their 
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weapons, flashing about like sparks of lire, and hurrying about in 
all directions, which lasted for several moments, when one of them 
fell. It was the Captain ; for the strong and skilful arm of Mr. 

Trevor had thrust his sword nearly up to the hilt in the side of his 
antagonist. His very heart w'as cloven ! The unfortunate young 
man fell without uttering a groan— his sword dropped from his 
grasp, he pressed his right hand to his heart, and with a quivering 
motion of the lips, as though struggling to speak, expired ! “ Oh, 
my great God!” exclaimed Trevor, in a broken and hollow tone, 
with a face so blanched and horror-stricken, that it froze my very 
T)lood to look upon, “ what have I done? Can all this be real !” 

He continued on his knees by the side of his fallen antagonist, with « 

his hands clasped convulsively, and his eyes glaring upwards for 
several moments. 

* * + . * 4 * 

A haze of horror is spread over that black transaction, and if it 
is dissipated for an instant, when my mind’s eye suddenly looks 
back through the vista of years, the scene seems only the gloomy 
representation, or picture, ot some occurrence, which I cannot per- 
suade myself that I actually witnessed. To this hour, when I advert 
to it, I am not free from tits of incredulousness. The affair created 
a great ferment at the time. The unhappy survivor (who in this 
narrative has passed under the name of Trevor) instantly left Eng- 
land, and died, about five years afterwards, in the south of France, 
in truth, broken-hearted. — In a word, since that day, I have never 
seen men entering into discussion, when warmed with wine, and 
approaching never so slowly towards the confines of personality, 
without reverting, with a shudder, to the trifling — the utterly in- 
significant — circumstances, which wine and the hot passions of 

youth kindled into the fatal brawl which cost poor Captain 

his life, and drove Mr. abroad, to die a broken-hearted exile! 
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CHAPTER VII 
INTRIGUING AND MADNESS. 

Note to the Editor of Blackwood. * — Sir Christopher, — A letter . 
under the title of “ Blackwood's Magazine v. the Secrets of the Me- 
dical Profession," appeared in tlie’/^nm of the 28th August last 
— “the most influential and popular organ,” it says, “the pro- 
fession possesses,”— a paragraph from which I beg to extract, and 
call the attention of your numerous readers to it. I do this in justice 
to myself; because, in the event of my name, insignificant perhaps 
as it is, happening to be disclosed, the said letter is calculated to 
work me much prejudice with my professional brethren, and also 
with the public in general ; for I need not tell you. Sir Christopher, 
of the extensive and miscellaneous circulation of the publication 
alluded to. After some complimentary remarks, the writer pro- 
ceeds : — 

“ But I enter my protest, as a physician in some little practice, 
against the custom of disclosing to the public the sacred secrets which 
are communicated to ns in perfect confidence by our patients, and 
ought to be preserved inviolable. The Editor of Blackwood happily 
enough says, ‘ what periodical has sunk a shaft into this rich mine 
of incident and sentiment?’ True^ the reason has been, and is yet, 

I hope, to be found in tlje honour of our profession, and the deter- 
mination of its members to merit the confidence of their patients, 
by continuing, in the language of Junius, ‘ the sole depositary of 
their secrets, which shall perish with them. ’ If the writer of the 
papers in question, or the Editor of Blackwood, should see this 
letter, they are implored to consider its purport ; and thus preventthe 
public from viewing their medical attendants with distrust, and 
withholding those confidential disclosures which are essential to the 
due performance of our professional duties. The very persons 
who would read such a series of articles as the * Passages from the 

* As considerable currency has been given to the objections which cslled forth this 
answer, i hare retained it as a sort of standing defence. 
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Diary of a late Physician 1 promise to be, with intense interest, 
would be the first to act on the principle I have mentioned.” 

If I were not creditably assured, Sir Christopher, that this letter 
is the production of a distinguished member of the profession, I 
should have felt inclined to compress my commentary on it into 
one emphatic little word, — humbug ! As it is, however, I beg to 
ask the writer, who is so ready at starting the grave charge of a 
breach of professional confidence, what I do more, in publishing 
in your Magazine these papers of my late friend, with the most 
scrupulous concealment of every thing which could possibly lead 
to undue disclosures, than is constantly done in the pages of the 
Lancet itself, as well as all the other professional journals, text- 
books, and treatises, which almost invariably append real initials 
— (I appeal toevery medical men whether such is not the fact) — and 
other indicia, to the most painful, and, in many instances, revolting 
and offensive details? It may possibly be answered — as it really 
has been that, in the latter case, the narratives meet only profes- 
sional eyes. What 1 in the Ijxncet? in the Medical Gazette? in Dr. 
Reece’s Journal? Are these w orks to be found in the hands of pro- 
fessional men only?— I have but one other observation to make. 
Would the delicacy of patients be less shocked at finding the pecu- 
liar features of their physical maladies — a subject on which their 
feelings are morbidly irritable — exposed to every member, high 
and low, young and old, of our extensive profession — the theme 
of lecturers — the subject of constant allusion and comment, from 

beneath the thin veil of <f Mrs. J M 1,” etc. ; is this, I say, 

less likely to hurt their feelings, than seeing (as is improbable in 
nine cases out of ten of those who read these Passages ) the morale, 
the sentiment of their case extracted, dressed in the shape of simple 
narrative, and challenging the sympathy and admiration of the 
public ? Take, as an instance, the first narrative, entitled “ Can- 
cer,’’ which appeared in your last Magazine. Could Mrs. St. , 

were she living, be pained, at reading it — or any surviving friend 
or relative, for her ? And if any subsequent sketch should disclose 
matter of reprobation, in the shape of w eak, criminal, or infamous 
conduct, surely the exposure is merited; such subjects should 
suffer in silence, and none will be the wiser for it. I conceive, 
that several scenes of this character, which I have trembled and 
blushed over in my late friend’s journal, are properly dealt with, 
if made public property — a source of instruction and warning to 
all. In a word, I cannot help thinking, that the writer of the letter 


t-.ft 


INTRIGUING AND MADNESS. 


in question lias wasted much fervent ?enl to little purpose, and 
conjured up a ghost for the mere purpose of exorcisation. This 
1 have done for him ; and I hope his fears will henceforth abate. 

A moment farther, good Sir Christopher. As to one or two in- 
dividuals who have been singled out by the various knowing pa- 
pers of the day, as the writer or subject of these chapters, you 
and I know well that the proper party has never yet been glanced 
at, nor is likely to be ; and for the future, no notice whatever will 
be taken of their curious speculations. Believe me ever, revered 
Sir Christopher, etc. 

London, September 9, 1830. 


When I have seen a beautiful and popular actress, I have often 
thought. How’ many young play-goers these women must intoxicate 
— how many even sensible, and otherwise sober heads, they must 
turn upside down ! Some years ago, a case came under my care, 
which showed fully thP justness of this reflection ; and I now relate 
it , as I consider it pregnant both with interest and instruction. It will 
show how the energies of even a powerful and well-informed 
mind, may be prostrated by the indulgence of unbridled passions. 

Late one evening in November, I was summoned in haste to 
visit a gentleman who was staying at one of the hotels in Covent 
Garden, and informed in a note that he had manifested symptoms 
of insanity. As there is no time to be lost in such cases, I hurried 
to the Hotel, which I reached about nine o’clock. The pro- 

prietor gave me some preliminary information about the patient 
to whom I was summoned, which, with what I subsequently 
gleaned from the party himself, and other quarters, I shall present 
connectedly to the reader, before introducing him to the sick man’s 
chamber. 

Mr. Warningham — for that name may serve to indicate him 
through this narrative — was a young man of considerable fortune, 
some family, and a member of — — College, Cambridge. His 
person and manners were gentlemanly*; and his countenance, with- 
out possessing any claims to the character of handsome, faithfully 
indicated a powerful and cultivated mind. He had mingled largely 
in College gaieties and dissipations, but knew little or nothing of 
what is called “ town life which may, in a great measure, ac- 
count for much of the simplicity and extravagance of the conduct I 
am about to relate. Having from his youth upwards been accustom- 
ed to instant gratification of almost every wish he could form, 
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tbe slightest obstacle in his way was suflicient to irritate him almost 
to frenzy. His temperament w as very ardent— his imagination 
lively and active. In short, he passed every w here for w hat he 
really was — a very clever man — extensively read in elegant litera- 
ture, and particularly intimate with the dramatic writers. About 
a fortnight before the day on which I was summoned to him, he 
had come up from College to visit a young lady whom he was 
addressing; but iinding her unexpectedly gone to Paris, he resolved 
to continue in London the w hole time he had proposed to himself, 
and enjoy all the amusements about town — particularly the theatres. 

The evening of the day on which he arrived at the Hotel, 

beheld him at Drury Lane, witnessing a new, and, as the event 

proved, a very popular tragedy. In the afterpiece. Miss was 

a prominent performer; and her beauty of person — her “ madden- 
ing eyes,” as Mr. Warningham often called them — added to her 
fascinating naivete of manner, and the interesting character she 
sustained that evening— at once laid prostrate poor My. Warn- 
ingham among the throng of worshippers at the feet of this “ Diana 
of the Ephesians.” 

As he found she played again the next evening, he took care to 
engage the stage-box ; and fancied he had succeeded in attracting 
her attention. He thought her lustrous eyes fell on him several 
limes during the evening, and that they were instantly withdrawn, 
with an air of conscious confusion and embarrassment from the 
intense and passionate gaze which they encountered. This was 
suflicient to lire the train of Mr. Warningham’s susceptible feelings; 

and bis whole heart was in a blaze instantly. Miss sang 

that evening one of her favourite songs — an exquisitely pensive 
and beautiful air; and Mr. Warningham, almost frantic with ex- 
citement, applauded w ith such obstreperous vehemence, and con- 
tinued shouting “ encore — encore ” — so long after the general calls 
of the house had ceased, as to attract all eyes for an instant to his 

box. Miss could not, of course, fail to observe his conduct ; 

and presently herself looked up with what he considered a gratified 
air. Quivering with excitement and nervous irritability, Mr. 
Warningham could scarcely sit out the rest of the piece; and the 
moment the curtain fell, he hurried round to the stage-door, deter- 
mined to wait and see her leave, for the purpose, if possible, of 
speaking to her. He presently saw her approach the door, closely 
muffled, veiled, and bonneted, leaning on the arm of a man of 
. military appearauce, who handed her into a very gay chariot. He 
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perceived at once that it was the well-known Captain . Will 

it be believed that this enthusiastic young man actually jumped up 
behind the carriage which contained the object of his idolatrous 
homage, and did not alight till it drew up opposite a large house 
in the western suburbs : and that this absurd feat, moreover, was 
performed amid an incessant shower of small searching rain ? 

He was informed by the footman, whom he had bribed with five 

shillings, that Miss s own house was in another part of the 

town, and that herstay at Captain ’s was only for a day or two. 

He returned to his hotel in a state of tumultuous excitement, 
which can be better conceived than described. As may be sup- 
posed, he slept little that night; and the first tiling he did in the 
morning was to despatch his groom, with orders to establish him- 
self in some public house which could command a view of Miss 

’s residence, and return to Covent Garden as soon as he had 

seen her or her maid enter. It was not till seven o’clock that he 
brought, word to his master, that no one bad entered but Miss 

’s maid. The papers informed him that Miss played 

again that evening; and though he could not but be aware of the 

sort of intimacy which subsisted between Miss and the Captain, 

his enthusiastic passion only increased with increasing obstacles. 
Though seriously unwell with a determination of blood to the 
head, induced by the perpetual excitement of his feelings, and a 
severe cold caught through exposure to the rain on the preceding 
evening— he was dressing for the play, when, to his infinite mor- 
tification, his friendly medical attendant happening to step in, po- 
sitively forbade his leaving his room, and consigned him to bed 
and physic, instead of the maddening scenes of the theatre. «The 
next morning he felt relieved from the more urgent symptoms ; and 
his servant having brought him word that he had at last watched 

Miss enter her house, unaccompanied, except by her maid, 

Mr. Warninghara despatched him with a copy of passionate verses, 
enclosed in a blank envelope. He trusted that some adroit allu- 
'sions in them, might possibly give her a clew to the discovery of 
the writer — especially if he could contrive to be seen by her that 
evening in the same box he had occupied formerly ; for to the 
play he was resolved to go, in defiance of the threats of his medical 
attendant. To his vexation, he found the box in question pre- 
. engaged for a family party ; and — will it be credited ? — he actually 
entertained the idea of discovering who they were, for the purpose 
of prevailing on them to vacate in his favour! Finding that, . 
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however, of course, out of the question, he was compelled to 
content himself with the corresponding box opposite, where he 
was duly ensconced the moment the doors were opened. 

Miss appeared that evening in only one piece, but in the 

course of it she had to sing some of her most admired songs. The 
character she played, also, was a favourite both with herself and 
tite public. Her dress was exquisitely tasteful and picturesque, 
and calculated to set off her figure to the utmost advantage. When, 
at a particular crisis of the play, Mr. W r arningham,by the softened 

lustre of the lowered foot-lights, beheld Miss emerging from 

a romantic glen, with a cloak thrown over her shoulders, her head 
covered with a velvet cap, over which drooped, in snowy pen- 
dency, an ostrich feather, while her hair strayed from beneath the 
cincture of her cap in loose negligent curls, down her face and 
beautiful cheeks ; when he saw the timid and alarmed air which her 
part required her to assume, and the sweet and sad expressions of 
her eyes, while she stole about, as if avoiding a pursuer; when, at 
length , as the raised foot-lights were restored to their former glare , 
she let fall thecloak which had enveloped her, and. like a meta- 
morphosed chrysalis, burst in beauty on the applauding house, ha- 
bited in a costume, which, without being positively indelicate,* 
was calculated to excite the most voluptuous thoughts; when, I 
say, poor Mr. Wamingham saw all this, he was almost over- 
powered, and leaned back in his box, breathless with agitation. 

A little before Miss quitted the stage for the last time that 

evening, the order of the play required that she should stand for 
some minutes on that part of the stage next to Mr. Warningham’s 
box. W'hile she was standing in a pensive attitude, with her face 
turned full towards Mr. W'arningham, he whispered, in a quivering 

and under tone, “Oh, beautiful, beautiful creature ! ” Miss 

heard him, looked at him with a little surprise ; her features re- 
laxed into asmile, and, with a gentle shake of the head, as if hint- 
ing that he should not endeavour to distract her attention, she 
moved away to proceed with her part. Mr. Warninghani trembled 
violently ; he fancied she encouraged bis attentions, and, — Heaven 
knows how, — had recognised in him the w riter of the verses she 
had received. When the play was over, he hurried, as on a former 
occasion, to the stage-door, where he mingled with the inquisitive 
tittle throng usually to be found l here, and wailed till she made her 
appearance, enveloped, as before, in a large shawl, but followed 
only by a maid-servant, carrying a band-box. They steppedinto 
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a hackney-coach, and, though Mr. Warniugham had gone there for 
the express purpose of speaking to her, his knees knocked together, 
and he felt so sick witli agitation, that he did not even attempt to 
hand her into the coach. He*jumped into the one which drew 
up next, and ordered the coadftnan to follow the preceding one 
wherever it went. When it approached the street where he knew 
she resided, he ordered it to stop, got out, and hurried on foot 
towards the house, which he reached just as she was alighting. He 
offered tier his arm. She looked at him with astonishment, and 
something like apprehension. At length, she appeared to recog- 
nise in him the person who had attracted her attention, by whisper- 
ing when at the theatre, and seemed, he thought, a little discom- 
posed. She declined his proffered assistance— said her maid was 
witli her — and was going to knock at the door, when Mr. Warning- 
ham stammered faintly, “Dear Madam, do allow me the honour 
of calling in the morning, and inquiring how you are. after the 
great exertions at the theatre this evening ! ” She replied in a cold 
and discouraging manner: could not conceive to what she was in- 
debted for the honour of his particular attentions, and interest in 
her welfare, so suddenly felt by an utter stranger — unusual — sin- 
gular — improper — unpleasant. etc. Shesaid, that, asfor his calling 
in the morning, if he felt so inclined, she, of course, could not pre- 
vent him; but if he expected to see her when he called, lie would 
lind himself “perfectly mistaken.” The door that moment was 
opened, and closed upon her, as she made him a cold bow, leaving 
Mr. Warningham, what w ith chagrin and excessive passion for her, 
almost distracted. He seriously assured me, that he walked to and 
fro before her door till nearly six o’clock in the morning; that he 
repeatedly ascended the steps, and endeavoured, as nearly as he 
could recollect, to stand on the very spot she had occupied while 
speaking to him, and w ould remain gazing at what he fancied was 
the window of her bed-room, for ten minutes together; and all this 
extravagance, to bool, was perpetrated amidst an incessant fall of 
snow, and at a time — Heaven save the mark! — when he was an 

accepted suitor of Miss , the young lady whom he had come to 

town for the express purpose of visiting ! I several times asked 
him how it w as that he could briug himself to consider such con- 
duct consistent with honour or delicacy, or feel a spark of real 
attachment for the lady to w hom lie was engaged, if it were not 
sufficient to steel his heart and close his eyes against llie charms of 
any other woman in the world? His only reply was, that he 
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“really could not help it,” — he felt “rather the patient, than 

agent” Miss took his heart, he said, by storm, and forcibly 

ejected, fora while, his love for any other woman breathing! 

To return however : About half-past six, he jumped into a hack- 
ney coach which happened to be passing through the street, drove 
home to the hotel in Covent Garden, and threw himselfon the bed, 
in a state of utter exhaustion, both of mind and body. He slept on 
heavily till twelve o’clock at noon, when he awoke seriously in- 
disposed. For the first few' moments, he could not dispossess 

himself of the idea that Miss w as standing by his bedside, in the 

dress she wore the preceding evening, and smiled encouragingly 
on him. So strong was the delusion, that he actually addressed 
several sentences to her ! About three o’clock, he drove out, and 
called on one of his gay friends, who was perfectly au fait at mat- 
ters of this sort, and resolved to make him his confidant in the 
affair. Under the advice of this Mentor, Mr. Waruingham pur- 
chased a very beautiful emerald ring, which he sent off instantly 
to Miss , with a polite note, saying it tfas some slight acknow- 

ledgment of the delight with which he witnessed her exquisite act- 
ing, etc. etc. etc. This, his friend assured him, must call forth an 
answer of some sort or other, which would lead to another — and 
another — and another — and so on. He was right. A twopenny 
post letter was put into Mr. Warningham’s hands the next morn- 
ing before he rose, which was from Miss , elegantly written, 

and thanked him for the “ tasteful present” he had sent her, 
which she should, with great pleasure, take an early opportunity 
of gratifying him by wearing in public. 

There never yet lived an actress, I verily believe, who had for- 
titude enough to refuse a present of jewelry ! 

AVhat was to be done next? He did not exactly know. But 
having succeeded at last in opening an avenue of communication 
with her, and induced her so easily to lie under an obligation to 
him, he felt convinced that his way was now clear. He deter- 
mined, therefore, to call and see her that very' afternoon ; but his 
medical friend, seeing the state of feverish excitement in which 
he continued, absolutely interdicted him from leaving the house. 
The next day he felt considerably better, hut was not allowed to 
leave the house. He could, therefore, lind uo other means of con- 
soling himself, than writing a note to Miss , saying he hail 

“ something important” to communicate to her, and begging to 
know w hen she would permit him to wait upon her for that pur- 
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pose. What does the reader imagine this pretext of “ something 
important ” was ? To ask her to sit for her portrait to a young 
artist ! His stratagem succeeded ; for he received, in the course of 

the next day, a polite invitation to breakfast with Miss on the 

next Sunday morning; with a hint that he might expect no other 
company, and that Miss — — was “curious” to know what his 
particular business with her was. Poor Mr. Warninghain ! How 
was he to exist in the interval between this day and Sunday? He 
would fain have annihilated it. 

Sunday morning at last arrived; and about nine o’clock he sallied 
from his hotel, the first time he had left it for several days, and 
drove to the house. With a fluttering heart he knocked at the 
door, and a maid-servant ushered him into an elegant apartment, 
in which breakfast was laid. Anelderlylady,somefemalerelative 
of the actress, was reading a newspaper at the breakfast table; 

and Miss herself was seated at the piano practising one of 

those exquisite songs which had been listened to with breathless 
rapture by thousands.* She wore an elegant morning dress ; aud 
though her infatuated visitor had come prepared to see her to 
great disadvantage, divested of the dazzling complexion she ex- 
hibited on the stage, her pale and somewhat sallow, features, 
which wore a pensive and fatigued expression, served to rivet the 
chains of his admiration still stronger, with the feelings of sym- 
pathy. Her beautiful eyes beamed on him with sweetuess and 
aflabilily ; and there was an ease, a gentleness in her manners, and 
a soft animating tone in her voice, which filled Mr. Warningham 
with emotions of indescribable tenderness. A few moments beheld 

them seated at the breakfast table; and when Mr. Warningham 
gazed at his fair hostess, and reflected on his envied contiguity to 
one whose beauty and talents were the theme of universal admi- 
ration — listened to her lively and varied conversation, and perceiv- 
ed a faint crimson steal for an instant over her countenance, when 
he reminded her of his exclamation at lire theatre — he felt a swell- 
ing excitement which would barely suffer him to preserve an ex- 
terior calmness of demeanour. He felt, as he expressed it —(for 
he has ofteu recounted these scenes to me) — that she w as madden- 
ing him! Of course, he exerted himself in conversation to the 
utmost ; and his observations on almost every topic of polite litera- 
ture were met with equal spirit aud sprightliness by MLss . 

He found her fully capable of appreciating the noblest passages 
from Shakspeare, and some of the older English dramatists, and 
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that was sufficient to lay enthusiastic Mr. Warningham at the feet 
of any woman. He was reciting a passionate passage from Romeo 

and Juliet, to which Miss was listening with an apparent air 

of kindling enthusiasm, when a phaeton dashed up to the door, 
and an impetuous thundering of the knocker announced the arrival 
of some aristocratical visitor. The elderly lady, who was sitting 
with them, started, coloured, and exclaimed — “ Good God! will 
you receive the man this morning? ” 

“ Oh, it’s only Lord — — ,” exclaimed Miss- — — , with an ajr of 
indifference, after having examined the equipage through the win- 
dow-blinds, “ and I won’t see the man — that’s flat. He pesters 
me to death,” she continued, turning to Mr. W'arningham, with a 
pretty, peevish air. It had its effect on him. What an enviable 
fellow I am, to be received when Lords arc refused ! thought Mr. 
Warningham. 

“Not at home!” drawled Miss , coldly, as the servant 

brought in Lord ’s card. “ You know one can’t see every 

body, Mr. Warningham,” she said, with a smile. “ Oh, Mr. 
Warningham! — lud, lud! — don’t go to the window' till the man is 
gone ! ” she exclaimed : and hersmall white hand, with his emerald 
ring glistening on her second finger, was hurriedly laid on his 
shoulder, to prevent his going to the window. Mr. W arningham 
declared to me, lie could that moment have settled his whole for- 
tune on her ! 

After the breakfast things were removed, she sat down, at his 
request, to the piano — a very magnificent present from the Duke 

of , Mrs. assured him — and sang and played whatever he 

asked. She played a certain well-known arch air, with the most 
bewitching simplicity ; Mr. Warningham could only look his feel- 
ings. As she concluded it, and was dashing off the symphony in 

a careless, but rapid and brilliant style, Mrs. , the lady once 

or twice before mentioned, left the room; and Mr. Warningham, 
scarce knowing what he did, suddenly sank on one knee, from the 
chair on which he was sitting by Miss — — , grasped her hand, and 

uttered some exclamation of passionate, fondness. Miss 

turned to him a moment, with a surprised air, her large, liquid, 
blue eyes, almost entirely hid beneath her half-dosed lids, her 
features relaxed into a coquettish smile, she disengaged her hand, 
and went on playing and singing. — 

" He sighs—* Beanly ! 1 adore thee; 

See me Tainting thus before thee ; ’ - • • 
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" But I say— 

. i Fal, lal, lal. la ! Fal, lal, lal, la ! 

Fal, lal,” etc. , . 

, v 

" “Fascinating, angelic woman !— glorious creature of intellect 
and beauty, I cannot live but in your presence ! ” gasped Mr. 
Warningham. 

* “ Oh I Lord, what an actor you would have made, Mr. Warn- 
ingham — indeed you would ! Only think how it wbuld sound — 

* Romeo, Mr . IV arningham /’ — Lud, lud !• — the man would almost 

persuade me that he was in earnest ! 99 replied Miss , with 

the most enchanting air, and ceased playing. Mr. Warningham 
continued addressingher in the most extravagant manner ; indeed, 

» i 

he afterwards told me, he felt “as though his wits were slipping 
from him every instant. 

“ Why don’t you go on the stage, Mr. Warningham ? ” inquired 
Miss-— — , with a more earnest and serious air than she had 
hitherto manifested, and gazing at him with an eye which express- 
ed real admiration, — for she was touched by the winning, per- 
suasive, and passionate eloquence with which Mr. Warningham ex- - 
pressed himself. She had hardly uttered the words, when a loud 

and long knock was heard at the street door. Miss suddenly 

started from the piano, turned pale, and exclaimed in a hurried and 

agitated tone— “ Lord, Lord, what’s to be done? — Captain ! 

— what ever can have brought him up to town — oh! my——.” 

“ Good God ! Madam, what can possibly alarm you in this man- 
ner? ” exclaimed Mr. Warningham, with a surprised air. “ What 

in the earth can there be in this Captain to startle you in this 

manner? What can the man want here if his presence is disa- 
greeable to you? Pray, Madam, give him the same answer you 
gave Lord — — ! ” — “ Oh, Mr. Warn — dear, dear ! the door is 

opened— what will become of me if Captain sees you here ? 

Ah ! I have it, you must — country manager— provincial enga— ” 
hurriedly muttered Miss — • — , as the room-door opened, and a 
gentleman of a lofty and military bearing, dressed in a blue sur- 
tout and white trowsers, with a slight walking cane in his hand, 
and without observing Mr. Warningham, who at the moment 
happened to be standing rather behind the door, hurried towards 
Miss — — , exclaiming with a gay and fond air, “ Ha, my charming 
De Medici, how d’ye do?— Why, whom have we here ?” he in- 
quired, suddenly breaking off, and turning with an astonished air 
towards Mr. Warningham. 


INTRIGUING AND MADNESS. 


77 


“ What possible business can this person have here. Miss ?” 

inquired the Captain with a cold and angry air, letting fall her 
hand, which he had grasped on entering, and eyeing Mr. Warn- 
ingham with a furious scowl. Miss muttered something in- 

distinctly about business — a provincial engagement— and looked 
appealingly towards Mr. Warningham, as if beseeching him to 
take the cue, and assume the character of a country manager. 
Mr. Warningham, however, was not experienced enough in matters 
of this kind to take the hint. 

“ My good sir — I beg pardon. Captain ” — said lie, buttoning his 
coat, and speaking in a voice almost choked w ith fury — “ w hat is 
the meaning of all this ? What do you mean, sir, by this insolent 
bearing towards me ? ” 

“Good God! Do you know, sir, whom you are speaking to?” 
inquired the Captain, with an air of wonder. 

“I care as little as I know, sir; but this 1 know — I shall give you 
to understand, that, whoever you are, I won’t be bullied by you.” 

“The devil!” exclaimed the Captain, slowly, as if he hardly 

comprehended what was passing. Miss , pale as a statue, 

and trembling from head to foot, leaned speechless against the 
corner of the piano, apparently stnpified by the scene that was 
passing. 

“Oh, by ! this will never do,” at length exclaimed the Cap- 

tain, as he rushed up to Mr. Warningham, and struck him furiously 
over the shoulders with his cane. He was going to seize Mr. Warn- 
ingham’s collar with his left hand, as if for the purpose of inflict- 
ing further chastisement, when Mr. Warningham, who was a very 
muscular man, shook him off, and dashed his right hand full into 

the face of the Captain. Miss shrieked for assistance — w hile 

the Captain put himself instantly into attitude, and, being a first- 
rate “miller,” as the phrase is, before Mr. Warningham could pre- 
pare himself for the encounter, let fall a sudden shower of blows 
about Mr. Warningham’s head and breast, that fell on him like the 
strokes of a sledge-hammer. He w as, of course, instantly laid 
prostrate on the floor in a state of insensibility, and recollected 

nothing farther till he found himself lying in his bed at the 

Hotel, about the middle of the night, faiut and w'eak with the loss 
of blood, his head bandaged, and amid all the disagremens and 
attendance of a sick man’s chamber. How or when he had been 
conveyed to the hotel he knew r not, till he was informed, some 
weeks afterwards, that Captain , having learned his residence 
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from Miss , had brought him in his carriage, in a state of 

stupor. All the circumstances above related combined to throw 
Mr. Warningham into a fever, which increased upon him ; the state 
of nervous excitement in which he had lived for the last few days, 
aggravated the other symptoms— and delirium at last deepened 
into downright madness. The medical man, who has been several 
times before mentioned, as a friendly attendant of Mr. Warn- 
ingham finding that matters grew so serious, and being unwilling 
any longer to bear the sole responsibility of the case, advised Mr. 
Warningham’s friends, who had been summoned from a distant 
ppupty to his bedside, to call me in ; and this was the statu quo of 
affairs when I paid my first visit. 

On entering the room, I found a keeper sitting on each side of 
|. * the bed on which lay Mr. Warningham, who was raving fearfully, 
gnashing his teeth, and imprecating the most frightful curses upon 

Captain . It was with the utmost difficulty that the keepers 

could hold him down, even though my unfortunate patient was suf- 
fering under the restraint of a strait waistcoat, His countenance, 
which I think I mentioned was naturally very expressive, if not 
handsome, exhibited the most ghastly contortions. His eyes glared 
into every corner of the room, and seemed about to start from 
their sockets. — After standing for some moments a silent spectator 
of this painful scene, endeavouring to watch the current of his 
malady, and, at the same time, soothe the affliction of his uncle, 
who was standing by my side, dreadfully agitated, I ventured to 
approach nearer, observing him almost exhausted, and relapsing 
into silence— undisturbed but by heavy and stertorous breathing. 
He lay with his face buried in the pillow ; and, on my putting my 
fingers to his temples, he suddenly turned his face towards me. 
“God bless me — Mr. Kean 1 ” said he, in an altered tone — “this 
is really a very unexpected honour!” He seemed embarrassed 
at seeing me. I determined to humour his fancy — the only ra- 
tional method of dealing with such patients. I may as well say, 
in passing, that some persons have not unfrequently found a re- 
semblance — faint and slight, if any at alb — between my features and 
those of the celebrated tragedian for whom I was on the present * 
occasion mistaken. 

“Oh, yours are terrible eyes, Mr. Kean— very, very terrible ! . 
Where #d you get them? What fiend touched them with such 
unnatural lustre ? They are not human, — no, no ! What do you 
think I have often fancied they resembled?’ 
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“ Really, I can’t pretend to say, sir,” I replied, with some cu- 
riosity. . . - 

“Why, one of the damned inmates of hell — glaring through the 
fiery bars of his prison,” replied Mr. Warningham, with a shudder. 

“ Is not that a ghastly fancy?” he inquired. 

“’Tis horrible enough, indeed,” said I, determined to humour 
him. 

“Ha, ha, ha! — Ha, ha, ha!” roared the wretched maniac, with 
a laugh which made us all quake round his bedside. “ I can say 
better things than that,' — though it is good ! It’s nothing like the 
way in which I shall talk to-morrow morning — ha, ha, ha ! — for I 
am going down to hell, to learn some of the fiend’s talk ; and when 
I come back. I’ll give you a lesson, Mr. Kean, shall be worth two 
thousand a-year to you — ha, ha, ha! — What d’ye say to that, 
Othello ?” He paused, and continued mumbling something to him- 
self, in a strangely different tone of voice from that in which he 
had just addressed me. 

“Mr. Kean, Mr. Kean,” said he, suddenly, “you’re the very 
man I want ; I suppose they have told you I had been asking for 
you, eh?" • 

“ Yes, certainly, I heard ” 

“Very good— ’twas civil*of them; but, now you are here, just 
0 shade those basilisk eyes of yours, for they blight my soul within - 
me.” 1 did as he directed. “ Now, I’ll tell you what I’ve been 
thinking. — I’ve got a tragedy ready, very nearly at least, and 
there’s a magnificent character for you in it — expressly written for 
you — a compound of Richard, Shylock, and Sir Giles — your mas- 
terpiece — asort of quartum quiddam — eh — you hear me , Mr, Kean ?” 

“Ay, and mark thee, too, Hal,”' I replied, thinking a quotation 
from his favourite Sbakspeare would soothe and flatter his in- 
flamed fancy. 

“ Ah — aptly quoted — happy ! happy !— By the way, talking of 
that, I don’t at all admire your personation of Hamlet — I don’t, 
Mr. Kean, I don’t. ’Tis utterly misconceived — wrong from begin- 
ning to end ; it is really. You see w'hat an independent, straight- 
forward critic I am — ha, ha, ha!” — accompanying the words with 
a laugh, if not as loud, as fearful as his former ones. I told him, 

I bowed to bis judgment. 

“ Good,” he answered ?“ genius should always be candid. Mac- 
ready has a single whisper, when he inquires, ‘Is it the King?’ 
which is worth all your fiendish mutterings and gaspings, ha, hai 
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* Does the galled jade wince? Her withers are unwrung.’ — Mr. 
Kean, how absurd you are, ill-mannered — pardon me for saying 
it — for interrupting me,” he said, after a pause ; adding, with a 
puzzled air, “ W hat was it I was talking about when you inter- 
rupted me?” • . . 

“ Do you mean the tragedy?” (I had not opened my lips 

to interrupt him. ) 

“ Ha — the tragedy. 

The play, the play’s the thing. 

Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the king. 

» • 
Ah — the tragedy was it I was mentioning ?. Rem acu — acu tetigisti 
—that’s Latin, Mr. Kean ! Did you ever learn Latin and Greek, 
eh?” — I told him I had studied them a little. 

“What can you mean by interrupting me thus unmannerly? — 
Mr. Kean, I won’t stand it Once more — what was it 1 was talking 
about a few minutes ago ? ” He had again let slip the thread of his 
thoughts. “ A digression this, Mr. Kean ; I must be madr-rWccrf 
I must! he continued, with a shudder, and a look of sudden sa- 
nity, “I must be mad, and I can’t help thinking what a profound 
knowledge of human nature Shakspeare shows when he makes 
memory the test of sanity — a vast depth of philosophy in it, — eh? 
D’ye recollect the passage, — eh, Kean?” IsaidI certainly could 
not call it to mind. • 

“ Then it’s infamous ! — a shame and disgrace to you. It’s quite 
true w hat peoplesay of you — you are a mere tragedy hack ! Why 
won’t you try to get out of that mill-horse round of your hack- 
neyed characters? Excuse me ; you know I’m avast admirer of 
yours, but an honest one! — Curse me,” after a sudden pause, add- 
ing with a bewildered and angry air, “ what *was it I was going to 
say?— I’ve lost it again! — oh, a passage from Shakspeare — me- 
mory — test of Ah, now we have him ! ’Tis this : mark and 

remember it ! — ’tis in King Lear- — 

— - Bring me to the test. 

And I the matter will re-word, which madness- • 

Would gamble from. 

Profoundly true — isn’t it, Kean?” — Of course I acquiesced. 

“Ah,” he resumed, with a pleased smile, “nobody now can 

write like that except myself — Goit, Harry ha, ha, ha!— Who — 

oo— o!” uttering the strangest kind of revolting cry I ever heard. 


Digitized by Google 


INTRIGUING AND MADNESS. 


81 


“Oh, dear, dear me, what was it I was saying? 'i'he thought 
.keeps slipping from me like a lithe eel ; I can’t hold it. Eels, by the 
way, are nothing but a sort of water snake— ’tis brutal to eat them ! 
What made me name eels, Mr. Kean?” I reminded him. “Ah, . 
there must be a screw loose— something wrong here" shaking his 
head ; “ it’s all upside down— ha ! what was it now ? ” I once 
more recalled it to his mind, for I saw he was fretting himself 
with vexation at being uuable to take up the chain of his thoughts, 

“• Ah !— well, now, once more — I said I’d a character foryou — * 
good;.do it justice— or, by my, life. I’ll hiss you like a huge boa, 
ceiled in the middle of the pit ! There’s a thought for you, by the 
way] — Stay — I’m losing the thought again— hold it— hold it”- — - 

“ The tragedy, sir.” -j— 

“ Ah, to be sure — I’ve another character for Miss (naming 

the actress before mentioned) — magnificent queen of Beauty- — 
nightingale of song — radiant— peerless— Ah, lady, look on me ! — 
look on me ! ” and he suddenly burst into one of the most tiger-like 
howls I could oonceive capable of being uttered by a human being. 

It must have been heard in the street and market without. We 
who were round .him stood listening, chilled with horror. When 
he had ceased, I said, in a soothing whisper, “ Compose yourself, 
Mr. Warningliam— you’ll see her by and by.” He looked me full 
in tiie fage, and uttered as shocking a yell as before. 

“ Avaunt ! — outon ye ! scoundrels ! — fiends ! ” lieshouted, strug- 
gling with the men who were eudeavourin,' 1 to hold him down — 

“ Are you conte to murder me ? — Ha — a— a— !■” and he fell back 
' as though he was in the act of being choked or throttled. 

“ Where — where is the fiend who struck me ?”— he groaned ih 
a fierce under tone f “ and in her presence, too ; and she stood by 
looking on !— cruel, beautiful, deceitful wqjnan? Did she turn 
pale and tremble ? Will not I have his blood— Mood — blood ! ” and 
he clutched his fists with a savage and murderous force. “Ah! 
you around me, say, does not blood cleanse the deepest, foulest 
stain, or hide it? Poor it on, warm and reeking — a crimson 
flood — and never trust me if it does not wash out insult for ever ! 
Ha — ha — ha! Oh, let me loose 1 Let me loose! Let me but cast 
my eyes on the insolent ruffian — the brutal bully— let me but lay 
hands on him !” and he drew in his breath with a long, fierce, and 
deep respiration. “ Will I not shake him out of bis military trap- * 
pings and fooleries? Ha, devils ! unhand me — I say, unhand me, 
and let me loose o’n this Captain — - ! ” ‘ • 
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ID this strain the unhappy young man continued raving for about 
ten minutes longer, tijl he utteilv exhausted himself. The pa- 
roxysm was over for the present, lhe keepers, aware of this— 

• for, of course, they were accustomed . to such fearful scenes as ^ 
these,* and preserved the most cool and matter- ot- fact demeanoui 
conceivable— relaxed their hold. Mr. AVarniugham lay perfectly 
motionless, with his eyes closed, breathing slow and heavily, while 
the perspiration burst from every pore. His pulse and other 

* symptoms showed me that a few more similar paroxysms would 
' destroy him; and that, consequently, the most active remedies 
must be had recourse to immediately. I therefore directed what 
• was to be done— his head to be shaved— that he should be- bled 
copiously— kept perfectly cobl and tranquil— and prescribed such • 
medicines as I conceived iqost calculated to etTect this object. 

On my way down stairs, I encountered Mr. — — , the proprietor, 
or landlord, of the hotel, who, with a very agitated air, told me, 

’ he must insist on having Mr. AVarningham removed immediately 
from the hotel; for that his ravings disturbed and agitated every 
body in the place, and had been loudly complained of. Seeing 
the reasonableness of this, my patient was, with my sanction, con- 
veyed, that evening, to airy and genteel lodgings in one of the 
adjoining streets. The three or four following visits I paid him, 
presented scenes little varying from the one I have aliove been 
attempting to describe. They gradually,, however, abated in 

violence. 

I shall not be guilty of extravagance’ or exaggeration, if I pro- . 
lest, that there was sometimes a vein of sublimity in his ravings. 

He really said ‘some of the very finest things I ever heard. This 
need not occasion wonder ; if it be recollected, that “ out of the 
fulness of the heart yjthe mouth speaketh and Mr. AVarningham’s 
naturally powerful mind was filled with accumulated stoies, ac- 
quired from almost every region of literature.. His fancy was 
deeply tinged with Germanism— with diablerie— and some of his 
ghostly images used to haunt and creep al’tqr me, like spirits, gib- 
bering and chattering the expressions with which the maniac had 
conjured them into being. 

To me, nothing is so affecting— so terrible— so humiliating, as 
' t0 se(J a powerful intellect* like that of Mr. AVarningham, the prey 

• V of insanity,- exhibiting glimpses of greatness and beauty, amid all 

the chaotic gloom and havoc of madness ; reminding * one of the 

* Two newspapers have charged lhe writer with borrowing this image from hr. Hal- 
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mighty fragments of some dilapidated structure of Greece or 
Rome, moulding apart from oue another, still displaying the ex- 
quisite moulding and chiselling of the artist, and enhancing the 
beholder’s regret that so glorious a fabric should have been de- 
stroyed by the ruthless hand of time. Insanity , indeed, makes the 
most fearful inroads on an intellect distinguished by its activity; 
and the flame is fed rapidly by the fuel afforded from an excit.ible 
and vigorous fancy. A tremendous responsibility is incurred, in 
such cases, by the medical attendants. Long experience has con- 
vinced me, that the only successful way of dealing with such pa- 
tients as Mr. AVarningham, is, chiming in readily with' their various 
fancieg, without seeming in the slightest degree shocked or alarmed 
by the most monstrous extravagancies. The patient must never 
be 6tartled by any appearance of surprise or apprehension from 
those around him — never irritated by contradiction, or indications 
of impatience. Should this be done by some inexperienced at- 
tendant, the mischief may prove irremediable by any subsequent 
treatment ; the flame will blaze out with a fury which will consume 
instantly every vestige of intellectual structure, leaving the body 
— the shell — the bare, blackened walls alone, 

A scoff, a jest, a by-word through tjie world. 

. ‘ i • . 

Let the patient have sea-room ; allow him to dash about for a 
while in the tempest and whirlwind of his disordered faculties; 
while all that is necessary from those around, is to w atch the cri- 
tical moment, and pour the oil of soothing acquiescence on the 
foaming waters. Depend upon it, the uproar will subside when 
the winds of opposition cease. — To return, however, to Mr. AVarn- 
ingham. The incubus which bad brooded over his intellects for 
more than a w cek, at length disappeared', leaving its victim trem- 
bling on the very verge of the grave. In truth, I do not recollect 
ever seeing a patient whose energies, both physical and mental,, 
were so dreadfully shattered. He had lost almost all muscular 
power. * He could not raise his hand to his head, alter his position 
in the bed, or even masticate his food, for several days it could 
barely Be said that he existed. He could utter nothing more than 
an almost inaudible whisper, and seemed utterly unconscious of 
what was passing around him. His sister, a young and very in- 
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t cresting woman, had flown to his bedside immediately the family 
were acquainted with his illness, and had continued ever since in 
daily and nightly attendance on him, till she herself seemed al- 
most worn out. How I loved her for her pallid, exhausted, ^ 
anxious, yet affectionate looks ! Had not this illness intervened, 
she would have been before this time married to a rising young 
man at the bar ; yet her devoted sisterly sympathies attached her 
to her brother’s bedside without repining, and she would never 
think of leaving him. Her feelings may be conceived, when it is 
known that she was in a great measure acquainted with the cause 
of her brother’s sudden illness ; and it w as her painful duty to sit 
and listen to many unconscious disclosures of the most afflicting 
nature. This latter circumstance furnished the first source of un- • 
easiness to Mr, Wamingham, on recovering the exercise of his 
rational faculties. He was excessively agitated at the idea of his 
having alluded to, and described the dissipated and profligate 
scenes of his college life ; and when he had once compelled me to 
acknowledge, that his sister and other relations were apprized or 
the events which led to his illness, he sank into moody silence for 
some time, evidently scourging himself with the heaviest self-re- 
proaches, and presently exclaimed, — “ Well, Doctor, thus you see, 
has 

— w. — Even-handed justice ' . 

Compell'd the poison’d chalice to tny lips, 

• V ’ ‘ *| __ . ’ t • i . * V , - * • 

and I have drunk the foul draught to the dregs. Tet, though I 
would at this moment lay down half my fortune to blot from their 
memories what they must have heard me utter, I shall submit in 
silence— I have richly earned it ! — I now, however, bid farewell 
tg debauchery— profligacy— dissipation, forever.”— I interrupted 
him by saying, I was not aware, nor were his relatives, that he 
had been publicly distinguished as a debauchee- “Why, Doc- 
tor ^ he replied, “possibly not— there may be others who have 
exposed themselves more absurdly than I have— who h£^vc drunk 
and raked more— but mine has been the viler profligacy of the 

h ear t the dissipation aof the feelings. But it shall cejise ! God 

knows I never thoroughly enjoyed it, though it has occasioned me 
a delirious sort of excitement, which has at length nearly de- 
stroyed me. I have clambered out of the scorching crater of Etna,- 
scathed, but not consumed. I will now descend into the tranquil 
vales of virtue, and never, never leave them ! ” He wept— for he 
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had not yet recovered the tone or mastery of his feelings. These 
salutary thoughts led to a permanent reformation; his illness, in 
short, had produced its effect. One other tiling there was which 
yet occasioned him disquietude and uncertainty; he said he felt 

bound to seek the usual “satisfaction” from Captain ! I and 

all around him, to whom he hinted it, scouted the idea; and he 
himself relinquished it on hearing that Captain — — had called 
often during his illness, and left many cards, with the most anxious 
inquiries after his health ; and in a day or two had a private inter- 
view with Mr. Warningham, when he apologized in the most 
prompt and handsome manner for his violent conduct, and ex- 
pressed the liveliest regrets at the serious consequences with which 
it had been attended. 

Mr. Warningham, to conclude, recovered but slowly; and as 
soon as his weakness would admit of the journey, removed to the 

family house in shire ; from thence he went to the seaside, and 

staid there till the close of the autumn, reading philosophy, and 
some of the leading w riters on morals.’ He was married in Octo- 
ber, and set off for the Continent in the spring. His constitution, 
however, had received a shock from which it never recovered; 
and two years after. Mr. Warningham died of a decline at Genoa. 


CHAPTER TUI. 

THE BROKEN HEART. 

There was a large and gay party assembled one evening, in the 
memorable month of June 1815, at a house in the remote western 
suburbs of London.- Throngs of handsome and well-dressed wo- 
men — a large retinue of the leading men about town — the dazzling 
light of chandeliers blazing like three suns overhead — the. charms 
of music and dancing— -together with that tone of excitement then 
pervading society at large, qw ing to our successful continental cam- 
paigns, which maddened England with almost daily annunciations 
of victory,— all these circumstances, I say, combined to supply 
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spirit to every party. In fact, England was almost turned upside 

down with universal feting l Mrs. , the lady whose party I 

have just been mentioning, was in ecstasy at the eclat with which 
the whole was going off, and charmed with the buoyant animation 
with which all seemed inclined to contribute their quota to the 
evening’s amusement. A young lady of some personal attractions, 
most amiable manners, and great accomplishments — particularly 
musical— had been repeatedly solicited to sit down to the piano, 
for the purpose of favouflhg the company with the sweet Scottish 
air, “ The Banks of Allan Water. ” For a long time, however, she 
steadfastly resisted their importunities, on the plea of low spirits. 
There was evidently an air of deep pensiveness, if not melancholy, 
about her, which ought to have corroborated the truth of the plea 
she urged. She did not seem to gather excitement with the rest ; 
and rather endured, than shared, the gaieties of the evening. Of 
course, the young folks around her of her own sex whispered their 
suspicions that she was in love; and, in point of fact,. it was well 

known by several present, that Miss was engaged to a young 

officer who had earned considerable distinction in the Peninsular 
campaign, and to w'hom she was to be united on his return from 
the Continent. It need not therefore be wondered at, that a 
thought of the various casualties to which a soldier’s life is exposed 
— especially a bold and brave young soldier, such as her intended 
had proved himself — and the possibility, if not probability, tjiat he 
might, alas! never. . . • • 

• , , * * .'•• ~ ' * 

Return to claim his blushing bride, ’ 

/ • 

. ■ : . •. ... . 1 * ^ '• 

but be left behind among the glorious throng of the fallen— sufficed 

to overcast her mind with gloomy anxieties and apprehensions. It 
was, indeed, owing solely to the affectionate importunities of her 
relatives, that she w r as prevailed on to be seen in society at all. Had 
her own inclinations been consulted, she would have sought soli- 
tude, where she might with weeping and trembling, commend her 
htrj)es to the hands of Him, “ who seeth in secret,” and “ in whose 
hands are the issues ” of battle. As, however. Miss — — s rich 
contralto voice, and skilful powers of accompaniment, were much 
talked of, the company would listen to no excuses or apologies; so 
the poor girl was absolutely baited into sitting down tft the piano, 
#henshe ran over a few melancholy chords with an air of reluc- 
tance and displacency. Her sympathies were soon excited by the 
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fine tones — the tumultuous melody — of the keys she touched ; and 
she presently struck into the soft and soothing symphony of “ The 
Banks of Allan Water. ” The breathless silence of the bystanders — 
for nearly all the company had thronged around — was at length 
broken by her voice, stealing, “ like faint blue gushing streams,” 
on the delighted ears of her auditors, as she commenced singing 
that exquisite little ballad, with the most touching pathos and 
simplicity. She had just comtpdhced the verse, . 

For his bride a soldier sought her, - • • 

And a winning tongue bad he ! 

when, to the surprise of every body around her, she suddenly 
ceased playing and singing, without removing her hands from the 
instrument, and gazed steadfastly forward with a vacant air, while • 
the colour faded from her cheeks, and left them pale as the lily. 
She continued thus for some moments, to the alarm and astonish- 
ment of the company— motionless, and apparently unconscious of 
any one’s presence. Iler elder sister, much agitated, stepped 
towards her, placed her hand on her shoulder, endeavoured gently 
to rouse her, and said hurriedly, “ Anne, Anne! what is the mat- 
ter?” — Miss — — made no answer; but a few moments after, 
without moving her eyes, suddenly burst into a piercing shriek! 
Consternation seized all present . . .. 

“ Sister — sister ! — Dear Anne, are you ill ? ”*again inquired her 
trembling sister, endeavouring to rouse her, but in vain. Miss 
— -did not seem either to see or hear her. Her eyes still gazed 
fixedly forward, till they seemed gradually to expand, as it were, 
with an expression of glassy horror. A11 present seemed utterly 
confounded, and afraid to interfere with her. Whispers were 
heard, “ She’s ill— in a fit — run for some water! Good God !— , 
How strange! — What a piercing shriek?” — etc., etc. At length 

Miss ’s lips moved. She began to mutler inaudibly ; but by 

and by Chose immediately near her could distinguish the words, 

*• There !— *-there they are — with their lanterns. — Oh! they are 
looking out for the de—a — dl — They turn over the heaps. — Ah ! — 
now — no! — that little hill of slain— see, see! — Hiey are turning 
them over, one by one — There ! — there he is ! — Oh, horror ! hor- 
ror! horror ! — right through the heart!.” and with alongshud- 
dering groan, she fell senseless into the arms of her horror-struck 
sister. Of course all were in confusion and dismay — uot a face 
present, but was blanched with agitation and affright ou hearing 
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• the extraordinary words she uttered. With due delicacy aud pro- 
priety of feeling, all those whose carriages had happened to have 
already arrived, instantly took their departure, to prevent their 
presence embarrassing or interfering with the family, who were 
already sufficiently bewildered. The room was soon thinned of 
all, except those w ho were immediately engaged in rendering their 
services to the young lady; andaservant was instantly despatched, 
with a horse, for me. On my arrival, I found her in bed (still at 
the house where the party w as given, w hich w as that of the young 
lady’s sister-in-law'). She had fallen into a succession of swoons 
ever since she had been carried up from the drawing-room, and 
was perfectly senseless when I entered the bed-chamber wdiere she 
lay# She had not spoken a syllable since uttering the singular 
words just related; aud her whole frame was cold and rigid— in 
fact, she seemed to have received some strange shock, w hich had 
altogether paralysed her. By the use, how ever, of strong stimu- 
lants, we succeeded in at length restoring her to something like 
consciousness, but I think it would have been belter for her, judg- 
ing from the event, never to have woke again from forgetfulness. 
She opened her eyes under the influence of the searching stimulants 
wc applied, and stared vacantly for an instant on those standing 
round her bedside. Her countenance, of an ashy hue, was damp 
with clammy perspp-ation, and she lay perfectly motionless, except 
when her frame undulated with long deep-drawn sighs. . 

“Oh, wretched, wretched, wretched girl!” she murmured at 
length, “ why have I lived till now? Why did you not suffer me 
to expire? He called me to join him — I was going — and you will 
not let me — but I must go — yes, yes! ” 

“ Anne — dearest ! — why do you talk so? Charles is not gone — 
he will return soon — he will indeed,” sobbed her sister. 

“Oh, never, never! You could not see what I saw, Jane” — 
she shuddered — “Oh, it was frightful ! How they tumbled about 
the heaps of the dead ! — how they stripped— -oh, horror, hor- 
ror!” 

• • • • • 

“My dear Miss , you are dreaming*— raving — indeed you 

are,” said I, holding her hand in mine. “ Come, come, you must 
not give way to such gloomy, such nervous fancies — you must not 
Indeed. You are frightening your friends to no purpose. ” 

“ What do you mean ?” she replied, looking me Suddenly full in 
the face. “ I tell you itis true ! Ah me, Charles is dead — I know 
' it-— I saw him ! Shot right through the heart I They were stripping 
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Wm , when ” and, heaving three or four short convulsive sobs , 

she again swooned- Mrs- — — ,tbe lady of the house, (the sister- 
in-law of Miss - — , as I think I have mentioned ) , could endure the 
distressing scene no longer; and was carried out of the room, faint- 
ing, in the arms of her husband. With great difficulty, we suc- 
ceeded in restoring Miss — — once more to consciousness; but the 
frequency and duration of her relapses began seriously to alarm 
me. The spirit, being brought so often to the brink, might at last ' 
suddenly flit off into eternity, without any one’s being aware of it. 

I, of course, did all that my professional knowledge and experience 
suggested ; arid, after expressing my readiness to remain all night 

in tie house, in the event of any sudden alteration in Miss for 

the worse, I took my departure, promising to call very early in the 

morning. Before leaving, Mr. had acquainted me with all the 

particulars above related; and, as I rode home, I could not help 
feeling the liveliest curiosity, mingled with the most intense sym- 
pathy for the unfortunate sufferer, to see whether the corrobora- 
ting event would stamp the present as one of those extraordinary 
occurrences,- which occasionally “ come o’er us like a summer 
cloud,” astonishing and perplexing every one. 

The next morning, about nine o’clock, I was again at Miss ’s 

bedside. She was nearly fa the same stale as that in which I bad 
left her the preceding evening — only feebler, and almost conti- 
nually stupified. She seemed, as it were, stunned withsome severe, 
but invisible stroke. She said scarcely any thing, but oftgn ut- 
tered a low, moaning, indistinct sound, and whispered at intervals, 
“Yes — shortly, Charles, shortly— to-morrow.” There was no 
rousing her by conversation ; she noticed no one, and would an- 
swer no questions. 1 suggested the propriety of calling in addi- 
tional medical assistance ; and, in the evening, met two eminent 
brother physicians in consultation at her bedside. We came to the 
conclusion, that she was sinking rapidly, and that, unless some mi- 
racle intervened to restore her energies, she would continue with 
us but a very little longer. After my brother physicians had left, 

I returned to the sick-chamber, and sat by Miss ’s bedside for 

more than an hour. My feelings were much agitated at witnessing 
her singular and affecting situation. There was such a sweet and. 
sorrowful expression about her palid features, deepening, occa- 
sion ally, into such hopelessness of heart-broken anguish, as no one 
could contemplate without deep emotion. There was, besides, 
something mysterious and awing — something of what in Scotland 
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is called secortfl sight — in the circumstances which had occasioned 
her illness. j •• • . > - 

“ Gone — gone ! ” she murmured, with closed eyes, while 1 was 
sitting and gazing in silence on her, 44 gone — and in glory 1 I shall 
see the young conqueror— 1 shall 1 How he will love me ! Ah 1 1 
recollecl,” she coulinued, after a long interval, “ it was 4 The Banks 
of Allan Water’ those cruel people made me sing — and my heart 
breaking the while! — What was the verse 1 was singing when I 
saw” — she shuddered— 44 oh 1— this,— 

For his bride a soldier sought her. * ' 

And a winning tongue had he— 

On the banks of Allan Water 
None so gay as she! 

But the summer grief had brought her. 

And the soldier — false was he — 

• . « . ■ ' ■ , ' • . . • ’ • •’ • ; 

Oh, no, no, never — Charles — my poor murdered Charles— never 1 ” 
she groaned ; and spoke no more -that night. She continued ut- 
terly deaf to all that Was said in the way of sympathy or remon- 
strance; and, if her lips moved at all, it was only to utter family 
some such words as “Oh, let me — let me leave in peace 1 ” During 
the two next days, she continued drooping rapidly. The only cir- 
cumstance about her demeanour particularly noticed, was, that 
she once moved her hands for a moment over the counterpane, as 
though she were playing the piano — a sudden flush overspread her 
features — her eyes stared, as though she were startled by the ap- 
pearance of some phantom or other, and she gasped, 44 There, 
there 1 ” — after which she relapsed into her former state of stupor. 

Now, will it be credited, that on Die fourth morning of Miss ’s 

illness, a letter was received from Paris by her family, with a black 
seal, and franked by the noble Colonel of the regiment iu which 

Charles had served, communicating Die melancholy iutelli- 

gence, that the young Captain had fallen towards the close of the 
battle of Waterloo ; for while in the act of charging at the head of 
his corps, a French cavalry ofiicer shot him with his pistol right 
through the heart! The whole family, with all their acquaintance, 
were unutterably shocked at the news, and almost petrified with 

•Amazement at the strange corroboration of Miss -’s prediction. 

flow to communicate it to the poor sufferer was now a serious 
question; or whether to communicate it at all at present? The fa- 
mily, at last, considering that it would be unjustifiable in them any 
longer to withhold the intelligence, intrusted the painful duty to 
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me. I therefore repaired to her bedside alone, in the evening of 
the day on which the letter had been received : that evening was 
the last of her life ! I sat down in my usual place beside her, and 
her pulse, countenance, breathing, cold extremities, together with 
the fact, that she had taken no nourishment w hatever since she had 
been laid on her bed, convinced me that the poor girl’s sufferings 
were soon to terminate. I was at a loss for a length of time how 
to break the oppressive silence. Observing, however, her fading 
eyes fixed on me, I determined, as it were accidentally, to attract 
th?m to the fatal letter which I then held in my hand. After a 
while she observed it ; her eye suddenly settled on the ample co- 
roneted seal, and the sight operated something like an electric 
shock. She seemed struggling to speak, but it vain. I now 
wished to Heaven I had never agreed to undertake the duty which 
had been imposed upon me. I opened the letter, and, looking 
steadfastly at her, said, in as soothing tones as my agitation could 
command; — •“ My dear girl — now, don’t be alarmed, or Ishall not 
tell you what I was going to tell you.” — She trembled, and her 
sensibilities seemed suddenly restored ; for her eye assumed an ex- 
pression of alarmed intelligence, and her lips moved about like 
those of- a person who feels them parched w ith agitation, and en- 
deavours to moisten them. “ This letter has been received to-day 

from Paris,” I continued; “ it is from Colonel , and brings 

word that — that — that” — I felt suddenly choked, and could Tiot 
bring out the words. 

“ That my Charles is dead — I know it. Did I not tell you so ?” 

said Miss , interrupting me, with as clear and distinct a tone 

of voice as she ever had in her life. I felt confounded. Had the 
unexpected operation of the news I brought been able to dissolve 
the spell which had withered her mental energies, and afford pro- 
mise of her restoration to health ? 

Has the reader ever watched a candle, which is flickering and 
expiring in its socket, suddenly shoot up into an instantaneous 
brilliance, and then be utterly extinguished? I soon saw it was 

thus with poor Miss . All the expiring energies of her sonl 

were suddenly collected to receive this corroboration of her vision 
— if such it may be called — and then she would, 

. Like a lily drooping, , , 

Bow her head, and die . 

To return : She begged me, in a faltering voice, to read her all the 
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letter. She listened with closed eyes, and made no remark, when 
I had concluded. After a long pause, I exclaimed — ‘‘God be 

praised, my dear Miss , that you have been able to receive 

this dreadful news so firmly ! ” 

“ Doctor, tell me, hare you no medicine that could make me 
weep ? — Oh, give it me, give it me ! It would relieve me, for I 
feel a mountain on my breast — it is crushing me,” she replied 
feebly, uttering the words at long intervals. Pressing her hand in 
mine, I begged her to be calm, and the oppression would sogn 
disappear. t • 

“Oh — oh — oh,' that I could weep, Doctor!” She whispered 
something else, but inaudibly. I put my ear close to her mouth, 
and distinguished something like the words— “ Jane! — I am— call 
her — hush ” — accompanied with a faint, fluttering, gurgling sound. 
Alas, I too well understood it ! With much trepidation I ordered 
the nurse to summon the family into the room instantly. Her 
sister Jane was the first that entered, her eyes swollen With weep- 
ing, and seemingly , half suffocated with the effort to conceal her 
emotions. 

“Oh, my darling , precious, — my own sister Anne ! ” she sobbed, 
and knelt down at the bedside, flinging her arms round her sister’s 
neck, kissing the gentle sufferer’s cheeks and mouth. 

._ •“ Anne! — love! — darling! — dout you know me ? She groaned, 
kissing her forehead repeatedly. Gould 1 help weeping ? All who 
had entered were standing around the bed, sobbing, and in tears. 
I kept my fingers at the wrist of the dying sufferer ; but could not 
feel whether or not the pulse beat, which, however, I attributed 
to my own agitation. • • • • . 

“ Speak — speak — my darling Anne ! speak to me ; I am your 
poor sister Jane!” sobbed the agonized girl, continuing fondly 
kissing her sister’s cold lips and forehead. She suddenly started 
— exclaimed, “ O God, she’s dead!” and sank instantly senseless 
on the floor. Alas, alas ! it was too true; my sweet and broken- 
hearted patient was no more ! 
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CHAPTER IX. 

. CONSUMPTION. 

Consumption! — Terrible, insatiable tyrant! — Who can arrest 
thy progress, or number thy victims? Why dost thou attack al- 
most exclusively the fairest and loveliest of our species ? Why se- 
lect blooming and beautiful youth, instead of haggard and exhaust- 
ed age? Why strike down those who are bounding blithely from 
the starting-post of life, rather than the decrepit be jpgs tottering 
towards Its goal ? By what infernal subtilty hast thou contrived 
hitherto to baffle the profoundest skill of science, to frustrate ut- 
terly the uses of experience, and disclose thyself only when thou 
hast irretrievably secured thy victim, and thy fangs are crimsoned 
with its blood ? Destroying angel ! why art thou commissioned 
thus to smite down the first-born of agonized humanity ? What 
are the strange purposes of Providence, that thus letteth thee loose 
upon the objects of its infinite goodness! 

Alas! how many aching hearts have been agitated with these un- 
answerable questions, and how many myriads are yet to be wrung 
and tortured by them ! Let me proceed to lay before the reader 
a shorpand simple statement of one of the many cases of consump- 
tion, and all its attendant broken-heartedness, with which a toler- 
ably extensive practice has, alas ! crowded my memory. The one 
immediately following has been selected, because it seemed to me, 
tiiongh destitute of varied and stirring incident, calculated, on va- 
rious accounts, to excite peculiar interest and sympathy. Possibly 
there arc a few who may consider the ensuing pages pervaded by 
a tone of exaggeration. Indeed it is not so. Uly heart has really 
ached under the task of recording the bitter, premature fate of one • 

of the most lovely and accomplished young women I ever knew ; 
and the vivid recollection of her sufferings, as well as those of her 
anguished relatives^ may have led me to adopt strong language, 

— but not strong enough adequately to express my feelings. 

Miss Herbert lost both her father and mother before she had at- 
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taincd her tenth year; and was solemnly committed by each to the 
care of her uncle, a Baronet, who was unmarried, and, through 
disappointment in a first attachment, seemed likely to continue so 
to the end of his life. Tw o years after his brother’s death, he was 
appointed to an eminent official situation in India, as the fortune 
attached to his baronetcy had suffered severely from the extrava- 
gance of his predecessors. He was for some lime at a loss how to 
dispose of his little niece. Should.he take her with him to India, 
accompanied by a first-rale governess, and have her carefully edu- 
cated under his own eye ; or leave her behind in England, at one 
of the fashionable boarding-schools, and trust to the general sur- 
veillance of a distant female relative ? He decided on the former 
course ; and, accordingly, very shortly after completing her twelfth 
year, this little blooming •exotic was transplanted to the scorched 
soil, aud destined to waste its sweetness” on the sultry air of 
India. a 

A more delicate and lovely little creature than was Eliza Her- 
bert, at this period, cannot be conceived. She was the only bud 
from a parent stem of remarkable beauty; but, alas! that stem was 
suddenly withered by consumption. Her father, also, fell a victim 
to the fierce typhus fever oqly half a year after the death of his 
wife. Little Eliza Herbert inherited, with her mother’s beauty, 
her constitutional delicacy. Her figure was so slight, that it al- 
most suggested to the beholder the idea of transparency; and there 
was a softness and languor in her azure eyes, beaming through 
their long silken lashes, which told of something too refined for 
humanity. Her disposition fully comported with hfer person and 
habits, — arch , mild , and intelligent, with a little dash of penSiveuess. 
She loved the shade of retirement. Ifshe occasionally flitted for a 
moment into the w orld, its glare and uproar seemed almost to stun 
her gentle spirit, and fright it back into congenial privacy. She 
was, almost from infancy, devotedly fond of reading ; and sought 
with peculiar avidity books of sentiment. Her gifted preceptress 
— one of the most amiable and refined of women — soon won her 
entire confidence, and found little difficulty in imparling to her apt 
pupil all the stores of her own superior and extensive accomplish- 
ments. Not a day passed over her head, that did not find Eliza 
Herbert rivetted more firmly in the hearts of all who came injfir 
her, from her doating uncle, down to the most distant domestic. 
Every lbxury that wealth and power could procure, was, of course, 
always at her command; but her own innate propriety and just 
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I asfe prompted Iter to prefer simplicity in all things. Flattery of 
.all kinds she abhorred— and forsook the house of a rich old English 
lady, who once told her to her face she was a beautiful little an- 
gel ! In short, a more lovely and amiable being than Eliza Herbert* 
surely never adorned the ranks of humanity. The only fear which 
incessantly haunted those around her, and kept Sir — — in a fe- 
verish flutter of apprehension every day of his life, was, that his 
niece was, in his own words, “ too good — too beautiful, for this 
world; 1 ’ and that unseen messengers from above were already 
flitting around her, ready to claim her suddenly for the skies. He 
has often described to me his feelings on this subject. He seemed 
conscious that he had no right to reckon on the continuance of her 
life ; he felt, whenever he thought of her. an involuntary appre- 
hension that she would, at no distant period, suddenly fade from 
his sight ; he w as afraid, he said, to let out the whole of his heart’s 
affections on her. Like the Oriental merchant, who trembles while 
freighting “ one hark — one little fragile bark,” with the dazzling 
stores of his immense all, and committing it To the capricious 

dominion of wind and waves; so Sir often declared, that, 

at the period I am alluding to, he experienced cruel misgivings, 
that if he embarked the whole of his soul’s loves on little Eliza Hu- 
bert, they were fated to be Shipwrecked. Yet he regarded her 
every day with feelings which soou heightened into absolute idol- 
atry ! 

His fond anxieties soon suggested to him, that so delicate aiid 
fragile a being as his niece, supposing for a moment the existence 
of any real grounds of apprehension that her constitution bore an 
hereditary taint, could not be thrown into a directer path for her 
grave, than in India ; that any latent tendency to consumption would 
be' quickened and developed with fatal rapidity in the burning at- 
mosphere she was then breathing. His mind, once thoroughly 
sufTused with alarms of this sort , could not ever afterwards be dis- 
possessed of them; and he accordingly determined to relinquish 
his situation in India, the instant he should haVe realized, from one 
quarter or another, sufficient to enable him to return to England, 
and support an establishment suitable to his station in society. 
About five years had elapsed since his arrival iu India, during which 
he bad contrived to save a large portion of his very ample Income, 
when news reached him that a considerable fortune had fallen to 
him, through the death of a remote relative. The intelligence 
made him, comparatively, a happy man. He instantly set on foot 
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arrangements for returning to England, and procuring the imme- 
diate appointment of his successor. ' , 

Unknown to bis niece, about a year after his arrival in India, 

% Sir had confidentially consulted the most eminent physician on 

thespot In obedience to the injunctions of the Baronet, Dr. C 

was in the habit of dropping in frequently, as if accidentally, to 
dinner, for the purpose of marking Miss Herbert’s demeanour, and 
ascertaining whether there was, so to speak, the very faintest 
adumbration of any consumptive tendency. But no — his quick and 

practised eye detected no morbid indications; and he repeatedly 
gladdened the Baronet’s heart, by assuring him, that, for any pre- 
sent evidence to the contrary, little Miss Herbert bade as fair for 
long and healthy life as any woman breathing, especially if she 
soon returned to the more salubrious climate of England. Though 

Dr. G had never spoken professionally to her, Eliza Herbert 

was too quick and shrewd an observer, to continue unapprized of 
tiie object of his frequent visits to her uncle’s house. She bad not 
failed to notice «his searching glances ; and knew well that lie 
w atched almost every mouthful of food she ate, and scrutinized all 
her movements. He hadonce also ventured to feel herpulse, in a 
l»lf-in-earnest half-in-joke manner, and put one or two questions 
to the governess about Miss Herbert’s general habits, which that 
good, easy, communicative creature unfortunately told her inqui- 
sitive little pupil ! 

• No w there are few things more alarming and irritating to young 
people, even if consciously enjoying the most robust health, than 
suddenly to find that they ha\e long been, and still are, theobjects 
of anxious medical surveillance. They begin naturally to suspect 
that there must be very good reason for it— and especially in the 
case of nervous, irritable temperaments ; their peace of mind is 
thenceforward destroyed by torturing apprehensions that they are 
the doomed victims of some insidious, incurable malady. Of this 

I have known very many illustrations. Sir , also, was aware 

of its ill consequences, and endeavoured to avert even the shadow 
of a suspicion from his niece’s mind as to the real object of Dr. 
C—’s visits, by formally introducing him, from the first, as one 
of his own intimate friends. He therefore flattered himself that his 
niece was profoundly ignorant of Uie existence of his anxieties con- 
cerning her health ; and was not a little startled one hiorning by 
Miss Herbert’s abruptly entering his study, aud, pale, with ill- 
disguised anxiety, inquiring if there was “any thing the matter 
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with her?” ' Was she unconsciously falling into a decline '( she 
asked, almost in so many words. Her uncle was so confounded by 
the suddenness of the affair, that he lost his presence of mind, 
changed colour a little, and, with a consciously embarrassed air, 
assured her that it was “no such thing,” — “ quite a mistake” — a 
“ very ridiculous one ” — a “ childish whim," etc. etc. etc. He w as 
so very earnest and energetic in his assurances that there was 
no earthly ground for apprehension, and, in short, concealed his 
alarm so clumsily, that his poor niece, though she left him with a 
kiss and a smile, and affected to be satisfied, retired to her own 
room, and from that melancholy moment resigned herself to her 
grave. Of this, she herself, three years subsequently, in England, 
assured me. She never afterwards recovered that gentle buoy- 
ancy and elasticity of spirits which made her burst upon her few r 
friends and acquaintance like a little lively sunbeam of cheerfulness 
and gaiety. She felt perpetually haunted by gloomy, though 
vague suspicions, that there was something radically wrong in her 
constitution — that it was from her birth sown with the seeds of 
death — and that no earthly power could eradicate them. Though 
she resigned herself to the dominion of such harassing thoughts as 
these while alone, and even shed tears abundantly, she succeeded 
in banishing to a great extent her uncle’s disquietude, by assuming 
even a greater gaitety of demeanour than before. The Baronet 
took occasion to mention the little incident above related to Dr. 

C ; and was excessively agitated to see the physician assume 

a very serious air. 

“ This may be attended with more mischief than you are aware 
of, Sir , he replied. “ I feel it my duty to tell you how miser- 

ably unfortunate for her it is, that Miss Herbert has at last detected 
your restless uneasiness about her health, and the means you have 
taken to watch her constitution. Henceforward she may appear 
satisfied — but mark me if she can ever forget it. You will find 
her fall frequently Into momentary fits of absence and thought- 
fulness. She will brood over it,” continued Dr. C— — . 

“ Why, good God ! Doctor,” replied the Baronet, “ what’s the 
use of (tightening one thus? Do you think my niece is the first girl 
who has know n that her friends are anxious about her health ? If 
she is really, as you tell her, free from disease— why, in the name 
of common sense! can she fancy herself into a consumption?” 

- “ No, no, Sir ; but incessant alarm may accelerate the evil 

you dread , and predispose her to sink— her energies to droop — 
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under the blow, however lightly it may at first fall, which has been 

so long impending. And, besides. Sic , 1 did not say she was 

free from disease, but only that I had not discerned any present 
symptoms of disease. ' 7 < 

“Oh, stuff, stuff, Doctor! nonsense!’ 5 muttered the Baronet, 
rising and pacing the room with excessive agitation. “ Can’t the 
girl be laughed out of her fears ? ” 

It may be easily believed that Sir spent every future mo- 

ment of his stay in India in an agony of apprehension. His fears 
exaggerated the slightest indication of his niece’s temporary indis- 
position into a symptom of consumption. Any tiling like a cough 
from her would send him to a pillow of thorns ; and her occasional 
refusal of food at meal-times was received with undisguised trepi- 
dation on the part of her uncle. If he overtook her at a distance, 
walking out with her governess, he would follow unperceived, and 
strain his eye-sight with endeavouring to detect any thing like 
feebleness in her gait. These incessant, and very natural anxieties 
about the only being beloved in the world, enhanced by his efforts 
to conceal them, sensibly iuipaired his own health andspirits. He 
grew fretful and irritable in bis demeanour towards every member 
of his establishment, and could not completely fix his thoughts for 
the transaction of his important official business. 

This may be thought an overstrained representation of Sir ’s 

slate of mind respecting his niece ; but by none except a young, 
thoughtless, or heartless reader. Let tht thousand — the million — 
heart-wrung parents, who have mourned, and are now mourning, 
over their consumptive offspring — let them, I say, echo the truth 
of the sentiments 1 am expressing. Let those whose bitter fate it 
is to see 

The bark, so richly freighted with their love, 

gradually sinking, shipwrecked before their very eyes — let them 
say, whether the pen or tongue of man can furnish adequate words 
to give expression to their anguished feelings 1 

Eighteen years of age — within a trifle — was Miss Herbert, when 
she again let foot on her native land, and the eyes and heart of 
her idolizing uncle leaped for joy to see her augmented health and 
loveliness, which he fondly flattered himself might now be des- 
tined to 

A , * . _ 

Grow with her growth, and strengthen with her strength. 
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The voyage — though long and monotonous As usual — with its 
fresh breezy balmlness, had given an impetus to her animal spirits ; 
and as her slight figure stepped down - the side of the gloomy co- 
lossal Indiaman which had brought her across the seas, her blue 
eye was bright as that of a seraph, her beauteous cheeks glowed 
with a soft and rich crimson, and there was a lightne^, ease, and 
elasticity in her movements, as she tripped the short distance be- 
tween the vessel and the carriage, which was in waiting to convey 
them to town, that filled herdoating uncle with feelings of almost 
frenzied joy. 

“ God Almighty bless thee, my darling ! — Bless thee — bless thee 
for ever, my pride I my jewel ! — Long and happy be thy life in 
merry England ! ” sobbed the Baronet, folding her almost con- 
vulsively in his arms, as soon as they were seated in the carriage, 
and giving her the first kiss of welcome to her native shores. The 
second day after they were established at one of the hotels, while 
Miss Herbert and her governess were riding the round of fashionable 

shopping, Sir drove alone to the late Dr. Baillie. In a long 

interview (they were personal friends) he communicated all his 
distressing apprehensions about his niece’s state of health, implor- 
ing him to say whether he had any real cause of alarm whatever 
— immediate or prospective — and what course and plan of life he 
would recommend for the future. Dr. Baillie, after many and 
minute inquiries, contented himself with saying, that he saw no 
grounds for present apprehensions. “ It certainly did sometimes 
happen,” he said, “ that a delicate daughter of a consumptive pa- 
rent, inherited her mother’s tendencies to disease.” — “ As for her 
future life and habits, there was not the slightest occasion for me- 
dicine of any kind ; she must live almost entirely in the country, 
take plenty of fresh dry air and exercise — especially eschew late 
hours and company and he hinted, finally, the advantages, and 
almost necessity, of an early matrimonial engagement. 

It need hardly be said, that Sir resolved most religiously to 

follow this advice to the letter. 

“I’ll come and dine with you in Dover Street, at seven to-day,” 
said Dr. Baillie, ‘‘and make my own observations.” 

“ Thank you, Doctor — but — but we dine out to-day,” muttered 
the Baronet, rather faintly, adding, inwardly, “No, no ! — no more 
medical espionage — no, no ! ” 

Sir purchased a very beautiful mansion, which then hap- 

pened to be for sale, situated within ten or twelve miles of Lon-* 
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don; and Ihilhi'r lip removed, as soon .as ever the preliminary 
arrangements could be completed. 

The shrine, and its divinity, were worthy of each other. 

Hall was one of the most charming picluresque residences in the 
county. It was a line antique semi-Gothic structure, almost ob- 
scured from sight in the profound gloom of forest shade. The 
delicious velvet greensward, spread immediately in front of the 
house, seemed fonned for the gentle footsteps of Miss Herbert. 
AVhen you went there, if you looked carefully about, you might 
discover a little white tuft glistening on some part or other of the 
“smooth soft-shaven lawn;” it was her pet lamb, — sweet em- 
blem of its ow ner’s innocence ! — cropping the crisp and rich her- 
bage. Little thing ! it would scarcely submit to be fondled by 
any hand but that of its indulgent mistress. She also might occa- 
sionally be seen there, wandering thoughtfully along, with a book 
in her hand— Tasso, probably, or Dante — and her loose light hair 
straying from beneath a gipsy bonnet, commingling in pleasant 
contrast with a saffron-coloured riband. Her uncle w ould sit for an 
hour together at a corner of his study window, overlooking the 
lawn, and never remove his eyes from the figure of his fair niece. 

Miss Herbert was soon talked of every where in the neighbour- 
hood, as the pride of the place — the star of the .county. She 
budded forth almost visibly ; and though her exquisite form was 
developing daily, till her matured womanly proporiions seemed to 
have been cast hi the mould of the Venus dc Medici, though on a 
scale of more slenderness and delicacy, it was, nevertheless, out- 
stripped by the precocious expanding of her intellect. The sym- 
pathies of her soul were attuned to the deepest and most rclined 
sentiment. She was passionately fond of poetry; and never 
wandered without the sphere of what w as first-rate. Dante and 
Milton were her constant companions, by day and night; and it 
was a treat to hear the mellifluous cadences of the former uttered 
by the soft and rich voice of Miss Herbert. She could not more 
satisfactorily evidence her profound appreciation of the true spirit 
of poetry, than by her almost idolatrous admiration of the kindred 
genius of Handel and Mozart. She was scarcely ever known to 
play any other music than theirs; she would listen to none but 
the “ mighty voices of those dim spirits.” And then she was the 
most amiable and charitable creature, that sure ever node the 
earth ! How many colds— slight, to be sure, and evanescent — 
bad she caught, and how many rebukes from the alarmed fond- 
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ness of her uncle had site suffered in consequence, through her Ire- . 
quent visits, in all weathers, to the cottages of the poor and sick ! 

— ■“ You arc describing an ideal being, and investing it with all 
the graces and virtues — one that never really existed,” perhaps 
exclaims one of my readers. There are not a few now living, who 
could answer for the truth of my poor and faint description, with 
anguish and regret. Frequently, on seeing such instances of 
precocious development of the powers of both mind and body, 
lha curt and forcible expression of Quintilian has occurred to 
my ihi nd with painful force— “ Quod observation fere est, cele- 
lius occidere festinatam matuntatem,” * aptly rendered by the 
English proverb, “Soon ripe, soon rotten.” 

. The latter part of Dr. Baillie’s advice was anxiously kept in view 

by Sir ; and soon after Miss Herbert had completed her 

twentieth year, he had the satisfaction of seeing her encourage 

the attentions of a Captain , the third son of a neighbouring 

nobleman. He was a remarkably fine and handsome young man, 
of a very superior spirit, and fully capable of appreciating the 
value of her w hose hand he sought. Sir was delighted, al- 

most to ecstasy, when lie extracted from the trembling, blushing 

girl, a confession that Captain ’s company was any thing but 

disagreeable to her. The young military hero was, of course, 
soon recognised as her suitor; and a handsome couple, people 
said, they w'ould make. Miss Herbert’s health seemed more ro- 
bust, and her spirits more buoyant, than ever. How, indeed, 
could it be otherwise, when she w'as daily riding in an open car- 
riage, or on horseback, over a hue, breezy, champaign country, 
by the side of the gay, handsome, fascinating Captain ? 

The Baronet was sitting one morning in his study, having the 
day before returned from a month’s visit to some friends in Ire- 
land, and engaged with some important letters from India, when 

Miss B , his niece’s governess, sent a message, requesting to 

speak in private w ith him. When she entered, her embarrassed, 
and somewhat flurried manner, not a little surprised Sir . 

“ How r is Eliza ?— HowisEliza. Miss B ?” he inquired hastily, 

laying aside his reading glasses. “ Very well,” she replied, “ very; ” 
and. after a little fencing about the necessity of making allowance 
for the exaggeration of alarm and anxiety, she proceeded to inform 
him, that Miss Herbert had latterly passed restless nights — that her 
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sleep was not unfrequently broken by .a cough — a sort of faint 

churchyard cough, she said, it seemed — which had notbeennoticed 
for some time, till it was accompanied by other symptoms. — “Gra- 
cious God! Madam, how was this not told me before?— Why — • 
Why did you not write to me in Ireland about it!” inquired 

Sir ,\vith excessive trepidation. He could scarcely sit in his 

chair, and grew very pale ; while Miss B , herself equally agi- 

tated, went on to mention profuse night-sweats — a disinclination 
for food — exhaustion from the slightest exercise — a feverishness 
every evening — and a faint hectic flush 

“ Oh, plague spot!” groaned the Baronet, almost Choked, letting 
fall his reading glasses. He tottered towards the bell, and the 
valet was directed to order the carriage for town immediately. 

“ What — what possible excuse can I devise for bringing Dr. Baillie 
here?” said he to the governess, as he was drawing on his gloves. 

“ Well — well — I’ll leave it to you — do what you can. For God’s 
sake, madam, prepare her to see him somehow or another, for the 

Doctor and I shall certainly be here together this evening.— Oh ! 

• * • . 

say I’m called up to town on sudden business, and thought I might 
as well bring him on with me, as he is visiting a patient in the 
neighbour ood— Oh ! any tiling, madam — any thing !” He hardly 
knew what he was saying. 

Dr. Baillie, however, could not come, being himself at Brighton, 
an invalid, and the Baronet was, therefore, pleased, though with 
ill-disguised chagrin, to summon me to supply his place. On my 
way down, he put me in possession of most of the facts above narrated. 
He implored me, in tenderness to his agitated feelings, to summon all 
the tact I had ever acquired, and alarm the object of my visit as 
little as possible. I was especially to guard against appearing to 
know too much ; I was to beat about the bush — to extract her 
symptoms gradually, etc. I never saw the fondest, the most doat- 
ing father or mother more agitated about an only child than was 

Sir ■ about his niece. He protested that he could not survive 

her death — that she was the only prop and pride of his declining - 
years — and that he must fall if he lost her ; and made use of many 
similar expressions. It was in vain that I besought him not to allow 
himself to be carried so much away by his fears. He must let me see 
her, and have an opportunity of judging whether there were any 
real cause of alarm, I said; and he might rely on my honour as a 
gentleman, that I would be frank and candid with him, to the very 
utmost — I would tell him the worst. I reminded him of the possi- 
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bility that the symptoms he mentioned might not really exist; that 

they might have been seen by Miss B through the distorting 

and magnifying medium of apprehension; and that, even if they 
did realty exist — why, that — that — they were not always the pre- 
cursors of consumption, I stammered, against my own convictions. 
It is impossible to describe the emotions excited in the Baronet, by 
my simply uttering the word “ consumption. ” He said it stabbed 
fatal to the heart ! 

On arriving at Hall, the Baronet and I instantly repaired to 

the drawing-room, where .Miss Herbert and her governess were 
sitting at tea. The sad sunlight of September shone through the 
Gothic window near which they were sitting. Miss Herbert was 
dressed in white, and looked really dazzlingly beautiful ; but the 
first transient glance warned me that the worst might be appre- 
hended. I had that very morning been at the bedside of a dying 
young lady, a martyr to that very' disease, which commences by 
investing its victim with a tenfold splendour of personal beauty, to 
be compensated for by sudden and rapid decay ! Miss Herbert’s 
eyes were lustrous as diamonds; and the complexion of her cheeks, 
pure and fair as that of the lily, was surmounted with an intense 
circumscribed crimson Bush, — alas, alas! the very plague-spot of 
hectic — of consumption. She saluted me silently, and ^er eyes 
glanced hurriedly from me to her uncle, and from him again to 
me. His disordered air defied disguise. 

She was evidently apprized of my coming, as well as of the occa- 
sion of my visit Indeed, there was a visible embarrassment about 
all four of us, which I felt I was expected to dissipate, by intro- 
ducing indifferent topics of conversation. This I attempted, but 
with little success. Miss Herbert’s tea was before her on a little 
ebony stand, untouched ; and it was evidently a violent effort only 
that enabled her to continue in the room. She looked repeatedly 
at Miss ,as though she wished to be gone. After about half 
an hour’s time, I alluded complimentarily to what I had heard of 
her performance on the piano. She smiled coldly, and rather con- 
temptuously, as though she saw the part I was playing. Nothing 
daunted, however, I begged her to favour me with one of Haydn’s 
sonatas ; and she went immediately to the piano, and played what 
I asked — I need hardly say, exquisitely. Her uncle then withdrew 
for the alleged purpose of answering a letter, as had been arranged 
between us ; and I was left alone with the two ladies. I need not 
fatigue the reader with a minute description of all that passed. I 
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introduced the object of my visit as casually and gently as I 
could, and succeeded more easily than I had anticipated in quieting 
her alarms. The answers she gave to my questions amply corro- 
borated the truth of the account given by Miss B to the Baronet. 

Her feverish accelerated pulse, also, told of the hot blighting breath- 
ings of the destroying angel, who was already hovering close around 
his victim ! — I was compelled to smile with an assumed air of gaiety 
.nd nonchalauce, while listening to the poor girl’s unconscious dis- 
closures of various little matters which amounted to infallible evi- 
dence that she was already beyond thc.reach of medicine. I bade 
her adieu, complimenting her on her charming looks, and ex- 
pressing my delight at finding so little occasion for my professional 
services ! She lookedat me with a half-incredulous, half-conliding 
eye, and w ith much girlish simplicity and frankness, put her hand 
into mine, thanking me for dispersing her fears, and begging me 
to do the same for her uncle. I afterwards learned, that as soon 
as I left the room, she burst into a Hood of tears, and sighed and 
sobbed all the rest of the evening. 

With Sir I felt it my duty to be candid. Why should I 

conceal the w r orst from him, when I felt as certain as I w as of my 
own existence, that his beautiful niece was already beginning to 
wither juay from before his eyes? Convinced that “hope de- 
ferred maketh sick the heart,” 1 have always, in such cases, warned 
the patient’s friends, long beforehand, of the inevitable fate await- 
ing the object of their anxious hopes agd fears, in order that 
resignation might gradually steal thoroughly into their broken 
hearts. To return ; I was conducted to the Baronet’s study, where 
lie was standing with his hat and gloves on, ready to accompany 
me as far as the high-road, in order that 1 might await the arrival 
of a London coach. I told him, in short, that I feared I had seen 
and heard too much to allow a doubt that his niece’s present symp- 
toms were those of the commencing stage of pulmonary consump- 
tion ; and that though medicine and change of climate might pos- 
sibly .avert the evil day for a time, it was my melancholy duty to 
assure him, that no earthly power could save her. 

“Merciful God!” he gasped, loosing his arm from mine, and 
leaning against the park gate, at which we ha^ arrived. I im- 
plored him to be calm. He continued speechless for some time, 
w ith his hands clasped. 

“Oh. Doctor, Doctor!” he exclaimed, as if a gleam of hope had 
suddenly Hashed across his miud, “ we’ve forgot to tell you a most 
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material thing, which perhaps will alter the whole case— oh! how 
could we have forgotten it?” he continued, gfowing healed with 
the thought; “ my niece eats very heartily — nay, more heartily 
than anv of us, and seems to relish her food more.” Alas! I was 
obliged, as I have hundreds of limes before been obliged, to dasli 
the cup from his lips, by assuring him than an almost ravenous ap- 
petite was as invariably a forerunner of consumption as the pilot 
fish of the shark ! 

“ Ob, great God ! what will become of me ? What shall I do ?” 
he exclaimed, almost frantic, and wringing his hands in despair. 
He had lost every vestige of self-control. “ Then my sweet angel 
must die! Damning thought! Oh, let me die too! I cannot — I 
will not — survive her! — Doctor, Doctor, you must give up your 
London practice, and come and live in my house -*you must ! Oh, 
come, come, and I’ll fling my whole fortune at your feet ! Only 
save her, and you and yours shall roll in wealth, if I go back to 
India to procure it! — Oh, whither — whither shall I go with my 
darling? To Italy — to France? My God! What shall I do when 
she is gone — for ever !” he exclaimed, like one distracted. I en- 
treated him to recollect himself, and endeavour to regain his 
self-possession before returning to the presence of his niece. • He 
started. “Oh, mockery, Doctor, mockery! How can I ever 
look on the dear — the doomed girl again? She is no longer 
mine ; she is in her grave — she is ! ” 

Remonstrance and expostulation, I saw, were utterly useless, and 
worse, for they served only to irritate. The coach shortly after- 
wards drew up ; and wringing my hands. Sir extorted a pro- 

mise that I would see his niece the next day, and bring Dr. Baillie 
with me, if he should have returned to town. I was as good as my 
word, except that Dr. Baillie could not accompany me , being still at 
Brighton. My second interview with Miss Herbert was long and 
painfully interesting. We were alone. She wept bitterly, and 
recounted the incident mentioned above, which occurred in India, 
and occasioned her first serious alarm. She felt convinced, sjjc 
told me, that her case was hopeless; she saw, too, that her uncle 
possessed a similar conviction, and sobbed agonizingly when she 
alluded to his altered looks. She had felt a presentiment, she said, 
for some months past, which, however, she had never mentioned 
till then, that her days were numbered, and attributed, too truly, 
her accelerated illness to the noxious climate of India. She de- 
scribed her sensations to be that of a constant void within, as if there 
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were a something .wanting — an unnatural hollowness— a dull, 
deep aching in theleft side — a frequent inclination to relieve her- 
self by spitting, which, when she did, alas ! alas ! she observed 
more than once to be streaked with blood. 

“ How long do you think I have to live, Doctor?” she inquired 
faintly. 

“ Oh, my dear girl, do not, for Heaven’s sake, ask such useless 
questions! — How can I possibly presume to answer them, giving 
you credit for a spark of common sense ?” She grew very pale, 
and drew her handkerchief across her forehead. 

“ Is it likely that I shall have to endure much pain ?” she asked 
with increasing trepidation. I could reply only, that l hoped not — 
that there was no ground for immediate apprehension — and I falter- 
ed, that possibly * milder climate, and the skill of medicine, might 
yet carry her through. The poor girl shook her head hopelessly, 
and trembled violently from head to foot. 

“ Oh, poor uncle !— Poor, poor Edw .” She faltered, and 

fell fainting into my arms ; for the latter allusionto Captain 

had completely overcome her. Holding her senseless sylphlike fi- 
gure in my arms, I hurried to thebeil,andwasimmediatelyjoined 

by Sir , the governess, and one or two female attendants. I 

saw the Baronet was beginning to behave like a madman, by the 
increasing boisterousness of his manner, and the occasional glare 
of wildness that shot from his eye. With the utmost difficulty I 
succeeded in forcing him from the room, and keeping him out till 
Miss Herbert had recovered. 

“Oh, Doctor, Doctor!” he muttered hoarsely, after staggering 
to a seat, “ this is worse than death ! I pray God to take her and 
me too, and put an end to our misery ! ” 

I expostulated with him rather sternly, and represented to him 
the absurdity and impiousness of his wish. 

“ • — ,” he thundered, starting from his chair, and stamping 

furiously to and fro across the room, “ what do you mean by dri- 
lling In that way. Doctor ? Can I sec my darling dying — abso- 
lutely dying by inches— before my very eyes, and yet be cool and 
unconcerned ? I did not expect such conduct from you , Doctor. ” 
He burst into tears. “ Oh ! I’m going mad ! — I’m going mad ! ” he 
groaned, and sank again into his seat. From one or two efforts he 
made to force down the emotions which were swelling anddilating 
his whole frame, I seriously apprehended either that he would fall 
into a fit, or go raving mad. Happily, however, I was mistaken. 
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His excitement gradually subsided. He was a man of remarkably 
strong and ardent feelings, which he had never been accustomed 
to control, even in the moments of their most violent manifesta- 
tions; and on the present occasion the maddening thought that 
the object of his. long, intense, and idolizing love and pride was 
about to be lost to him irretrievably — for ever — was sufficient to 
overturn his shaken intellects. I prevailed upon him to continue 
where he was, till I returned from his niece, for I was summoned 
to her chamber. I found her lying on the bed, only partially un- 
dressed. Her beautiful auburn hair hung disordered over her neck 
and shoulders, partiallyconcealing herlovely marble-hued features. 
Her left hand covered her eyes, and her right clasped a little locket, 
suspended round her neck by a plain black riband, containing a 

little of Captain ’s hair. Miss B — , her governess, her maid, 

and the* housekeeper, with tears and sobs, were engaged in ren- 
dering various little services to their unfortunate young mistress; 
and my heart ached to think of the little — the nothing—/ could do 
for her. * 

Two days afterwards, Dr. Baillie, another physician, and myself, 
went down to see Miss Herbert; for a note from Miss B in- 

formed me that her ward had suffered severely from the agitation 
experienced at the last visit I had paid her, and was in a low' ner- 
vous fever. The consumptive symptoms, also, were beginning to 
gleam through the haze of accidental indisposition with fearful dis- 
tinctness ! Dr. Baillie simply assured the Baronet that n^ predic- 
tions were but too likely to be verified; and that thejonly chance 
of averting the worst form of consumption (a galloping one) would 
be an instant removal to Italy, that the fall of the year, and the 
winter season, might be spent in a more genial and fostering cli- 
mate. We, at tt|c same time, frankly assured Sir , who lis- 

tened with a sullen, despairing apathy of manner, that the utmost 
he had to expect from a visit to Italy, was the chance of a tempo- 
rary suspension of the fate which hovered over his niece. — In a few 
weeks, accordingly, they were all settled at Naples. 

But what have I to say, all this time, the reader Is possibly ask- 
ing, about the individual who was singled out by fate for the first 
and heaviest stroke inflicted by Miss Herbert’s approaching disso- 
lution? Where was the lover? Where was Captain P I have 

avoided allusions to him hitherto, because his distress ted agitation 
transcended all my powers of description. He loved Miss Herbert 
w ill all the passionate romantic fervour of a first attachment ; and 
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the reader must ask his own heart, what were the feelings by which 
that of Captain was lacerated. 

I shall content myself with recording one little incident which 
occurred before the family of Sir — — left for Italy. I was retiring 
one night to rest, about twelve o’clock, when tl\e startling sum- 
mons of the night-bell brought me again down stairs, accompanied 
by a servant. Thrice the bell rang with impatient violence before 
the door could possibly be opened, and I heard the steps of some 
vehicle let down hastily. • \ . 

“ Is Dr. at home ? ” inquired a groom, and being answered 

fii the affirmative, in a second or two a gentleman leaped from a 
chariot standing at the door, and hurried into the room, whither I 
bad retired to await him. He was in a sort of half military tra- 
velling dress. His face was pale, his eye sunk, his air disordered, 

and his voice thick and hurried. It was Captain , who had 

been absent on a shooting excursion in Scotland, and who hid not 
received intelligence of the alarming symptoms disclosed by Miss 
Herbert, till w ithin four days of (bat which found him at my house, 
on the present occasion, come to ascertain from me the reality of 

the melancholy apprehensions so suddenly entertained by Sir 

and the other members of both families. 

“ Gracious God ! Is there no hope. Doctor ! ” he inquired faintly, 
after swallowing a glass of wine, which, seeing his exhaustion 
and agitatiou, I had sent for. I endeavoured to evade giving a 
direct answer — attempted to divert his thoughts towards the pro- 
jected t^t to the Continent — dilated on the soothing, balmy climate 
she would hltve to breathe — it had done wonders for others, etc. — , 
and, in a word, exhausted the stock of inefficient subterfuges and 
palliatives to which all professional men are, on such occasions, 

compelled to resort. Captain listened to me silently, while 

his eye was fixed on roe with a vacant, unobserving stare. His ut- 
ter wretchedness tobched me to the soul; and yet, what consolation 
had I to offer him l After several profound sighs, he exclaimed, 
in a flurried tone, “ I see how it is. Her fate is fixed — and so is 
mine ! Would to God— would to God, I had never seen or known 
Miss Herbert ! — If^kat will become of us! ’’ He rose to go. “ Doc- . 
tor, forgive me for troubling you so late, bu^ really I can rest 

nowhere! I must go back to Hall.” I shook hands with 

him. and ima few momeuts the chariot dashed off. . 

Really lean scarcely conceive of a more dreadful state of mind 
than that of Captain- , or of any one whose “ heart is in the 
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right place,” to use a homely but apt expression, when placed In 
such wretched circumstances as those above related. To see the 
death-warrant sealed of her a man’s soul dotes on — who is the ido- 
lized object of his holiest, fondest, and possibly first affections! 
Yes, to see her bright and beautiful form suddenly snatched down 
into *‘utter darkness” by the cold relentless grasp of our common 
foe — *■ the desire of our eyes taken away as witli a stroke”' — may 
well wither one. That man’s soul which would not be palsied — 
prostrated, by such a stroke as this, is wortldess, and worse — It is 
a libel on his kind. He cannot love a woman as she should and 
must be loved. But why am I so vehement in expressing my feel- 
ings on this subject? Because, in the course of my professional 
intercourse, my soul has been often sickened witMistenlng to the 
expression of opposite sentiments. The poor and pitiful philosophy 
—that the word should ever have been so prostituted ! — which is 
now sneaking in among us, fostered by foolish lads, and men with 
hollow hearts and barren brains, for the purpose of weeding out 
from the soul’s garden its richest and choicest flowers, sympathy 
and sentiment — this philosophy may possibly prompt some reader 
to sneer over the agonies I have been attempting to describe; but, 
O reader! do you eschew it — trample on it whenever, wherever 
you find it, for the Feplile, though very little, is very venomous. 

Captain ’s regiment was ordered to Ireland, and as he found 

it impossible to accompany it, he sold out, and presently followed 
the heart-broken Baronet and his niece to Italy. The delicious cli- 
mate sulliccd to kindle and foster for a while that deceitful iynis 
fatuus — hope, which always flits before In the gloomy horizon of 
consumptive patients, and leads them and their friends on — and on 
— and on — till it suddenly sinks quivering into their grave ! They 
staid at Naples till. the month of July. Miss Herbert was sinking, 

and that with fearful accelerated rapidity. Sir ’s health was 

much "impaired with incessaut anxiety and watching; and Cap- 
tain had been several times on the very borders of madness. 

His love for the dear being who could never be his, increased ten 
thousand fold when he found it hopeless! — Is it not always so? 

Aware that her days, were numbered, Miss Herbert anxiously 
importuned her uncle to return to England. She wished, she said, 
to breathe her last in her native isle — among the green pastures 

and hills of shire, and to be buried beside her father and 

mother. Sir listened to the utterance of these sentiments 

with a breaking heart. He could see no reason for refusing a 
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compliance with her request; and, accordingly, the latter end of 
August beheld the unhappy family once more at Hall. 

I once saw a very beautiful lily, of rather more than ordinary 
stateliness, whose stem had been snapped by the storm over-night ; 
and on entering my garden in the morning, there, alas I alas! lay 
the pride of all chaste flowers, pallid and prostrate on the very bed 
where it bad a short while before bloomed so sweetly ! This little 
circumstance was forcibly recalled to my recollection, on seeing 
Miss Herbert for the first time after het return from the Continent. 
It was in the spacious drawing-room at Hall, where I had be- 

fore seen her, in the evening ; aud she was reclining on an ottoman, 
which had been drawn towards the large fretted Gothic window 
formerly mentioned. I stole -towards it with noiseless footsteps; 
for the hushing, cautioning movements of those present warned me 
that Miss Herbert was asleep. I stood and gazed in silence for 
some moments on the lovely unfortunate — almost afraid to disturb 
tier, even by breathing. She was wasted almost to a shadow, — 
attenuated to nearly ethereal delicacy and transparency. She w as 
dressed in a plain white muslin gown, and lying on an Indian shaw l, 
in which she had been enveloped for the purpose of being brought 
down from her bed-chamber. Her small foot and ankle were con- 
cealed beneath white silk stockings, and satin slippers — through 
which it might be seen how they were shrunk from the full dimen- 
sions of health. They seemed, indeed, rather the exquisite chi- 
selling of Canova, the representation of recumbent beauty, than 
flesh and blood, and scarcely capable of-sustaining even the slight 
pressure of Miss Herbert’s w asted frame. The arms and hands 
were enveloped in long white gloves, which fitted very loosely; and 
her waist, encircled by a broad violet-coloured riband, was rather 
that of a young girl of twelve or thirteen, than a full grown woman. 
Butit was her countenance — her symmetrical features, sunk, faded, 
and damp with death-dews, and her auburn hair falling hi rich 
matted careless clusters down each side of her alabaster temples 
and neck ; it was all this which suggested the bitterest thoughts of 
blighted beauty, almost breaking the heart of the beholder. Per- 
• feclly motionless and statue-like lay that fair creature, breathing so 
imperceptibly, that a rose-leaf might have slept on her lips unflut- 
tered ! On an easy-chair, drawn towards the head of the ottoman, 

sat her uncle, Sir , holding a white handkerchief in his hand, 

with which he from time to time wiped off the dews which started 
out incessantly on bis niece’s pallid forehead. It was affecting to 
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see liis hair changed to a dull iron gray hue ; whereas, before he had 
left for the Continent, it was jet black. His sallow and worn fea- 
tures bore tlie traces of recent tears. 

And where now is the lover ? Where is Captain ? again 

inquires the reader. He was then at Milan, raving beneath the 
tortures and delirium of a brain fever, which flung him on his 

sick-bed only the day before Sir ’s family set out for England. 

Miss Herbert had not been told of the circumstance till she arrived 
at home ; and those who communicated the intelligence will never 
undertake such a‘ duty again ! 

After some time* in which we around had maintained perfect 
silence, Miss Herbert gently opened her eyes ; and seeing me sit- 
ting opposite her uncle, by her side, gave me her hand, and, with 
a faint smile, whispered some words of welcome which I could not 
distinguish. 

“Am I much altered, Doctor, since you saw me last?” she pre- 
sently inquired, in a more audible tone. I said I regretted to see 
her so feeble and emaciated. 

“ And does not my poor uncle also look very ill?” inquired the 
poor girl, eyeing him with a look of sorrowful fondness. She 
feebly extended her arms, as if for the purpose of putting them 
round his neck, and he seized and kissed them with such fervour, 
that she burst into tears. “ Yourkindness is killingme — oh ! don’t, 
don’t I” she murmured. He wasso overpowered with his emotions, 
that he abruptly rose and left the room. I then made many mi- 
nute inquiries about the state of her health. 1 could hardly detect 
any pulsation at the wrist, though the blue veias, and almost the 
arteries, I fancied, might be seen meandering beneath the transpa- 
rent skin. 

★ * * * * * * 

My feelings will not allow me, nor would my space, to describe 
every interview I had with her. She sank very rapidly. She ex- 
hibited all those sudden deceitful rallyings, whichinvariably agonize 
consumptive patients and their friends with fruitless hopes of re- 
covery. Oh, how they are clung to ! how hard to persuade tVieir 
fond hearts to relinquish them ! with what despairing obstinacy wilt 
they persist in “ hoping against hope ! ” I recollect one evening, 
in particular, that her shattered energies were so unaccountably 
revived and collected, her eye grew so full and bright, her cheeks 
were suffused with so rich a vermilion, her voice soft and sweet as 
ever, and her spirits so exhilarated, that even I was staggered for 
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a moment ; and poor Sir got so excited, that he said to me in 

a sort of ecstasy, as lie accompanied me to my carriage, “ Ah, Doc- 
tor, a phccnix! — Doctor, a phoenix ! She’s rising from her ashes — 
ah ! ha ! She’ll cheat you for once — darling ! ” and he raised his 

handkerchief to his eyes, for they were overflowing. 

* * * * * * * 

‘‘Doctor, you’re fond of music, I believe; you won’t have any 
objection to listen to a little now, will you ? — I’m exactly in the 
mood for it, and it’s almost the only enjoyment I have left, and 

Miss B plays enchantingly. Go, love, please, and play a mass 

from Mozart — the one we listened to last night,” said Miss Herbert, 
on one occasion, about a week after the interview last mentioned. 

Miss B , who was in tears, immediately rose, and took her seat 

at the piano. She played exquisitely. I held one of my sweet pa- 
tient’s hands in mine, as she lay on the sofa, with her face turned 
towards the window, through which the retiring sunlight was 
streaming in tender radiance on her wasted features, after tint- 
ing richly the amber-hued groves which were visible though the 
window. I need not attemptto characterise the melting music 

which Miss B was pouring from the piano. I have often 

thought that there is a sort of spiritnul character about some of 
the masses of Mozart, w hich draws out the greatest sympathies of 
one’s nature, striking the deepest and most hidden chords of the 
human heart. On the present occasion, the peculiar circumstances 
in which I was placed, — the time, the place* the dying angel 
whose hand was clasped in mine, — disposed me to a more intense, 
appreciation of Mozart’s music than I had ever known before. The 
soft, soothing, solemn, swelling cadences undulated one after 
another into my full heart, till they forced the tears to gush from 
my eyes. I was utterly overcome. Oh, that languishing, heart- 
breaking music I can never forget ! The form of Eliza Herbert 
flits before me to this day when I hear it spoken of. I will not 
listen to any one play it now — though I have often wept since on 

hearing it from Miss B , to whom Miss Herbert bequeathed 

her piano. But, to return : My tears flowed fast ; and 1 perceived 
also the crystal drops oozing through the closed eyelids of Miss 
Herbert. it Heart-breaking music, is it not, Doctor?” she mur- 
mured. I could make her no reply. I felt at that moment as if I 
could have laid down my life for her. After a long pause. Miss 

B continuing all the while playing, Miss Herbert sobbed — 

“Oh, how I should like to be buried while the organ is playing 
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(Ids music! And he— he was fond of it, too!” she continued, 
with a ions shuddering sigh. It was echoed, to my surprise, but 
iu a profounder tone, from that quarter of the room where the 

grand piano was placed. It could not have been from Miss B , 

I felt sure; and, looking towards her, 1 beheld the dim outline or 

Sir' ’s iigure leaning against the piano, with his face buried in 

his white handkerchief. He had stolen into the room unperceived ; 
for he had left it half an hour before, in a fit of sudden agitation, 
and, after continuing about five minutes, was compelled, by his 
feelings, again to retire. His sigh, and the noise he made in 
withdrawing, had been heard by Miss Herbert. 

“ Doctor — Doctor ! ” she stammered faintly, turning as white 
as ashes, “who — who is that?— what was it? — Oh dear! it can 
never be — no — no — it caimol” — and she suddenly fainted. She 
continued so long insensible, that I began to fear it was all over. 
Gradually, how ever, she recovered, and was carried up -to bed, 
which she did ngt leave again for a week. 

I mentioned »I think, in a former part of this narrative. Miss 
Herbert’s partiality for poetry, and that her readings were con- 
fined to that winch was of the highest order. Among the MSS, 
found in her desk, poor girl, after her decease, w ere many extracts 
from the poets, copied iu a beautiful hand, and evincing true taste 
in their selection. She was particularly partial to “ Thomson’s 
Seasons,” especially “ Winter,” from which she transcribed large-* 
ly. There are also a few uupreteuding sonnets and stanzas of 
her own; which, if not of first-rate excellence, breathe, neverthe- 
less, the sweetest sentiments of virtue, simplicity, and delicacy. 
If I had been permitted, I should have liked to lay before the 
reader a little “ Sonnet to a Dead Robin,” and “ To a Moss Rose.” 

1 have also often heard her, while sitting by her bedside, utter 
verj* beautiful thoughts, suggested by the bitterness of her own 
premature fate. All — all are treasured in my heart ! 

I nave not attempted to describe her feelings with reference to 

Captain , simply because I cannot do them justice, without, 

perhaps, incurring tfowreader’s suspicions that I am slipping into 

the character of the novelist; She did not know that Captain 

continued yet at death’s door at Milan, for we felt bound to spare 
her feelings. We fabricated a story that he had been suinmoucd 
into Egypt, to inquire after the fate of a brother who had tra- 
velled thither, and whose fate, we said, was doubtful. Poor girl ! 
she believed us at last— and seemed rather inclined to accuse him 
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of unkindness for allowing any thing to withdraw him from her 
side. She never, however, said any thing directly of this kind. 
It is hardly necessary to say, that Captain — — never knew of the 
fiction. I have never , to this day, entirely forgiven myself for the 
part I took in it. 

I found her one morning, within a few days of her death, 
wretchedly exhausted both in mind and body. She had passed, 
as usual, a restless night, unsoothed even by the laudanum, which 
bad been administered to her in much larger quantities than her 
medical attendants had authorized. It had stupilied, without at 
the same time composing and calming her. Poor — poor girl! 

almost' the last remains of her beauty had disappeared. There 
was a fearful hollowness in her once lovely and blooming cheeks; 
and her eyes — those bright orbs which had a short while ago 
dazzled and delighted all they shone upon — were now’ sunk, 
quenched, and surrounded by dark haloes! She lay with her 
head buried deep in the pillow, and her hair folded baek, matted 
with perspiration. Her hands — but I caunot attempt to describe 
her appearance any farther. 

Sir sat by her bedside, as he had sat all through her illness, 

and was utterly worn out. I occupied the chair allotted to Miss 

B , who hadjusl retired to bed, having been up all night. After 

a long silence. Miss Herbert asked very faintly for some tea, which 
was presently brought her, and dropped into her mouth by spoon- 
fuls. Soon after, she revived a little, and spoke to me, but iu so 
, low a whisper that I had great difficulty in distinguishing her 
words. The exertion of utterance, also, was attended with so 
much evident pain, that I would rather she had continued silenL 

“ iaudanum — laudanum— laudanum. Doctor ! They don’tgive 
me enough oflaudanum !”she muttered. Wemadcber no reply. 
Presently she began murmuring at intervals somewhat in* this 
strain: “ Ah — among the Pyramids — ’looking at them — sketchiyp — 
ascending them, perhaps — oh! what- if they should fall and crush 
him? Has he found his brother? On- Ifls wav — home — sea — 
ships — ship.” Still we did not interrupt h«r, for her manner in- 
dicated only a dim dreamy sort of half-consciousness. About an 
hour afterwards (why did I linger there, it may be asked, when I 
could do nothing for her, and could ill spare the time? I know 
not — Icoukinoi leave her). she again commenced iu a low moaning, 
wandering tone — “Uncle! What do you think? Challerton — poor 
tnelaucholy Challerton, sat by my side all nightlong, in that chair 
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where Dr. — —is sitting. He died of a broken heart — or of my 
disease, didn’t he? Wan.— wan— sad — cold— ghostly— but so like 
a poet! Oh, how he talked! — no one earthly like him! His voice 
was like the mysterious music of an Eolian harp — so solemn— soft 
— stealing! — — * * He put his icy fingers over my heart, and said 
u m&t soon be as cold ! But he told me not to be afraid, nor weep, 
because I was dying so young — so early. He said I was a young 
rose-tree, and would have the longer to bloom and blossom when 
he came for me.” She smiled faintly and sadly. “Oh, dear, 
dear 1 — I wish 1 had him here again ! But he looks very cold and 
ghostly — never moves — nothing rustles — I never hear him come, or 
go — but'l look, and there he is ! And I’m not at all frightened, for 
he seems gentle ; but I think he can’t be happy — happy — never 

smiles, never! * * Dying people see and hear more than 

others ! ” 

This, I say, is the substance of what she uttered. All she said 
was pervaded by a sad romance, which showed that her soul was 
deeply imbued with poetry. 

“ Toll ! — toll ! — toll ! — How solemn !■ — White plumes ! — white 
scarfs !— Hush ! — ‘ Earth to earth ’ — O dreadful ! It is crumbling 
on my heart ! They all go — they leave me all — poor, poor Eliza ! 
— they leave me all alone in the cold church. He’ll often walk in 
the church by himself — liis tears will fall on the pavement — but I 
shall not hear him — nor see him! He will ne— ver see me ! Will 
the organ play, I wonder ? It may wake me from sleep for a while !•” 
I listened to all this, and was fit for nothing the rest of the day. 
Again — agaiu I saw her, to let fall tears over the w ithered petals, 
the blighted blossoms, of early beauty ! It wrung ray heart to see 
her little more Ilian a breathing corpse. Oh, the gloom — anguish 
— desolation, diffused through Hall ! , It could be felt ; it op- 
pressed you, on entering ! r 

* * * On Saturday mortitng, (the — day of November, IB — ,) I 
drove dow n early, having the preceding evening promised to be 
thereassoon aspossihle the next day. Itwasascowling November 
morning, and my heart sank within me as my chariot rattled rapid- 
ly along the hard highway towards Hall. But I was too late. 

The curtaiu had fallen, and hid poor Eliza Herbert from this world, 

for ever ! *She had expired about half an hour before my arrival. 
****** 

• . 

.As I was returning to town, after attending the funeral of Miss 
Herbert, full of bitter and sorrowful thoughts, I met a travelling 
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carriage and four thundering down the road. It contained poor 

Captain •, his valet, and a young Italian medical attendant— all 

just returned from the Continent, lie looked white and wasted. 

The crape on my hat — my gloves— weepers— mourning suit, told 
all instantly. I was in a moment at his side — for he had swooned. 

As for the disconsolate Baronet, little remains to be said. • He 

disposed of Hall ; and, sick of England — ill and irritable — he t 

attempted to regain his Indian appointment, but unsuccessfully; so 
he betook himself to a solitary house belonging to the family in 

■ shire ; and , in the touching language of one of old, “ Went on 

mourning to the end of his days.” 

v i 


CHAPTER X. 

t * . • • • • 

THE SPECTRAL DOG. 

AN ILLUSION. 

The age of ghosts and hobgoblins is gone by, says worthy Dr. 
Hibbert; and so, after him, says almost every body now-a-days. 
These mysterious visitants are henceforth to be resolved into mere 
optical delusions, acting on an excitable fancy — an irritable nervous 
temperament; and the report of a real bona fide ghost, or appari- 
tion, is utterly scouted. Possibly this may not be going too far, 
even though it be in the teeth of some of the most stubborn facts 
that are on record. One, or possibly tjvo , of this character, I may 
. perhaps present to the reader on a future occasion; but at present 
I shall content myself with relating a very curious and interesting 
case of acknowledged optical delusion; and I have no doubt that 
many of my medical readers can parallel it with similar occurrences 
within the sphere of their own observation. 

Mr. D was a clergyman of the Church of England, educated 

at Oxford,— a scholar, “ a ripe and good one,’’— a maifof remark- 
ably acute and powerful understanding ; but, according to bis own 
account, destitute, of even an atom of imagination. He was also an 
exemplary minister; preached twice, willingly, every Sunday, and 
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performed all the other duties of his office with zealous fidelity, and 
to the full satisfaction of his parishioners. If any man is less likely 
to he terrilied with ghosts, or has less reason to be so. than another, 
surely it was such a character as Mr. D . 

He had been officiating one Sunday evening for an inv alid friend, 
at the latter’s church, a few miles distant from London, and was 
walkiug homewards, enjoying the tranquillity of the night, and en- 
livened by the cheerful beams of the full moon. When at about 
three miles’ distance from town, he suddenly heard, or fancied he 
heard immediately behind him, the sound of gasping and panting, 
as of a dog following at his heels, breathless with running. He 
looked round, on both sides ; but seeing no dog, thought he must 
have been deceived, and resumed his walk and meditations. The 
sound was presently repeated. Again he looked round, but with 
no better success than before. After a little pause, thinking there 
was something rather odd about it, it suddenly struck him, that 
what he had heard was nolliing more than the noise of his own 
hard breathing, occasioned by the insensibly accelerated pace at 
which he was w alkiug, intent upon some subject which then parti- 
cularly occupied his t houghts. He had not walked more than ten 
paces farther, when he again heard precisely similar sounds; but 
with a running accompaniment — if I may be allowed a pun — of the 
pit-pit-pattering of a dog’s feet, following close behind his leftside. 

“ God bless me 1 ” exclaimed Mr. D aloud, stopping for the 

third time, and looking around in all directions, far and near; 
“ why really, that’s very odd — very !— Surely I could not have been 
mistaken again?” He continued standing still, wiped his forehead, 
replaced his hat on his head, and, with a little trepidation, resumed 
his w alk, striking his stout black walking-stick on the ground with 
a certain energy and resoluteness, which sufficed in re -assuring his 
own flurried spirits. The next thirty or forty paces of his w alk, 

Mr. D passed over erect is auribus, and hearing nothing similar 

to the sounds which had thrice attracted his attention, was relaps- 
ing into his meditative mood, when, in a few moments, the noise 
was repeated, apparently from his right hand side; and he gave 
something like a start from the path side into the road, on feeling the 
calf of his leg brushed past — as he described it — by the shaggy coat 
of his invisible attendant. He looked suddenly down, and, to his 
very great alarm and astonishment, beheld the dim outline of a large 
Newfoundland dog — of a bine colour! He moved from the spot 
where he was standing — Ihephantom followed him— he rubbedhis 
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eyes with his hands, shook his head, and again looked ; but there it 
still was, large as a young calf, (to which he himself compared it,) 
and had assumed a more distinct and definite form. Tlietolour, 
however, continued the same,— faint blue. He observed, too, its 
eyes — like dim-decaying fire-coals, .as it looked composedly up in 
his face. He poked about his. walking-stick, and moved it repeat- ■' 
edly through and through the form of the phantom ; but there it 
continued — indivisible — impalpable— in short, as much a dog as 
ever, and yet the stick traversing its form in every direction, from 

the tail to the tip of the nose I Mr. D- hurried on a few steps, 

and again looked,— there was the dogf— Now it is fit the reader 
should be informed, that Mr. D — — Was a remarkably temperate 
man, and had, that evening, contented himself with a solitary glass 
of port by the bedside of his sick brother ; so that there was no 
room for supposing his perceptions to have been disturbed with 
Uquor. 

“ What can it be P ” thought he, while his heart knocked rather 
harder than usual against the bars of its prison —Oh, it must be au 
optical delusion — oh , 'tis clearly so ! nothing in the world else ! that’s 
all. How odd ! ” — and he smiled, he thought very un concernedly ; 
but another glimpse of the phantom standing by him in blue dis- 
tinctness instantly darkened his features with the hue of apprehen- 
sion. If it really was an optical delusion, it was the most fixed and 
pertinacious one he ever heard of! The best part of valour is dis- 
cretion, says Shakspeare, — and in all things; so, observing a stage 

passing by at that moment, to put an end to the matter, Mr. D , 

with a little trepidation in his tone, ordered it to stop ; there was 

Just room for one inside : and in stepped Mr. D , chuckling at 

the cunning fashion after which he had succeeded in jockeying his 
•strange attendant. Not feeling inclined totalk with the fatwoman 
who sat next him, squeezing him most unmercifully against the side 
of the coach, nor with the elderly grazier-looking man fronting him, 
whose large dirty top-boots seriously incommoded him . he shut his 
eyes, that he might pursue his thoughts undisturbed. After about 
fivenuiimles' riding, he suddenly opened his eyes — and the first 
thing that met them was the figure of the blue dog, lying stretched, 
in some unaccountable manner, at his feet, half under the seat. 

“I— I— hope the dog does not annoy you, sir?” inquired 

Mr. D- , a little flustered, ofthe man opposite, hoping to discern 

whether the dog chose to be visible to any one else. 

•‘Sir!” exclaimed the person he addressed, starting from a 
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kind of dose, and staring about in the bottom of the coach. 

“ Lord, sir! ” echoed the woman beside him. 

“ A dog, sir, did you say ?”• inquired ajl in a breath. 

“Oh, — nothing — nothing, I assure you. ’Tis alitlle mistake,” 

replied Mr. D , with a faint smile; “ I — 1 thouglit — -in short, I find • 

I’ve beeu dreaming ,■ and I’ insure I beg pardon for disturbing you.” 
Every one in the coach laughed, except Mr. D , whose eyes con- 

tinued rivetted on die dim blue outlineof the dog, lying motionless 
at his feel. He was now certain that he was sulfcring from an op- 
tical illusion of some sort or other, aqd endeavoured to prevent his 
thoughts from running into an alarmed channel, by striving to en- 
gage his faculties with the philosophy of the tiling. He could make 
nothing out, however; and theQ.E.D. of his thinkings startled him 
not a lilUe,when it came in the shape of the large blue dog, leap- 
ing at his heels out of the coach, when he alighted. Arrived at 
home, be lost sight of the phantom during the time of supper and 
the family devotions. As soon as he had extinguished his bed- 
room candle, and got into bed, he w as nearly leaping out again, on 
feeling a sensation as if a large dog had jumped on that part of the 
bed where his feet lay. He felt its pressure ! He said he was in- 
clined to rise, and make it a subject of special prayer to the Deity ! 
Mrs. D asked him what was the matter with him ? for he be- 

came very cold, and shivered a little. He easily quieted her with 
saying he felt a little chilled ; and, as soon as she was fairly asleep, 
he got quietly out of bed, and walked up and down the room. 
Wherever he moved, he beheld, by the moonlight through the win- 
dow, the dim dusky outline of the dog, following wherever he went ! 

Mr. D opened the windows, he did not exactly know vyhy, and 

mounted the dressing-table for that purpose. On looking down 
before he leaped on the floor, there was the dog waiting for him, 
squatting composedly on his haunches ! There was no standing 

this any longer, thought Mr. D , delusion or no delusion ; so he 

ran to the bed — plunged beneath the clothes, and, thoroughly 
frightened, dropt at length asleep, his head under cover all night! 
On waking in the morning, he thofight it must have been all a 
dream about the dog, for it had totally disappeared with the day- 
light. When an hour’s glancing in all directions had convinced 
him that the phantom was really no longer visible, he told the 

whole to Mrs. D , and made very merry with her fears — for she 

would have it, that it was “something supernatural,” and, good 
lady ! “ Mr. D might depeud uponit, the thing hadtts errand! ’’ 
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Four limes subsequent to this did Mr. D — —see the spectral visitant 
— nowise altered either in its manner, form, or colour. It was always 
late in the evenings when lie observed it, and generally when lie 
was alone. — Iievvasaman extensively acquainted with physiology; 
• but felt utterly at a loss to what derangement of vvliat part of llic 
animal economy to referit. So, indeed, was! — for he came to con- 
sult me about it. lie was with me once during the presence of the 
phantom. I examined his eyesw ithacandIe,tosee w hether theintcr- 
rupted motions of the irides indicated any sudden alteration of the 
functions of the optic nerve; but the pupils contracted and dilated 
with perfect regularity. One thing, however, was certain, — his 
stomach had been latterly a little out of order ; and every body 
knows the intimate connexion between its functions and the ner- 
vous system. But why he should see spectra — why they should 
assume and retain the figure of a dog, and of such an uncanine 
colour loo — and why it should so pertinaciously attach itself to 
him, and be seen precisely the same, at the various intervals after 
w hich it made its appearance — and why he should hear, or imagine 
he heard it utter sounds, — all these questions I am as unable to 

answer as Mr. D was, or as. possibly, the reader will be. 

He may account for it in whatever way his ingenuity may enable 
him. I have seen and know n other cases of spectra, not unlike the 
one above related ; and great alarm and horror have they excited 
in the breasts of persons blessed w ith less firmness and good sense 
than Mr. D displayed. 


A perusal of the foregoing narrative occasioned its corrobora- 
tion, by the following account of a similar spectrum, seen by one 
of my scientific friends. As the reader will doubtless consider it 
interesting, I here subjoin the letter from my friend. 

Bi.ackiieatii, December )»:■». 

Mv dear Sir, — T hough the ‘‘Spectral Dog” is somewhat laugh- 
able, in quality of tailpiece tothe melancholy — the truly sorrowful 
narrative immediately preceding it, I have read it with nearly 
equal interest, because it forcibly reminds me of a similar incident 
in my own life. 

In my early days, I was. as you have often heard me say, an 
infatuated searcher after the philosopher’s stone ! I then resided 
near Bristol; and had a back parlour fitted up according to my 
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fancy, in a very gloomy style. I soon filled it with the apparatus 
of my craft, — crucibles, furnace, retorts, etc. etc. etc. without 
end. I never allowed the light of day to dissipate the mysterious 
gloom which pervaded my laboratory; but had an old Roman 
lamp, suspended from the ceiling, kept continually burning, night 
and day. I had three different locks on the door ; and took such 
precautions as enabled me to satisfy myself, than no one fever en- 
tered the room for nearly three years, except a singular and 
enthusiastic old man, who first inspired me with ray madness, as I 
ma/ well call it. — You know too well, my dear sir, how much of 
my%*ttle fortune was frittered away in running after that ridicu- 
lous Will o’ the Wisp. But to my tale. 

. One Sunday evening, after dining hastily at five o’clock, I took 
my candle in my hand, and hurried back to my laboratory, which 
I had quilted only half an hour before, for dinner. On unlocking 
the door, and entering, to my equal alarm and astonishment, I dis- 
tinctly saw the figure of a little old stooping woman, in a red cloak, 
and with a very pale face. She stood near the fire-place, and 
leaned with both hands on a walking-stick. I w r as nearly letting 
fall the candlestick I held. However, I contrived to set it down 
pretty steadily on the table, which stood between my mysterioOs 
guest and me, and- spoke to her. I received no answer. The fi- 
gure did not move — nay, it did not even look at me. I stamped 
with my foot — I knocked my knuckles on the table — I shook.il 
with both my hands — I called out to the old woman, — but in vain ! 

A bottle of spirits— brandy, if I recollect right— and a wine glass, . 
stood on a shelf of the cupboard, which was close at my elbow. 

I poured out a glassful, and drank it. Still the figure continued 
there, standing before me as distinct, as motionless as ever. I 
began to suspect it was merely an ocular spectrum. I robbed my 
eyes, I pushed them inward with my fingers, till corruscations of 
light seemed to flash from them. But when I directed them again 
• .towards the spot where the apparition had stood, there it still was ! 

I walked up to her somew;hat falteringly. She stood exactly in the 
way, of my arm-chair, as though she were on the point of sitting 
down upon it I actually walked clean through the figure, and 
sat down. After a few moments, I opened my eyes, (which I had 
closed on sitting down,) and behold, the figure stood fronting me, 
about six feet off! I rose — it moved farther Off; I lifted up my 
right arm in a threatening manner — sj-did the figure ; I raised my 
other arm-- so did the old woman ; I movfed towards her — she re* 
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treated, all the while never once looking at me. She got towards 
the spot where I had formerly stood ; and so the table was once 
more between us. I got more agitated thau ever ; but, when the 
figure began to approach me in a direct line, walking apparently 
right through the table, even as the Israelites through the Red Sea, 
I quite lost my presence of mind. A. giddiness', or sickness, came 
over me*, and, sinking into my seat, I fainted. When I recovered, 
the spectre had disappeared. 

I have never since seen it, nor any thing similar. Such spectra 
are by no means rare among studious men, if of an irritable ^ner- 
vous temperament, and an imaginative turn. I know a leaded 
Baronet, who has his study sometimes crowded with them ; and he 
never feels so much at home, as when surrounded by these airy’ 
spirits! . 

You may make any use you like of this letter. I am, my deaf 
sir, ever faithfully yours. 

* '* W. G. 


CHAPTER XI. y . . . 

THE FORGER. 

A groom, in plain livery, left a card at my house, one afternoon 
during my absence, on which was the name, “ Mr. Gloucester, 
No. — , Regent Street;” and in pencil, the words— “ Will thank 

Dr. to call this evening.” As my red book was lying on the 

table at the time, I looked in it, from mere casual curiosity, to see* 
whether the name of “Gloucester ’’appeared there— but it did not. 

I concluded, therefore, that my new patient must be a recent 
comer. About six o’clock that evening, i drove to Regent Street, 
sent in my card, and was presently ushered by the man-servant 
into a spacious apartment, somewhat showily furnished. The mild 
retiring sunlight of a July evening was diffused over the room ; and 
ample crimson window-curtains, half drawn, mitigated tbe glare 
of the gilded picture-frames which hung in great numbers round 
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the walls. There was a large round table in the middle ofthe room, 
covered with papers, magazines, books, cards, etc. ; and, in a word, 
the whole aspect of things indicated the residence of a person of 
some fashion and fortune. Onaside-iablelayseveralpairsofbox- 
iug-gloves. foils, etc. *The object of my visit, Mr. Gloucester, was 
seated on an elegant ottoman, in a pensive posture, avilh his head 
leaning on his hand, which rested on the table. He was engaged 
with the newspaper when I was announced. He rose, as I entered, 
politely — I should rather say obsequiously — handed me a chair, 
and then resumed his seat on the ottoman. His countenance was 
rather pleasing, fresh-coloured, with regular features, and very 
light auburn hair, which was adjusted with a sort of careless fa- 
shionable negligence. T may*perhaps be laughed at by some for 
noticing such an apparently insignificant circumstance; but theob- 
servant humour of iny profession must sufficiently account for my 
detecting the fact, that his handi w ere not those of a born and bred 
genlleman — of one w'ho, as the phrase is, “ has never done any 
thing ” in his life ; but they were coarse, large, and clumsy-looking. 
As for his demeanour also, there was a constrained and over- 
anxious display of politeness — an assumption of fashionable ease 
and indifference, that sat ill on him, like a court dress fastened on 
a vulgar fellow. He spoke with a would-be jaunty, free-and-easy, 
small swagger sort of air, and changed at times the tones of his 
voice to an offensive cringing softness, which, I daresay, he took 
to be vastly insinuating. All theselittle circumstances. put together, 
prepossessed me with a sudden feeling of dislike to the man. 
These sort of people are a great nuisance to one ; since there is no 
knowing exactly how to treat them. After some hurried expres- 
sions of civility, Mr. Gloucester informed me that he had sent for 
me on account of a deep depression Of spirits, to which he was lat- 
terly subject, lie proceeded to detail many of (he symptoms of a 
disordered nervous system. He was tdrtnented with vague appre- 
hensions of impending calamity; could not divest himself of an un- 
accountable trepidation of manner, w hich, by attracting observa- 
tion, seriously disconcerted him on many occasions ; fell incessantly 
tempted to the commission of suicide; loathed society; disrelished 
his former scenes of amusement ; had lost his appetite ; passed rest- 
less nights; and was disturbed with appalling dreams. His pulse, 
longue, countenance, etc. corroborated the above statement of his 
symptoms. I .asked him whether any thing unpleasant had oc- 
curred in his family ? — nothing of the kind. Disappointment in an 
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affaire du caw?— Oh > no. Unsuccessful at play ? — By no means — 
lie did not play. Well — had he any source of secret annoyance 
which could account for his present depression ? He coloured, 
seemed. embarrassed, and apparently hesitating whether or not he 
should communicate to me what weighed Tin his spirits. He, how- 
ever, seemed determined to keep me in ignorance ; and with some 
alteration of manner, said suddenly, that it w as only a constitu- 
tional nervousness — his family were all so; and he wished to know 
whether it was in the power of medicine to relieve him. I replied, 
that 1 w ould certainly do all that lay in my power, hut that lie must 
not expect any sudden and miraculous effect from the medicines I 
might prescribe; that I saw clearly he had something on bis mini 
which oppressed Jiis spirits; that he ought to go into cheerful so- 
ciety— he sighed ; seek change of air— that, he said, w as, under 
circumstances, impossible. I rose to go. He gave me two guineas, 
and begged me to call the next evening. I left, not knowing what 
to make of him. To tell the plain truth, I began to suspect that he 
was neither more nor less than a systematic London sharper — a 
gamester— a hanger-on about tow n — and that he had sent for me 
in cousequence of some of those sudden alternations of fortune to 
which the lives of such men are subject. I was by no means anxious 
for a prolonged attendance on him. 

About the same time next evening 1 paid him a second visit. He 
was stretched on the ottoman, enveloped in a gaudy dressing-gown, 
with his arms folded on his breast, and his right foot hanging over 
the side of the ottoman, and dangling about, as if in search of a 
stray slipper. I did not like this elaborately careless and conceited 
posture. A decanter or two, with some wine glasses, stood on the 
table. He did not rise on my entering, but, with a languid air, 
begged me to be seated in a chair Opposite to him. “ Good even- 
ing. Doctor— good evening,” said he, in a low and hurried tone; 
“ I’m glad you are come, for if you had not. I’m sure 1 don’t know 
what I should have done. I’m deucedlv low to-night.” 

“ Have you taken the medicines I prescribed, Mr. Gloucester?'” 
I inquired, feeling hispulse, which fluttered irregularly, indicating 
a high degree of nervous excitement. He had taken most of the 
physic I had ordered, he said, but without perceiving any effect 
from it. “In fact, Doctor.”be continued, startingfrom his recum- 
bent position to his feet, and w alking rapidly three or four paces to 
and fro — “ d — n me if I know w hat’s come to me. I feel as if 1 
could cut my throat.” I insinuated some questions, for the pur- 
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pose of ascertaining whether there was any hereditary tendency to 
insanity in his family; but it would not do. “ He saw,” he said, 
“what I was driving at,” but I was “ on a wrong scent.” 

“ Come, come. Doctor ! after all there’s nothing like wine for Io\t 

spirits, Is there? 1) e, Doctor, drink; drink. Only taste that 

claret ; ’’—and, after pouring out a glass for me, which ran over the 
brim on the table— his iiand was so unsteady — he instantly gulped 
down two glasses himself. There was a vulgar offensive familiarity 
in his manner, from which 1 felt inclined to stand off; but I thought 
it better to conceal my feelings. I was removing my glove from 
my right hand, and putting my hat and slick on the table, when,’ 
seeing a thin slip of paper lying on the spot where I intended to 
place them — apparently a bill or promissory-note — I was going to 
hand it over to Mr. Gloucester ; but, to my astonishment, hesuddenly 
sprang towards me, snatched from me the paper, with an air of 
ill-disguised alarm, and crumpled it up into his pocket, saying hur- 
riedly — “ Ha, ha. Doctor ! — this same little bit of paper— didn’t 
see the name, eh ? 'Us the bill of an extravagant young friend of 
mine, whom I’.ve just eoihe down a cool hundred or two for; and it 
wouldn’t be the handsome thing to let his name appear — ha— you 
understand?” He stammered confusedly, directing to me as 
anxious, sudden, and penetrating a glance as I ever encountered. 

1 felt excessively uneasy, and inclined to take my departure in- 
stantly. My suspicions were now confirmed— 1 was sitting fami- # 
liarly with a swindler— a gambler — and the bill he was so anxious 
to conceal, was evidently wrung from one of his ruined dupes. My 
demeanour was instantly frozen over with the most distant and 
frigid civility. I begged him to be reseated, and allow me to put 
a very few more questions to him, as I was in great haste. I was 
thus engaged, when a heavy knock was heard at the outer door. 
Though there was nothing particular in it, Mr. Gloucester started, 
and turned pale. In a few moments I heard the sound of altercation 
— the door of the room in which we sat was presently opened, and 
two men entered. Recollecting suddenly a similar scene in my 
own early history, Ifeltfaint There wasno mistaking the character 
or errand ofthetwofellows, who now walked up to where we were 
sitting : they were two sullen Newgate myrmidons, and — gracious 
God !— had a warrant to arrest Mr. Gloucester, for Forgery ! I rose 
from my chair, and staggered a few paces, I knew not whither. I 
could scarcely preserve myself from falling on the floor. Mr. Glou- 
cester, as soon as lie caught sight of (lie officers, fell back on the 
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ottoman— suddenly pressed his hand to his heart— turned pale as 
death, and gasped, breathless with horror — 

“Gentlemen — what— what — do you want here?” 

“ Isn’t your name E T — — ? ” asked the elder of the two," 

coolly and unconcernedly. , 

“N — o — my name is Clou — ces — ter,” stammered the w retched 
young man, almost inaudibly. 

“ Gloucester, eh ? — oh; ho ! — none of that there sort of blarney! 
Come, my kiddy — caged at last, eh ? Afie’ve been long arter you, 
%nd now you must be off with us directly. Here’s your passport,” 
•said one of the officers, pointing to the warrant. The young man 
uttered a deep groan, and sank senseless on the sofa. One of the 
Officers, I cannot conceive how, was acquainted with my person; 
and, taking off his hat, said, in a respectful tone, Doctor, you’U 
bring him to his wits again, an’t please you — We must have him off 
directly ! ” Though myself but a trifle removed from the state in 
which be lay stretched before me, I did what I could to restore him, 
and succeeded, at length. I unbuttoned his shirt-collar, dashed in 
his face some water brought by his man-servant, who now stood 
looking on shivering with affright — and endeavoured to calm his 
agitation by. such soothing expressions as I could command. 

“ Oh, Doctor, Doctor ! what a horrid dream it was 1— Are they 
gone? — are they?” he inquired, without opening his eyes, and 
clasping my hand in his, which was cold as that of a corpse. 

* “ Come, come — none of these here tantrums — you must off at 
once — that’s the long and short of it,” said an officer, approach- 
ing, and taking from his coat pocket a pair of handcuffs, at sight 
at winch, and of a large horse-pistol projecting from his breast- 
pocket, my very soul sickened. 

“ Oh, Doctor, Doctor ! save me! save me ! ” groaned their pri- 
soner, clasping my hands with convulsive energy. 

‘.'Come — curse your cowardly snivelling! — 'Why can’t you be- 
have like a man, now, eh? — Come! — Off with this peacock’s co- 
vering of yours — it was never made for the Uke of you, I’m sure — 
and put on a plain coat, and off to cage like a sensible bird,” said 
one of the two, proceeding to remove the dressing-gown very 
roughly. 

“ Oh ! my God — oh ! my God — have mercy on me !— Oh, strike 
me dead at once ! ” nearly shrieked their prisoner, falling on his 
knees on the floor, and glaring towards the ceiling with an almost 
maniac eye. ^ , ' - • 4 : - ’■ 
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“ I hope you’ll not treat your prisoper with unnecessary seve- 
rity,” said I, seeing them disposed, to be very unceremonious. 

‘‘No — not by no manner of means, if as how he behaves him- 
self,” replied one of the men, ' respectfully. Mr. Gloucester’s 
dressing-gown was quickly remove^ and his body-coat— himself 
perfectly passive the while — drawn on by his bewildered servant, 
assisted by one of the officers. It was nearly a new coat, cut in 
the very extreme of the latest fashion, and contrasted strangely 
with the disordered and affrighted air of its wearer. His servant 
placed his hat on his head, and endeavoured to draw on his gloves 
—showy sky-coloured kid. He was standing with a stupified air, 
gazing vacantly at the officers, when he started suddenly to fhe 
window, manifestly with the intention of leaping out. 

“Ha, ha! that’s your game, my lad, is it?” coolly exclaimed 
one of the officers, as he snatched him back again with a vice-like 
grasp of the collar. “ Now, since that’s the sport you’re for, why, 
you must be content to w ear these little bracelets for the rest of 
your journey. It’s your own seeking, my lad ; for I didn’t mean 
to have used them, if as how you’d only behaved peaceably, ” and 
in an instant the young man’s hands were locked together in the 
handcuffs. It was sickening to see the frantl* efforts — as if he 
w ould have severed his hands from the wrists-Mie made to burst 
the handcuffs. 

“Take me — to //e/f, if you choose! ” he gasped, in a hoarse, 
hollow tone, sinking into a chair, utterly exhausted, w'hile one of 
the officers was busily engaged rummaging the drawers, desks, etc. 
in search of papers. When he had concluded his. search, fdled his 
pockets, and buttoned his coat, the two approached, and told him 
to rise and accompany them. # 

“Now, covey ! are you for a rough or a quiet passage, eh?” 
said one of them, seizing him not very gently by the collar. He 
received no answer. The wretched prisoner was more dead than 
alive. 

“ I hope you have a hackney-coach in waiting, and don’t intend 
to drag the young man through the streets on foot?” ! inquired. 

“ Why, true, true. Doctor -it might be as well for us all; but 
who’s to stump up for it ?” replied one of the officers. I gave him 
five shillings, and the servant was instantly despatched for a hack- 
ney-coach. While they were waiting its arrival, conceiving I 
could not be of any use toJVlr. Gloucester, and not choosing to 
be seen leaving the house with two police-officers and a handcuffed 
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prisoner, I tobfc my depjhryire, and drove home in such a state of 
agitation as I have never experienced before or since. Tin; pa- 
pers of the next morning explained all. The young man “ living 
in Regent Street, in first ra^e style,” who had summoned me to 
visit him , had committed a series of forgeries, for the last eighteen 
months, to a great amount, and with so much secrecy and dex- 
terity, as to have, till then, escaped detection 5 and had for the' 
last few months; been enjoying the produce of his skilful villany in 
the style I witnessed, passing himself off, in the circles where he 
associated, under the assumed name of Gloucester . The irome- 
diate cause of his arrest was forging the acceptance of an eminent 
mercantile house to a bill of exchange for 45 /. Poor fellow t it 
Was short work with him afterwards*. He was arraigned at the 

r. •’ 1 . » / 1 , 4 ' • • ~ v * \ t 

next September sessions of the Old Bailey — the case clearly proved 
against him— he offered no defence — -was found guilty, and sen- 
tenced to death. Shortly after this, while reading the papers one 
Saturday morning, at breakfast, my eye lit on. the usual gloomy 
.annunciation of the Recorder^ visit to Windsor, and report to the 
King in Council of the prisoners found guilty at the last Old Bailey 
Sessions — “all of whom,” the paragraph concluded , 4 4 his Majesty 
was graciously pleased to respite during his royal pleasure, except 
E T , on* whom the law is left to take its course, next > v 


- - 


Tuesday morning.” >V -v ‘ . * ’ 

Transient and any thing but agreeable as had been my intimacy 
with this miserable young man, I could not read this Intelligence 
with indifference. He whom I had so very lately seen surrounded 
with the life-bought luxuries of a man of wealth and fashion, was 
now shivering the few Remaining hours of his life in the condemned 
cells of Newgate ! The next day (Sqpday) I entertained a party of 
friends at my house to dinner; to which I was just sitting down 
when one of the servants put a note into my hapd, of which the 
follow ing is a copy 7. ; ' 

file Chaplain of Newgate has been earnestly requested bjr 

E — —T— ' , (the young man sentenced to suffer for forgery next 

« * 

Tuesday morning,) to present his humble respects to Doctor - 



and solicit the favour of a visit from him in the course of to-morrow 
(Monday). The unhappy cop vict, Mr. — - believes, has something 
on his mind, which he is anxious to communicate to Dr.-r— . ?*:, ^ 
i\?*tfewgate, September 28 , 182 — .’v . 

I felt it impossible, after perusing this note, to enjhy the company 
I had invited. What on earth could the culprit have to say to me ? 
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—what unreasonable request might he put me to the pain of re- 
fusing? — ought I to see him at all ? — ’Were questions which I inces-* 
santly proposed to myself during the evening, but felt unable to 
answer. I resolved, however, at last, to afford him the desired 
interview, and be at the cell of Newgate in the course of the next 
evening, unless my professional engagements prevented me. About 
six o’clock, therefore, on Monday, after fortifying myself with a 
few extra glasses of wine— for why should I hesitate to acknow- 
ledge, that I apprehended much distress and agitation from wit- 
nessing so unusual a scene ?— I drove to the Old Bailey, drew up 
opposite the Governor’s house, and was received by him very po- 
litely. He despatched a turnkey to lead me to the ceil where my 
late patient, the soi-disani Mr. Gloucester, was immured in chilling 
expectancy of his fate. 

Surely Horror has appropriated those gloomy regions for her 
peculiar dwelling-place 1 Who that has passed through them once, 
can ever forget the long narrow, lamp-lit passages — ihesepulchral 
silence, save where the ear is startled with the clangour of iron doors 
closing harshly before and behind— the dimly seen spectral figure 
of the prisonpatrol gliding along with loaded blunderbuss — and the 
chilling consciousness of being surrounded by so many fiends in 
human shape— inhaling the foul atmosphere of all the concentrated 
misery and guilt of the metropolis ! My heart leaped within me to 
listen even to my own echoing footfalls : and 1 felt several times 
inclined to return without fulfilling the purpose of my visit. My 
vacillation, however, was abruptly put an end to by my guide ex- 
claiming, “ Here we are, sir.” While he was unbarring the cell 
door, I begged him to continue at the outside of the door during 
the few moments of my interview with the convict. 

Holloa! young man! — Within there! — Here’s Dr. — — come 
to- see you ! ” said the turnkey, hoarsely, as he ushered me in. The 
cell was small and gloomy; and a little lamp, lying on the table, 
barely sufficed to show me the persons of the culprit, and an el- 
derly, respectable-looking man, muffled in a drab great-coat, and 
sitting gazing in stupified silence on the prisoner. Great God, it 
was his Father ! He did not seem conscious of my entrance ; but 
his son rose, and feebly asked me how I was, muttered a few words 
of thanks, sank again — apparently overpowered by his feelings — 
into his seat, and fixed his eyes on a page of the Bible, which was 
lying open before him. A long silence ensued; for none of us 
seemed either able or inclined to talk. I contemplated thetwo with 
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feelings of lively interest. How altered was the young culprit be- 
fore me, from the gay “ Mr. Gloucester,” whom I had visited in 
Regent Street ! His face had now a ghastly, cadaverous hue; his 
hair was malted, with perspiration, over his sallow forehead ; his 
eyes were sunk and bloodshot, and seemed incapable of distinguish- 
ing the print to which they were directed. He was dressed in a 
plain suit of mourning, and wore a simple black slock round his 
neck. How I shuddered, when 1 thought on the rude hands w hich 
were soon to unloose it! Beside him, on the table, lay a while 
pocket-handkerchief, completely saturated, either with tears, or 
wiping the perspiration from his forehead, and a glass oi w ater, 
with which he occasionally moistened his parched lips. I knew not 
whether he was more to be pitied than his wretched, heart-broken 
father. The latter seemed a worthy, respectable person, (he was 
an industrious tradesman in the country,) w ith a few thin grey hairs 
scattered over his otherwise bald head, and sat with his hands 
closed together, resting on his knees, gazing on his doomed son 
with a lack-lustre eye, which, together with his anguish-worn 
features, told eloquently of his sufferings! 

“Well, Doctor!” exclaimed the young man, at length, closing 
the Bible, “ I have now read that blessed chapter to the end ; and, 

I thank God, I think I feel it.— But now, let me thank you, Doctor, 
for your good and kind attention to my request. I have something 
particular to say to you, but it must be in private,” he continued, 
looking significantly at his father, as though he w ished him to take 
the hint, and withdraw for a few moments. Alas! the heart- 
broken parent understood him not, but continued with his ejes 
rivetled, vacantly, as before. 

“ Wcmusi be left alone for a moment,” said the young man, ris- 
ing and sleppingtd the door. Heknocked,and when it was opened, 
whispered the turnkey to remove his father gently, and let him 
wait outside for an instant or two. The man entered for that pur- 
pose, and the prisoner took hold tenderly of his father’s hand, and 
said, “Dear— dear father!— you must leave me for a moment, 
while I speak in private to this gentleman;” at the same time en- 
deavouring to raise him from the chair. 

.. oh ! yes— yes— W hat ?— Of course,” stammered the old man, 
with a bewildered air, rising; and then, as it were with a sudden 
gush of full returning consciousness, flung his aims round his son, 
folded him convulsively to his breast, and groaned — “ Oh, my sou, 
my poor son ! ” Even the iron visage of the turnkey seemed dark- 
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ened with a transient emotion, at this heart-breaking scene. The 
next moment we were left alone; but it was some lime before the 
culprit recovered from the agitation occasioned by the sudden 
ebullition of liis father's feelings. 

“ Doctor,” he gasped at length, “ we’ve but a few — very few 
moments, and I have much to say. “ God Almighty bless you,” 
squeezing my hands convulsively, “ for this kindness to a guilty, 
unworthy wretch like me ; and the business I wanted to see you 
about is sad, but short. I have heard so much of your goodness, 
Doctor, that I'm sure you won’t deny me the only favour I shall ask.” 

“ Whatever is reasonable and proper, if it lie in my way, I shall 
certainly ’’—said 1, anxiously wailing to see the nature of the com- 
munication be seemed to have to make to me. 

“ Thank you. Doctor ; thank you. It is ouly this— in a w’ord — 
guilty wretch that 1 ami— I have”— lie trembled violently — “se- 
duced a lovely, but poor girl ! -God forgive me 1— And— and— she 
is now— nearly on the verge of her confinement!’’ He suddenly 
covered his face with his handkerchief, and sobbed bitterly for 
some moments. Presently he resumed— “ Alas! she knows me 
not by my real name; so that, when she reads the account of— of 
—my execution in the papers of Wednesday — she won’t know it is 
her Edward I Nor does she know me by the name I bore in Regent 
Street. She is not at all acquainted with my frightful situation; 
but she must be, when all is over! Now, dear kind. good Doctor,” 
he continued, shaking from head to foot, and grasping my hand, 
“ do, for the love of God, and the peace of my dying moments, 

promise me that you will sen her, (she lives at ;) visit her in her 

confinement, and gradually break the news of my death to her; 
and say my last prayers will be for her, aud that my Maker may for- 
give me for her ruin 1 You will find in this little bagasum of of30/., 
— the last I have on earth. I beg you will take five guineas for your 
own fee, and give the rest to my precious— my ruined Mary I” He 
fell down on his knees, and folded his arms round mine, iua sup- 
plicating attitude. My tears feel on him, as he looked up at me. 
“ Oh, God be thanked for these blessed tears ! —they assure me you 
will do what I ask — may I believe you will?” 

“ Yes— yes— yes, young man,” I replied with a quivering lip; 
“ it is a painful task ; but I will do it —give her the money, and add 
ten po nds to the thirty, should it be uecessary. “ On, Doctor, 
depend on it, God will bless you and yours for ever, for this noble 
conduct I — And now I have thing more to ask — yes — one thing” 
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—he seemed choked—* 4 Doctor . your skill will enable you to inform 
me— I wish to know— is— the death I must die to-morrow” — he put 
his hand to his neck, and shaking like an aspen leaf, sankdow n again 
into the chair from which he had risen— “Is hanging — a painful — a 
tedious” He could utter no more, nor could I answer him. 

“Do not,” I replied, after a pause, “ do not put me to the tor- 
ture of listening to questions like these. Pray to your merciful 
God ; and, rely on it, no oue ever prayed sincerely in vain. The 
thief on the cross”— I faltered ; then feeling, that if I continued in 
the cell a moment longer, I should faint, I rose, and shook the young 
man’s cold hands ; he could not speak, hut sobbed and gasped con- 
vulsively — and in a few moments I was driving home. • As soon as 
I was seated in my carriage, I could restrain my feelings no longer, 
hut burst into a flood of tears. I prayed to God I might never 
he called to pass through such a hitter and afflicting scene again, 
to the latest hour I breathed ; I ought to have visited several pa- 
tients that evening, but finding myself utterly unfit, I sent apologies 
and w ent home. My sleep in the night was troubled ; the distorted 
image of the convict I had been visiting flitted in horrible shapes 
round my bed all night long. An irresistible and most morbid 
restlessness and curiosity took possession of me, to witness the end 
of this young man. The first time the idea presented itself, it sick- 
ened me; I revolted from it. How my feelings changed, I know 
not; but I rose at seven o’clock, and, without hinting it to any one, 
put on a great-coat, slouched my hat over my eyes, and directed 
my hurried steps towards the Old Bailey. I got into one of the 
houses immediately opposite the gloomy gallows, and took mysta- 
tion, w ith several other visitors, at the window. They were con- 
versing on the subject of the execution, and unanimously execrated 
the sanguinary severity of the laws which could deprive a young 

man, such as they said E T — — was, of his life, for an offence 

of merely civil criminality. Of course, I did not speak. It was a 
wretched morning ; a drizzling shower fell incessantly. The crowd 
was not great, but conducted themselves most indecorously. Even 
the female portion — by far the greater — occasionally vociferated 
joyously and boisterously, as they recognised their acquaintance 
among the crowd. At length, St. Sepulchre’s bell tolled the hour 
of eight — gloomy herald of many a sinner’s entrance into eternity; 
and as the last chimesdi'ed away on the car, and were succeeded by 
the muffled tolling of theprison bell, w hich I could hear with agoni- 
zing distinctness, I caught a glimpse of the glistening gold-tipped 
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wands of the two under-sheriffs, as they took their station under 
the shed at the foot of the gallows. In a few moments, the Ordi- 
nary. and anothergrey-haired gentleman, made their appearance; 
and between them was the unfortunate criminal. He ascended the 
steps with considerable firmness. His arms were pinioned before 
and behind ; and when he stood on the gallows, I could hear the 
exclamations of the crowds — “ Lord, Lord ! what a fine yoimg man ! 

Poor fellow!’' He was dressed in a suit of respectable mourning, 
and wore black kid gloves, nis light hair had evidently been ad- 
justed with some care, and fell in loose curls over each side of his 
temples. His countenance was much as I saw it on the preceding 
evening — fearfully pale ; and his demeanour was much more com- 
posed than I had expected. from what I had witnessed of his agita- 
tion in the condemned cell. He bowed twice very low, and rather 
formally, to the crow d around — gave a sudden and ghastly glance 
at the beam over his head, from which the rope was suspended, 
and then suffered the executioner to place him on the precise spot 
which he was to occupy, and prepare him for death. I was shocked 
at the air of sullen, brutal indifference, with which the hangman 
loosed and removed his neckerchief, which was white, and tied 
with neatness and precision — dropped the accursed noose over bis 
head, and adjusted it round the bare— the creeping neck — and 
could stand it no longer. I staggered from my place at the window • , 
to a distant part of the room, dropped into a chair, shut ray eyes, 
closed my tingling ears with my lingers, and, with a hurried aspira- 
tion for God’s mercy towards the wretched young criminal, who, 
within a very few yards of me, was perhaps that instant surren- 
dering his life into the hands which gave it, continued motionless 
for some minutes, till the noise made by the persons at the window, 
in leaving, convinced me all was over. I rose and followed them 
down stairs ; worked my way through the crowd, without daring to 
elevate my eyes, lest they.should encounter the suspended corpse; 
threw myself into a coach, and hurried home. I did not recover 
the agitation produced by this scene for several days. — This was 
the end of a Forger ! 

In conclusion, I may just inform the reader, that I faithfully exe- 
cuted the commission with which he had intrusted me, and a bitter, 
heart-rending business it was ! 
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A MAN ABOUT TOWN. 

[The London Medical Gazette having, in somewhat uncourtly 
terms, preferred an accusation of plagiarism against the original 
writer of this Diary— with reference to the citalion (in the case 
“ Intriguing and Madness”) of the passage from Shakspeare, af- 
firming memory lobe the lest of madness. (“Bring me to the 
test,” etc. ;)— asserting, in downright terms, that the illustration in 
question was “ borrowed without scruple or acknowledgment, 
from Sir Henry Halford,”— and was “truly a little too barefaced;” 
— the Editor of these passages simply assures the reader, that, 
from circumstances, this is impassible ; aud the reader would know 
it to be so, could these circumstances be communicated consis- 
tently with' the Editor’s present purposes. And farther, the Editor 
, • immediately wrote to Sir Henry Halford, disproving the truth of 
the assertion in the Medical Gazette, and has received a note from 
Sir Henry, stating his “ perfect satisfaction ” with the explanation 
given. The other allegations contained in the article in question, 
are not such as to require an answer. 

London, November ii, 4830.] 


I hate humbug, and would eschew that cant ryad fanaticism 
which are at present tainting extensive portions of society, as sin- 
cerely as I venerate and wish to cultivate a spirit of sober, manly, 
and rational piety. It is not, therefore, to pander to the morbid 
tastes of overweening saintliness, to encourage Its arrogant assump- 
tions, sanction its hateful, selfish exclusiveness, or advocate that 
spirit of sour, diseased, puritanical seclusion from the innocent 
gaieties and enjoyments of life, which has more deeply injured the 
interest of religion than any of its professed enemies ; it is not, I 
repeat, with any such unworthy objects as these that this melan- 
choly narrative is placed on record. But it is to show, if it ever 
meet their eyes, your “ men about town,” as the elite of the rakish 
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fools and flatterers of the day are significantly termed, that some 
portions of the page of profligacy are black — black with iiorror, 
and steeped in the tears— thebloo i, of anguish and remorse, wrung 
from ruined thousands ! — That ofteu the “ iron is entering the very 
soul” of those who preseut to the world’s eye an exterior of glaring 
gaiety and recklessness— that gilded guilt must, one day, be 
stripped of its tinselry, and flung into the haze and gloom of outer 
darkness : these are the only objects for which this black passage 
is laid before the reader; in which I have undertaken to describe 
pains and agonies, which these eyes witnessed, and that with all 
the true frighlfulncss of reality. It has, indeed, cost me feelings of 
little less than torture to retrace the leading features of the scenes 
with which llie narrative concludes. ;» • 


“ Hit him — pitch it into him ! Go it, boys— go it! Right into 
your man each of you, like good'uns! — Top sawyers these! — 
Hurra! Tap his claret cask — draw his cork ! — Go it — go it — beat 
him, big one ! — lick him, little one ! Hurra — Slash, smash -fib away 
— right aud left!— Hollo! — Clear the way. there! — Ring! ring!” 
These, and many similar exclamations, may serve to bring be- 
fore the reader one of those ordiuary scenes iu London — a street 
row ; arising, too, out of circumstances of equally frequent re- 
currence. A gentleman (1) prowling about Piccadilly, towards 
nightfall, bribe month of November, in quest of adventures of a 
certain description, had been offering some impertinence to a fe- 
male of respectable appearance, whom he had been following for 
some minutes. He was in the act of putting his arm round her 
waist, or taking some similar liberty, when he was suddenly seized 
by the collar from behind, and jerked off the pavement so violently, 
that he fell nearly at full length in the gutter. This feat was per- 
formed by the woman’s husband, who had that moment rejoined 
ber, having quitted her only a very short time beiore, to leave a 
message at one of the coach-offices, while she w alked on, being in 
haste. No man of ordinary spirit could eudure such rough hand- 
ling tamely. The instant, therefore, that the prostrate man had 
recovered his footing, he sprung towards his assailant, and struck 
him furiously over the face with his umbrella. For a moment the 
man seemed disinclinedlo return the blow, owing to the passionate 
dissuasions of his wife ; but it was useless — his English blood began 
to boil under the idea of submitting to a blow, and, hurriedly ex- 
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claiming, “Wait a moment, sir,” — he pushed his wife into the- 
shop adjoining, telling her to stay till he returned. A small crowd 
stood round. ' “ Now, by — — , sir, we shall see which is the 
better man!” said he, again making his appearance, and putting 
himself into a boxing attitude. There was much disparity between 
the destined combatants, in point both of skill and size. The man 
last named was short in stature, bnt of a square iron build ; and it 
needed Only a glance at his posture to see he was a scientitic, per- 
haps a thoroughbred, bruiser. His antagonist, on the contrary, 
was a tall, handsome, well-proportioned, gentlemanly man, appa- 
rently pet more than twenty-eight or thirty years old. Giving his 
umbrella into the hands of a bystander, and hurriedly drawing off 
his gloves , he addressed himself to the encounter with an unguarded 
impetuosity, which left him wholly at the mercy of his cool and 
practised opponeht 

The latter seemed evidently- inclined to play a while with his 
man, and contented himself with stopping several heavily dealt 
blows, with so much quickness and precision, that every one saw 
“the big one had caught a Tartar ” in the man he had provoked. 
Watching his opportunity, like a tiger crouching noiselessly in pre- 
paration for the fatal spring, the short man delivered such a slaugh- 
tering left-handed hit full in the face of his tall adversary, accom- 
panied by a tremendous “doubling-up ” body-blow, as in an instant 
brought him senseless to the ground. He who now lay stunned 
and blood-smeared on the pavement, surrounded by a rabble jeer- 
ing the fallen '“swell,” and exulting at seeing the punishment he 
had received for his impertinence, was, as the conqueror pithily told 
them, standingover his prostrate foe, the Honourable St. John Henry 
Eflingstone, presumptive heir to a marquisate ; and the victor, who 

walked coolly away asifnothinghadhappened, was Tom ,the 

prizefighter. ' 1 : -V,; 

Such was the occasion of my first introduction to Mr. Eflingstone ; 
for I was driving by at the time this occurrence took place ; and 
my coachman, seeing the crowd, slackened the pace of his horses, 
and I desired him to stop. Hearing some voices cry, “ Take him 
to a doctor,” I let myself out, announced my profession, and, 
seeing a man of very gentlemanly and superior appearance, co- 
vered with blood, and propped against the knee of one of the 
people round, I had him brought into my carriage, saying I would 
drive him to his residence close by, which his card showed me 
was in - — Street, Though much disfigured, and in great pain, 
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lie had not received any injury likely to be attended with danger. 
He soon recovered ; but an infinitely greater annoyance remained 
after all the other symptoms had disappeared — his left eye was 
sent into deep mourning, which threatened to last for some weeks ; 
and could any thing be more vexatious to a gay man about town? 
for such was Mr. Effmgstone — but no ordinary one. 

He did not belong to that crowded class of essenced fops, of 
silly coxcombs, hung in gold chains, and bespangled with a pro- 
fusion of rings, brooches, pins, and quizzing-glasses, who are to 
be seen in fine weather glistening about town, like fire-dies in 
India. He was no walking advertisement of the superior articles 
of his tailor, mercer, and jeweller. No — Mr. Ellingstone was 
really a man about town, and yet no puppy. He was worse — an 
abandoned 'profligate, 'a systematic debauchee, an irreclaimable 
reprobate. He stood preeminent .amidst the throng of men of fa- 
shion — a glaring tower of guilt, such as Milton represents Satan. 

In shape and gesture proudly eminent, 

among his gloomy battalions of fallen spirits. He had nothing hi 
common with the set of men I have been alluding to. but that he 
chose to drlnlc deeper from the same foul and maddening cup of 
dissipation. Their minor fooleries and “naughtiness,” as he term- 
ed them, he despised. Had he not neglected a legitimate exercise 
of his transcendent talents, he might have become, with little 
effort, one of the first men of his age. As for knowledge, his 
powers of acquisition seemed unbounded. Whatever he read he 
made his own ; good or bad, he never forgot it. He was equally 
intimate with ancient and modern scholarship. His knowledge of 
the varieties and distinctions between the ancient sects of philoso- 
phers was more minutely*accurate. and more successfully brought 
to bear upon the modern, than I am aware of having ever known 
in another. Few, very few, that I have been acquainted with, 
could make a more imposing and effective display of the “ dazzling 
fence of logic.” Fallacies, though never so subtle, so exquisitely 
vraisemblant — so “twin-formed to truth ” — and calculated to 
evade the very ghost of Aristotle himself, melted away instan- 
taneously before the first glance of his eye. His powers were 
acknowledged and feared by all who knew bun — as many a dis- 
comfited sciolist now living can bear testimony. His acuteness of 
perception was not less remarkable. He anticipated all you meaut 
to convey, before you had uttered more than a word or two. it 
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was useless to kick or wince under such treatment— to find your 
own words thrust back again down your own throat as useless,' 
than which few things are more provoking to men with the slightest 
• spice of petulance. A conviction of his overwhelming power 
kept you passive beneath his grasp. He had. as it were, extract- 
ed and devoured the kernel, while you were attempting to decide 
on the best method of breaking the shell. " His wit was radiant, 
and, fed by a fancy both lively rad powerful, it flashed and 
sparkled on all sides of you like lightning. He had a strong bent 
towards sarcasm, and that of the bitterest and fiercest kind. If 
you chanced unexpectedly to become its subject, you sneaked away 
consciously seared to your very centre, -If, however, you really 
wished to acquire information from him , no one was readier to open 
the storehouses of his learning. You had but to start a topic re- 
quiring elucidation of any kind, and presently you saw, grouped 
around it, numerous, appropriate, and beautiful illustrations, from 
almost every region of knowledge. But then you could scarcely 
fail to observe the spirit of pride and ostentation which pervaded 
the whole. If he failed anywhere — and who living is equally ex- 
cellent in all things? — it was in physics Yes, here he was foiled. 
He lacked the patience, perseverance, and almost exclusive atten- 
tion, which the cold and haughty goddess presiding over them in- 
variably exacts from her suitors. Still, however, he had that 
showy general intimacy with its outlines, and some of its leading 
features, w hich earned him greater applause than was doled out 
reluctantly and suspiciously to theprofoundest masters of science. 

Yet Mr. Efiiiigstone, though such as 1 have described him, gain- 
ed no distinctions at Oxford; and why? because he knew that all 
acknowledged his intellectual supremacy; that he had but to extend 
his foot, and stand on the proudest pedestal of academical emi- 
nence. This satisfied him. And another reason for his conduct 
once slipped out in the course of my intimacy with him : His 
overweening, I may say. almost unparalleled pride, could not 
brook the idea of the remotest chance of failure ! The same 
thing accounted for another manifestation of his pecnliar character : 
NO one could conceive how, when, or where, he came by his wpn- 
derful knowledge. He never seemed, to be doing anything; no 
one ever saw him reading or writing, and yet he came into society 
au fait at almost every thing! All this was attributable to his 
pride, or, I should say more correctly, his vanity. “ Results, not 
processes, are for the public eye,” he was fond of saying. In 
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plain English, he would shine before men, butwould not that they 
should know the pains and expense with which his lamp was fed. . 
And this highly gifted individual it was who chose to track the 
w aters of dissipation, to career among their sunk rocks, shoals, 
and quicksands, even till he sank and perished in them ! By some 
strange omission in his moral conformation, his soul seemed 
utterly destitute of any sympathies. for virtue ; and whenever I look- 
ed at him, it w as with feelings of concern, alarm, and wonder, 
akin to those with which one might contemplate the frightful crea- 
ture brought into being by Frankenstein. Mr. Effingstone seemed 
either wholly incapable of appreciating moral excellence, or wil- 
fully contemptuous of it. While reflecting carefully on his 
iSioGvyY.cL'jly.g which several years’ intimacy gave me many oppor- 
tunities of doing, and endeavouring to account for his fixed incli- 
nation towards vice, and that in Its most revolting form, and most 
frantic excesses, at a time when he was consciously possessed of 
such capabilities of excellence of every description, — it has struck 
me that a little incident, which came to my knowledge casually, 
afforded a clew to the whole — a key to bis character. He one 
day chanced to overhear a distin uished friend of his father’s 
lamenting that a man “of Mr. St. John’s vast powers” could pro- 
stitute them in the manner he did ; and the reply made by his 
father was, with a sigh, that “St. John w\as a splendid sinner, and 
he knew it.” From that hour, the key-stone was fixed in the 
arch of his unalterable, irreclaimable depravity. He felt a satanic 
satisfaction in the consciousness of being an object of regret and 
wonder among those who most enthusiastically acknowledged 
his intellectual supremacy. How infinitely less stimulating to his 
morbid sensibilities would be the placid approvals of virtue — a 
common-place acquiescence in the ordinary notions of virtue and 
religion ! He w ished rather to stand out from the multitude — to 
be severed from the herd. “ Better to reign in hell than serve 
in heaven,” he thought; and he was not long in sinking many, 
fathoms lower into the abyss of atheism. In fact, he never pre- 
leuded to the possession of religious principle ; he had acquiesced 
in the reputed truths of Christianity like his neighbours ; or, at 
least, kept doubts to himself, till he fancied his reputation requir- 
ed him to join the crew of fools, who blazon their unbelief. This 
vu as tC damned fine.” ' ' ‘ 

Conceive, now T , such a man as I have truly; but perhaps imper- 
fectly, described Mr. Effingstone— in the possession of 3000/. a- 
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year — perfectly bis own master — with a line person and most fas- 
cinating manners— capable of acquiring with ease every fashion- 
able accomplishment — the idol, th^ dictutor of all he met —and 
with a dazzling circle of friends and relatives ; — conceive, for a 
moment, such a man as this let loose irpon town ! Will it occasion 
wonder, if the reader is told how soon nocturnal studies, and the 
ambition of retaining his intellectual character which prompted 
them, were supplanted by a blind, absorbing, reckless devotion 
— for lie was incapable of any thing but in extremes — to the ga- 
ming-table — the turf, the cockpit, the ring, the theatres, and daily 
aud nightly attendance on those haunts of detestable debauchery, 
which I cannot foul my pen with naming?- -that a two or three 
years’ intimacy with such scenes as these ivad conduced , in the 
first instance, to shed a haze of indistinctness over the multifarious 
acquirements of his earlier and better days, and finally to blot 
out large portions with blank oblivion ? — that his soul’s sun shone 
in dim discoloured rays through the fogs— the vault-vapours of 
profligacy?— that prolonged desuetude was gradually, though uu- 
heededly, benumbing and palsying his intellectual faculties? — 
that a constant “feeding on garbage” had vitiated aud depraved 
his whole system, both physical and mental ? — aud that, to con- 
clude, there was a lamentable, and almost incredible, contrast 
between the glorious being, Mr. Ellingstone, at twenty-one, and 
that poor faded creature, that prematurely superannuated debau- 
chee, Mr. Eflingstone, at twenty -seven ? 

I feel persuaded I shall not be accused of travelling out of the 
legitimate sphere of these “ Passages,”— of forsaking the track of 
professional detail, — in having thus attempted to give the reader 
some faint idea of the intellectual character of one of the mosl ex- 
traordinary young men, that have ever flashed, meteor-like, 
across thesphere of my own observation. Not that, in the ensuing 
pages, it will be in my power to exhibit him such as he has been 
described, doing and uttering things worthy of his great powers. 
Alas, al.as! he was “fallen, fallen, fallen” from that altitude 
long before it became 1 my province to know him professionally. 
His decline and fall are alone what remain for me to describe. I am 
painting from the life, and those are living who know it, — that I 
an) describing the character and career of him who once lived, 
but who deliberately immolated himself before the shrine of debau- 
chery, — and they can, with a quaking heart, attest the few bitter 
and black passages of his remaining history, which here follow. 
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The reader is acquainted with the circumstances attending my 
lirst professional acquaintance with Mr. Eflingstone. Those of the 
second are in perfect keeping. He had been prosecuting an enter- 
prise of seduction/ the interest of which was. in his^ eyes, enhanced 
a thousand-fold, on discovering that the object of his illicit atten- 
tions was married. She was, I understood, a very handsome, 
fashionable woman ; and she fell— for Mr. Eflingstone was irre- 
sistible ! He was attending one of their assignations one night, 
which she was unexpectedly unable to keep ; and he waited so long 
at the place of meeting, but slightly clad, in the cold and inclement 
weather, that when he returned home at an early hour in the 
morning, intensely chagrined, he began to feel ill. He could not 
rise to breakfast. He grew rapidly worse ; and when I was sum- 
moned to his bedside, he exhibited all the symptoms of a very se- 
vere inflammation of the lungs. One or two concurrent causes of 
excitement and chagrin aggravated his illness. He had been very 
unfortunate in betting on the Derby ; and was threatened with an 
arrest from his tailor, whom he owed some hundreds of pounds, 
which he could not possibly pay. Again,— a wealthy remote mem- 
ber of the family, his godfather, having heard of his profligacy, 
altered his will, and left every farthing lie had in the world, 
amounting to upwards of fifty or sixty thousand pounds, to a cha- 
ritable institution, the whole of which had been originally destined 
to Mr. Eflingstone. The only notice taken of him in the old gentle- 
man’s will was, “To St. John Henry Eflingstone, my unworthy 
godson, I bequeath the sum of five pounds sterling, to purchase a 
Bible and Prayer-book, believing the time may yet come w hen he 
will require them.” — These circumstances, I say, added to one or 
two other irritating concomitants, such as will sometimes succeed 
in stinging even your men about town into something like reflection, 
brief, bitter, and futile though it be, contributed to accelerate the 
inroads of his dangerous disorder. We were compelled to adopt 
such powerful antiphlogistic treatment as reduced him to within 
an inch of his life. Previous to, and in the course of, this illness, 
he exhibited one or two characteristic traits. 

“Doctor — is delirium usually an attendant on this disorder?” 
he inquired one morning. I told him it was — ^very frequently. 

“ Ah 1 then, I’d better become with one of old, and 

bite out my tongue; for, God knows! my life won’t bear ripping 
up! I shall say what will horrify you all! Delirium blackens a 
poor fellow sadly among his friends, doesn't it ? Babbling devil— 
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what can silence it ? If you should hear me beginning to let out, 
suffocate me,— do, Doctor.” 

“Any chance of. my giving the cheat cut this time, Doctor, 
eh?” he inquired the same evening, with great apparent noncha- 
lance. Seeing my jiuzzled air— for I did not exactly comprehend 
the 'expression, “great cut'*— he asked quickly, “Doctor shall 
I die, d’ye think?’,’ I told him I certainty apprehended great 
danger, for his symptoms began io look very serious. “Then the 
ship must be cleared for action. What is the best way. of ensur- 
ing recovery % provided i is to be?” I told him that, among other 
things, he must be kept very quiet— must not have hismind excited 
by visitors. 

" “Nurse, ring the bell for George,”, said he, suddenly interrupt- 
ing me. The valet in a few moments answered the summons. 
“ George j d'ye value your neck, eh ?” • The man bowed. “ Then, 
harkee, see you don’t let in a living soul toseeme, except tbe me- 
dical people. Friends, relatives, mother, brothers, sisters, harkee, 
sirrah ! shut them all out — And, dims— mind — duns especially. *[f 

: should come, and get inside the door, kick him out again ; and 

if comes, and and — — , tell them, that if they don’t 

mind what they are about, I’ll die, if jl’s only to cheat them.” 
The man bowed and retired. “ And — and —Doctor, what else? ” 

e if you should appear approaching your end, Mr. Effingstone, 
you would allow us, perhaps, to call iu a clergyman to assist you 
in your devo” 

‘.‘What— eh — a parson? Oh, it ! no, no — out of the ques- 

tion — non adrem , I assure you,” he replied hastily. “D’ye think 
I can’t roll down to hell fast enough, without having my wheels 
oiled by their hypocritical humbug ? Don’t name it again. Doctor, 
dh any account, I beg. ” 

* * * He grew rapidly w orse, but ultimately recovered. His 
injunctions were obeyed to the letter; for his ram George idolized 
•his master, and turned a deaf ear to all applications for , dmission 
to his master’s chamber.. It was well there w as no one of his 
friends or relatives present to listen to his ravings ; for the dis- 
gorgings of his polluted soul .were horrible. His progress to wards 
convalescence was by very slow sleps; for the energies of both 
mind nd body had been dreadfully shaken. His illness, however, 
had w orked little or no alteration in his moral seutimeiils^-or, if 
any thing, for the worse. 

“ It won’t do at ail, will it, Doctor ?” said Mr. Effingstone, when 
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I was visiting him, one morning, at the house of a titled relation 
in — — Square, whither he had been removed to prepare for a 
jaunt to the Continent. “ What do you allude to, Mr. EfBngstone ? 
— Wlmt vvou’t do?” 1 asked, for I knew not to what he alluded, 
as the question was the firsl break of a long pause in our conver- 
sation, which had been quite of a miscellaneous character. “ ffhat 
won’t do? Why, the sort otlife I have been leading about town 
these two or three last years,” he replied. “ Egad ! Doctor, it 
has nearly wound me up, has not it ?” 

“Indeed, Mr. EUiugstone, I think so. You have had a very, 
very narrow escape— have been within a hair’s breadth of your 
grave.” — “ Ay,” he exclaimed, with a sigh , passing his hand ra- 
pidly over his noble forehead, “’twas a complete toss up whether 
I should go or stay ! I look somewhat shaken — une roue qui se de- 
rate — do I not, fpith? — But come, come, the good ship has wea- 
thered the storm bravely, though she has been battered a little in 
her timbers!” said he,siriking his breast; “ and she’s At for sea again 
already, — with alittle caulking, that is. Heigho ! what afool illness 
makes a man 1 I’ve had some of the strangest, oddest twingings 
— such gleams and visions!— What d’ye think, Doctor, I’ve had 
dinging in my ears night and day, like a dismal church bell? Why, 
a passage from old Persius, and this is it, (you know I w as a dab at 
Latin, once. Doctor,) rotunda ore , — 

Magne Pater dlvum! s®vos punlre tyrannoa •. 

Haud alii ratione velis, quuin dira libido . y 

Moveril ingenium, ferventi lincla veneno; 

— Virtulcm videanl— inUbescanlque relicts I * 

True and forcible enough, isn’t it ? ” 

“ Yes, ” I replied ; and expressed my satisfaction at his altered 
sentiments. “ He might rely on it,” I ventured to assure him, 

“that the paths of virtue, of religion” 1 was getting on too 

fast 1 , 

“Pho, pho, Doctor! No humbug, I beg — come, come, no 
humbug — no nonsense of that sort ! I meant nothing of the kind, 
i can assure you! I’m a better Bentley than you, I see! What 
d’ye think is my reading of ‘ virtutem videant?’— Why, let them get 
wives when they’re worn out and waut nursing — ah, ha ! — C.irse 
me! I’d go on raking— ay , I would, stern as you look about it !— 
but I’m too much the, worse for wear at present — I must recruit 
alittle,” * 
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“Mr. Eflingstone, I’m really confouuded al hearing yon talk in 
so light a strain f Forgive me. my dear sir, but” — 

“ Fiddle-de-dee, iny dear Doctor ! Of course. I’ll forgive yoti, 
if you won’t repeat the offence. ’Tis unpleasant — a nuisance — 'its, 
upon my soul ! Well, however, what do you think is the upshot pf 
the whole — the practical point— the winding up of affairs — the 
balancing of the books” — he delighted in accumulations of this 
sort — “ the shutting up of the volume, eh ? I’m going to get 
married— I am by — <— ! I’m at dead-low watermark in money 
matters ; and, in short, I repeat it, I intend to marry — a gold bag ! 
A good move, isn’t it? But, to be candid, I can’t take all the cre- 
dit of the thing to myself either, having been a trifle bored, bul- 
• lied, badgered into it by the family. They say the world cries 
shame on me ! Simpletons, why listen to the world ! — I only laugh . 
ha, ha, ha ! and cry, curse on the world ! and so wc are quits with 
one another ! * — By the way, the germ of that’s to be found in that 
worthy old fellow Plautus !” 

All this, uttered with Mr. Effmgstone’s characteristic emphasis 
and rapidity of tone and manner, conveyed his real sentiments ; 
and it was not long before he carried them into effect. He speul 
Iwo or three mouths in the south of France ; and not long after his 
return to England, with restored health and energies, he singled 
out from among the many, many women who would have exulted 
in being an object of the attentions of the accomplished, the dis- 
tingue Eflingstone, Lady E . the very llower of English 

aristocratical beauty, daughter of a distinguished peer, and sole 
heiress to the immense estates of an aged Baronet in — —shire. 

The unceasing exclusive attentions exacted from her suitor by 
this haughty young beauty, operated for a while as asalutary check 
upon Mr. Effingstone’s reviving propensities to dissipation. So long 
as there was the most distant possibility of his being rejected, he 
was her willing slave at all hours, on all occasions, yielding implicit 
obedience, and making incessantsacrificesofhisown personal con- 
veniencies. Assoon. how ever, as lie had “ run down the game,” as 
he calledit, and the lady was so far compromised in the eyes of the 

* ( “ Whal are the thousands that have been laughing at us, but company? ” — “ Laard, 
my dear,” returned he with the greatest good humour, “ you Seem immensely chagrined ; 
but b — — t me!— when the world laughs ut me, I laugh al all the irorld—and so we 
are even." £itues op the Would— Letter liv. 

It is said that the germ of the observation in the text, is “In be found in rlaulus. y * I 
do not recollect it there : possibly EOingslune had some indistinct recollection ofThl* 
passage from Goldsmith. —E d. 3 , 
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World, as to render retreat next to impossible, he began to slacken 
in his attentions; not, however, so palpably and visibly as to alarm 
cither her ladyship or any of their mutual relations or friends. He 
compensated for the attentions he was obliged to pay her by day, 
by the most extravagant nightly excesses. The pursuits of intellect! 
of literature, and philosophy, were utterly, and apparently finally, 
discarded— and for what ? For wallowing swinishly in the foulest 
sinks of depravity, herding among the acknowledged outcasts, 
commingling intimately with the very scum and refuse of society, 
battening on the rottenness of obscenity, and revelling amid the 
hellish orgies celebrated nightly in haunts of nameless infamy. 
Gambling, gluttony, drunkenness, harlotry, blasphemy !—— 

* * * * . 

[I cann*t bring myself to make public the shocking details with 
which the following live pages of Dr. — ’s Diary are occupied. 
They are too revolting for the columns of this distinguished Maga- 
zine, and totally unfit for the eyes of its miscellaneous readers. If 
printed, they would appear to many absolutely incredible. They 
are little else than a corroboration of what is advanced in the sen- 
tences immediately preceding this interjected paragraph. What 
follows must be given only in a fragmentary form— the cup of hor- 
ror must be poured out before the reader, only xari or^ova. *]' 

Mr. Eflingstone, one morning, accompanied LadyE and her 

mother to one of the fashionable shops, for the purpose of aiding 
the former in her choice of some beautiful Chinese toys, to com- 
plete the ornamental department of her boudoir. After having 
purchased some of the most splendid and costly articles which had 
been exhibited, the ladies drew on their gloves, and gave each an 

arm to Mr. Eflingstone to lead them to the carriage. Lady E 

was in a flutter of unusually animated spirits, and was compliment- 
ing Mr. Eflingstone, in enthusiastic terms, on the taste with which 
he had guided their purchases. They had left the shop door, and 
the footman was letting down the carriage steps, when a very young 
woman, elegantly dressed, who happened to be passing at that mo- 
ment, seemingly in a state of deep dejection, suddenly started on 
seeing and recognising Mr. Eflingstone, placed herself between 
them and the carriage, and, lifting her clasped hands, exclaimed, 
in piercing accents, “ Oh, Henry, Henry, Henry ! how cruelly you 
have deserted your poor ruined girl ! What have I done to deserve 

• • • Alex, in Aj>h)-oditio. 
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it? I’m broken-hearted, and can rest nowhere ! I’ve been walk- 
ing up and down M Street nearly three hours this morning to 

get asight of you, but could not! Oh, Henry, how differently you 

said you would behave before you brought me up from shire ! ” 

All this w as uttered with the impassioned vehemence and rapidity 
of highly excited feelings, and uninterruptedly; for both Lady 

E and her mother seemed perfectly petrified, and stood pale 

and speechless. Mr. Ellin stone, too, was for a moment thunder- 
struck ; but an instant’s reflection showed him the necessity of act- 
ing w ith decision one way or another. Though deadly palephe did 
not disclose any other symptoms of agitation ; and, w ith an assumed 
air of astonishment and irrecognition, exclaimed, concernedly, 
“ Poor creature ! unfortunate thing! Some strange mistake this ! ” 
— “ Oh, no, no. no, Henry, it’s no mistake ! You know me well 
enough— I’m your own poor Hannah!” 

“Pho, pho ! nonsense, woman ! / never saw' you before.” 

“Never saw me ! never saw me! ” almost shrieked the girl;“ and 
is it o come to this?” 

“Woman, don’t be foolish— cease, or we must give you over to 
an officer as an impostor,” said Mr. Elfingstone, the perspiration 
bursting from every pore. “Come, coine, your ladyships had 
belter allow me to hand you into the carriage. See, there’s a 
crowd collecting.” 

“No, Mr. Elfingstone,” replied Lady E ’s mother, with ex- 

cessive agitation ; “ this very singular — strange affair — if it is a 
mistake— had better be set right on Hie spot. Here, young woman, 
can you tell me what is the name of this gentleman ?” pointing to 
Mr. EIBngslone. 

Elfingstone — Elfingstone, to be sure. Ma’am,” sobbed the girl, 
looking imploringly at him. The instant she had uttered his name, 
the two ladies, dreadfully agitated, withdrew their arms from his, 
and, with the footman’s assistance, stepped into their carriage, and 
drove off rapidly, leaving Mr. Eflingstone bow ing, kissing his hand, 
and assuring them that he should “ soon settle this absurd affair,” 

and be at Street before their ladyships. They heard him not. 

however ; for the instant the carriage had set off, Lady E— — fainted. 

“ Young woman, you’re quite mistaken in me — I never saw you 
before. Here Is my card— come to me at eight to-night,” he added, 
in an under tone, so as to be heard by none but her he addressed. 
She look the hint, appeared pacified, and each withdrew different 
ways — Mr. Elfingstone almost suffocated with suppressed exeera- 
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lions. Fie flung himself into a hackney-coach, and ordered it .to 

Street, intending to assure Lady E , with a smile, thatlie 

had “instantly put au end to the ridiculous affair.” His knock, 
however, brought liinta prompt “ Not at home,” though their car- 
riage had hut the instant before driven from the door. He jumped 
again into the coach, almost gnashing his teeth with fury, drove 
home, and despatched his groom with a note, and orders to wait 
au answer. He soon brought it back, with the intelligence that 
Lord and Lady had given their porter orders to reject all 


letters or messages from Mr. Eflingstone! So there was an end 
of all hopes from that quarter. This is the history of what was 
‘ mysteriously ’ hinted at in one of the papers of the day, as a 
strange occurrence in high life, which would ‘ probably break off a 
matrimonial affair long considered as settled.’— But how did Mr. 
Eflingstone receive his ruined dupe at the appointed hour of eight? 
He answered her expected knock himself. 

“ Now, look, 1 ” said he, fiercely, extending his arm with 

clenched fist tow ards her, “ if ever you presume to darken my 

doors again, by , I'll murder you! I give you fair warning. 

You’ve ruined me — you have, you accursed 1” 

“ n, y God ! • W hat am I to do to live ? What is to become 
of me?” groaned the victim. 

“ Do? Why, go and be. 1 And here’s something to help 

you on your way— there 1 ” arid flinging her a check for 50/. , he 
shut the door violently in her face. 

Mr. Eflingstone now plunged into profligacy with a spirit of al- 
most diabolical desperation. Divers dark hints— stinging inuendoes 
—appeared in the papers of his disgraceful uotoriety in certain 
scenes of an abominable description. But he laughed at them. 
His family at length cast him off, and reused to recognise him till 
he chose to alter his courses— to make the ‘ amende’ to society. 


Mr. Eflingstone was boxing one morning with Belasco — I think 
It was — at the latter’s rooms; and was preparing to plant a hit 
which the fighter had defied him to do, when he suddenly dropt 
bis guard, turned pale, and, in a moment or two, fell fainting into 
the arms of the astounded boxer. Hehad.severaldays previously, 
suspected himself the subject of indisposition — how could it be 

otherw ise, keeping *uch hours, and living such a life as he did 

but not of so seiiodS h nature as to prevent him from going out as 
usual. As soon as he had recovered, and swallowed a few drops 
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of spirits and water, he drove home, intending to have sent imme- 
diately for Mr. , the well-known surgeon ; but on arriving at 

his rooms, he found a travelling carriage-and-four waiting before 
the door, for the purpose of conveying him instantly to the bedside 
of his dying mother, in a distant part of England, as she wished 
personally to communicate to him something of importance before 
she died. This lie learnt from two of his relatives, who were up 
stairs giving directions to his servant to pack up bis clothes, and 
make other preparations for his journey, so that nothing might de- 
tain him from setting oir the instant he arrived at his rooms. He 
was startled— alarmed — confounded at all this. Good God ! he 
tliought, what was to become of him ? He was utterly unfit to un- 
dertake a journey, requiring instant medical attendance, which had 
been too long deferred ; for his dissipation had really made rapid 
inroads on his constitution. Yet what was to be done ? His situa- 
tion was such as could not be communicated to his relatives, for he 
did not choose to encounter their sarcastic reproaches. He had 
nothing for it but to get into the carriage with them, go down to 
shire, and, when there, devise some plausible pretext for re- 
turning instantly to town. That, however, he found impracticable. 
His mother would not trust him out of her sight oue instant, night 
or day, but kept his hand close locked in hers; he was also sur- 
rounded by the congregated members of the family, and could 
literally scarce stir out of the house an instant. He dissembled his 
illness with tolerable success, till his aggravated agonies drove him 
almost beside himself. Without breathing a syllable to any one 
but his own man, whom he took with him, he suddenly left the 
house, and, without even a change of clothes, threw himself into 
the lirst London coach ; and, by two o’clock the next day, was at 

his own rooms in M Street, in a truly deplorable condition, 

and attended by Sir — • — and myself. The consternation of his 

family in shire may be conceived. He coined some story about 

being obliged to stand second in a duel, — but his real state was 
soon discovered. Nine weeks of unmitigated agony were passed 
by Mr. Eiliugstone — the virulence of his disorder for a long time 
setting at deliauce all that medicine could do. This illness, also, 
brokehim down sadly, and we recommended to him asecond sojourn 
in the south of France — for which he set out the instant he could 
undertake the journey with safety. Much of hjp peculiar character 
was developed in this illness; that haughty mkless spirit of de- 
fiance, — that contemptuous .disregard of the sacred consolations of 
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religion, — that sullen indifference as to the event which might 
await him, — which his previous character would have warranted 
me in predicting. ‘ , ' t • 

* * , * * * * * 

About seven months from the period last mentioned, I received, 
one Suflday evening, a note, written in hurried characters ; and a 
hasty glance at the seal, which bore Mr. Effingstonc’s crest, filled 
me with sudden vague apprehensions that some misfortune or other 
had befallen him. This was the note 

“Dear Doctor, — For God's sake, come and see me immedi- 
ately, for I have this day arrived in London from the Continent, 
and am suffering the tortures of the damned both in mind and 
body. Come, come — in God’s name, come instantly, or I shall 
go mad, or destroy myself. Not a word of my return to any one 
till I have seen you. You will find me — in short, my man will ac- 
company you. Yours in agony, 

“ SL J. H. Eftesgstone. 

“Sunday evening, November, 18 — .” 

Tongue cannot utter the dismay with which this note filled me. 
His unexpected return from abroad — the obscure and distant part 
of the town (SL George’s in the East) where he had established 
himself— the dreadful terms in which his note was couched, 
revived, amidst a variety of vague conjectures, certain fearful ap- 
prehensions for him which I had begun to entertain before he 
quitted England. I ordered out my chariot instantly; his groom 
mounted the box to guide the coachman, and we drove down ra- 
pidly. A sudden recollection of the contents of several of the 
letters he had sent me latterly from the Continent, at my request, 
served to corroborate my worst fears. I had given him over for 
lost, by the time my chariot drew up opposite the house where 
he had so strangely taken up his abode. The street and neigh- 
bourhood, though not clearly discernible through the fogs of a 
November evening, contrasted strangely with the aristocratical 

regions to which my patient had been accustomed. Row 

was narrow, and the houses were small, yet clean and creditable 
looking. On entering No. — , the landlady, a person of quite 
respectable appearance, told me that Mr. Hardy — for such, it 
seems, was the name he chose to go by in these parts — had just 
retired to rest, as he felt fatigued and poorly, and she was just 
going to make him some gruel. She spoke in a tone of flurried 
excitation, and with an air of doubt, which were easily attributable 
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to her astonishment at a man of Mr. Effingstone’s appearance and 
attendance, with such superior travelling equipments, dropping 
into such a house and neighbourhood as hers. I repaired to his 
bedchamber immediately. It was a small comfortably furnished 
room ; the fire was lit, and two candles were burning on the 
drawers. On the bed, the plain chintz curtains of whiclt were 
only half drawn, lay St. John Henry Effingstoue. I must pause a 
moment to describe his appearance, as it struck me on first look- 
ing at him. It may be thought rather far-fetched, perhaps, but I 
could not help comparing him. in my own mind, to a gem set in 
the midst of faded tarnished embroidery. The coarse texture of 
the bed-furniture, the ordinary style of the room, its constrained 
dimension, contrasted strikingly with the indications of elegance 
and fashion afforded by the scattered clothes, toilet, and travel- 
ling equipment, etc. — together with the person and manners — of 
its present occupant,who lay on a bed all tossed and tumbled, 
with only a few minutes' restlessness. A dazzling diamond ring 
sparkled on the little linger of his left hand, and was the only 
ornament he ever wore. There was something, also, in the 
snowiness, simplicity, and fineness of his linen, which alone might 
have evidenced the superior consideration of its wearer, even 
were that not sufficiently visible in the noble, commanding outline 
of his features, faded though they were, and shrinking beneath 
the inroads of illness and dissipation. Ilis forehead was while and 
ample ; his eye had lost none of its fire, though it gleamed with 
restless energy ; in a word, there was that ease and loftiness in his 
bearing — that indescribable manure d’etre — which are insepara- 
ble from high birth and breeding. So much for the appearance 
of things on my en'rance. 

How are you, Mr. Effingstone— how are you, my dear sir! ” 
said I. silting dow n by the bedside. 

‘f Ductor— the pains of hell have got hold upon me. I am un- 
done,” he replied gloomily, in a brokeu voice, and extended to 
me a hand as cold as marble. 

“ Is it as you suspected in your last letter to me from Rouen, 
Mr. Effiugstone?” I inquired, after a pause. He shook his head 
and covered his face with both hands, but made me no answer. 
Thinking he was in tears, I said, in a soothing tone, — “ Gome, 
come, my dear sir, don’t be carried away: don’t — r 

Faugh ! Do you take me for a puling child, or a woman. Doc- 
tor ;> Don’t suspect me again of sucb contemptible pusillanimity. 
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low as I am fallen.” he replied, with startling sternness, removing 
his hands from his face. 

“ l hope, after all, that matters are not so desperate as your 
fears would persuade you,” said I, feeling his pulse, 

“ Doctor, don ? t delude me; all is over, I know it is. A horri- 
ble death is before me; bull shall meet it like a man. I have 
made my bed, and must lie upon it. I have not only strewn, but 
lit, the pile of my own immolation !”— , 

“ Come, come, Mr. Eflingstone, don’t be so gloomy — so hope- 
less; the exhausted powers of nature may yet be revived,” said I, 
after having asked him many questions. 

“ Doctor , I’ll soon put an eud to that strain of yours. ’Tis 

absurd— pardon me— but it is. Reach me one of those candles, 
please.” I did so. “ Now, I’ll show ydti how to translate a pas- 
sage of Persius : • 

Tentcmus fauces : — tenero latel ulcus in ore 
Putre, quod haud deceat plebcia radere beta ! 

Eh, you recollect it? Well, look ! — What say you to this? isn’t it 
frightful?” he asked bitterly, raising the candle that I might look 
into his mouth. It was, alas, as he said ! In fact, his whole con- 
stitution had been long tainted, and exhibited symptoms of soon 
breaking up altogether. I feared, from the period of my attend- 
ance on him during the illness which drove him last to the Con- 
tinent, that it was beyond human power to dislodge the harpy 
that had fixed his cruel fangs deeply, inextricably, in his vitals. 
Could it be wondered at, even by himself ? Neglect, in the first 
instance, added to a persevering^course of profligacy, had doomed 
him, long, long before, to premature and horrible decay! And 
though it can scarcely be credited, it is nevertheless the fact,— that 
even on the Continent, in the character of a shattered invalid, the 
infatuated man resumed those dissolute courses which in England 
had already hurried him almost to death’s door! 

“ My good God, Mr. Edingstone,” I inquired, almost paralyzed 
with amazement at hearing him describe recent scenes in w hich 
he had mingled, which would have made even satyrs skulk ashamed 
into the woods of old, “ how could you have been so insane — so 
stark staring mad, to say nothing else of it ?•" 

“ By instinct, Doctor— by instioct ! The nature of the beast! ” 
he replied, through his closed teeth, and with an unconscious 
clenching of his hands. Many inquiries into his past and present 
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symptoms forewarned me that his case would probably be marked 
by more appalling features than any that had ever come under 
my care; and that there was not a ray of hope that he would sur- 
vive the long, lingering, and maddening agonies, which were 
“ measured out to him from the poisoned chalice,” which he had 
“ commended to his own lips.” *\t the time I am speaking of — I 
mean when I paid him the visit above described — his situation was 
not far from that of Job, described in chap. xx. 

* * * * ' * * * * • *t * * 

He shed no tears, and repeatedly strove, but in vain, -to repress 
sighs with which his breast heaved, nearly to bursting, while I 
pointed out, iu obedience to his determination to know the worst, 
some portions of the dreary prospect before him. 

“ Horrible! hideous!# he exclaimed, in a low broken tone, his 
flesh creeping from head to foot. “ llow shall I endure it?- — O, 
9 Epictetus, how?” He relapsed into silence, with his eyes fixed 
on the ceiling, and his hands joined over his breast, and pointing 
upwards, in a posture which I considered supplicatory. I rejoiced 
to see it, and ventured to say, after much hesitation, that I was 
delighted to see him at length looking to the right quarter for sup- 
port and consolation. 

“ Bah ! ” he exclaimed impetuously, removiug his hands and 
eyeing me with sternness, almost approaching fury, “ why will 
you persist in pestering your patients with twaddle of that sort ? — 
eamdem semper caneiis canliicnam, ad nauseam us</ue — as though 
you carried a psalter in your pocket ? AVIien I want to listen to 
any thing of that kind, why, I’ll pay a parson ! Haven’t I a tide 
enough of horror to bear up against already, w ithout your bring- 
ing a sea of superstition upon me ? No more of it — no more — ’tis 
foul.” I felt roused myself, at last, to something like corres- 
pondent emotion ; for there was an insolence of assumption in his 
tone which I could not brook. 

“ Mr. Efiingstonc,” said I, calmly, “ this silly swagger will not 
do. ’Tis unworthy of you — unscholarly — ungentlemanly. You 
force me to say so. I beg I may hear no more of it, or you and I 
must part. I have never been accustomed to such treatment, and 
1 cannot now learn how to endure it from you. From what 
quarter can you expect support or fortitude,” said I, in a milder 
tone, seeing him startled and surprised at my tone and manner. 
“ except the despised consolations of religion ?” 

“ Doctor, you are too superior to petty feelings not to overlook 
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a little occasional petulance in such a wretched fellow as I am! 
You ask me whither I look for support? I reply, to the energies 
of my own mind — the tried disciplined energies of my own mind. 
Doctor — a mind that never knew what fear was— that no disastrous 
combinations of misfortune could ever yet shake from its fortitude ! 
What but this is* it, that enables me to shut my ears to the whisper- 
ings of some pitying fiend, who, knowing what hideous tortures 
await me, has stepped outofhell to come and advise me to suicide — 
eh?” he inquired, his eye glaring on me with a very fearful ex- 
pression. “ However, as religion, that is, your Christian religion, 
is a subject on which you and I can never agree — an old bone of 
contention between us — why, the less said about it the better. 
It’s useless to irritate a man whose mind is made up. I shall never 
—I will never — be a believer. May I perish first ! ” he concluded, 
with angry vehemence. • ' 

The remaiuder of the interview 1 spent in endeavouring to per- 
suade him to relinquish his present unsuitable lodgings, Wd return 
to the sphere of his friends and relations — but in vain. He was 
fixedly determined to continue in that obscure hole, he said, till 
there was about a week or so between him and death, and then 
he would return, “ and die in the bosom of his family, as the 
phrase was.” Alas, however, I knew but too well, that, in the 
event of his adhering to that resolution, he was fated to expire in 
the bed where he then lay ; for I foresaw but too truly that the 
termination of his illness would be attended with circumstances 
rendering removal utterly impossible. He made me pledge my 
word that I would not, without his express request or sanction, 
apprize any member of his family, or any of his friends, that he 
had returned to England. It w^s in vain that I expostulated — that 
I represented Hie responsibility imposed upon me ; and reminded 
him, that, in the event of any thing serious and sudden befalling 
him, the censure of all his relatives would be levelled at me. He 
was immovable. “Doctor, you know well I dare not see them, 
as well on my^wn account as theirs,” said he, bitterly. He begged 
me to prescribe him a powerful anodyne draught, for that he 
could get uo rest at nights— that an intense, racking pain was 
gnawing all his bones from morning to evening — from evening to 
morning : and what with this and other dreadful concomitants, 
he “ was,” he said, “suffering the tortures of the damned, and 
perhaps worse. ” I complied with his request, and ordered him 
also many other medicines and applications, and promised to see 
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him soon in the morning. I was accordingly with him about 
twelve the next day. He was silling up, and in his dressin -gown, 
before the fire, in great pain, and suffering under the deepest de- 
jection. He complained heavily of the intense and unremitting 
agony he had endured all night long, and thought, that, from some 
cause or other, the laudanum draught I ordered! had tended to 
make him only more acutely sensible of the pain. “It is a pecu- 
liar and horrible sensation; and I. cannot give you an adequate 
idea of it,” he said : “ it is as though the marrow in my bones were 
transformed into something animated— into blind-worms, writh- 
ing, biting, and stinging incessantly” — and he shuddered, as did 
I also, at the revolting comparison. He put me upon a minute 
exposition of the rationale of his disorder : and if ever I was at a 
loss for adequate expressions or illustrations, he supplied them 
with a readiness, an'e^quisitc appositeness, w hich, added tohis as-' 
tonishing acutenes? in comprehending the most strictly technicaf 
details, feed me with admiration for his great powers of mind, 
and poignant regret at their miserable desecration. 

“ Well, I don’t think you can give me any efficient relief, Doc- 
tor," said he, “ and I am therefore bent on trying a scheme of my 
own.” 

“ And what, pray, may that be?" I inquired, curiously, with 
a sigh. 

“ I’ll tell you my preparations. I’ve ordered — by 1 — nearly 

a hundred weight of the strongest tobacco that’s to be bought, and 
thousands of pipes; and with these I intend to smoke myself into 
stupidity, or rather, insensibility, if possible, till I can’t undertake 
to say whether I live or not; and my good fellow, George, is to 
be reading me Don Quixote the r^ile.” Oh, with what a sor- 
rowful air of forced gaiety was all this uttered I 

One suddeu burst of bitterness I well recollect. I was saying, 
while putting on my gloves to go, that I hoped to see him in better 
spirits the next time I called. 

“Better spirits! Ha! ha 1 How the can I be injretter spirits 

— an exile from society — and absolutely rotting aw ay here— in such 
a contemptible hovel as this, among a set of base-born brutal sa- 
vages ?— faugh ! faugh! It does need something here — here, "press- 
ing his hand to his forehead, “ to bear it — ay, it does 1 ” I thought 
his tones were tremulous, and that for the first time I had ever 
known them so ; and I could not help thinking the tears came into 
his eyes, for he started suddenly from me, and affected to be gaz- 
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ing at some passing object in the street. I saw he was beginning 

to droop under a consciousness of the bitter degradation. into 
which he had sunk — the wretched pVospect of his “sun’s going 
dow u at noon— and in darkness ! ” I saw that the strength of mind 
to which he clung so pertinaciously for support, was fast disap- 
pearing. like snow beneath the sunbeam. * * * 

[Then follow the details or his disease, which are so shocking as 
to be unfit for any but professional eyes. They represent all the 
energies of his nature as shaken beyond the possibility of restora- 
tion — his constitution thoroughly polluted — wholly undermined. 
That the remedies resorted to had been almost more dreadful than 
the disease — and yet exhibited in vain ! In the next twenty pages 
of the Diary, the si ades of horror are represented as gradually 
closing and darkening around this w retched victim of debauchery ; 
and the narrative is carried forw ard through three months. A 
few extracts only, from this portion, are fitting for the reader.] ; 

Friday, January 6.— Mr. Eflingstone continues in the same de- 
plorable slate described in my former entry. It is absolutely re- 
volting to enter his room, the eflluviS are so sickening— so over- 
powering. I am compelled to use a vinaigrette incessantly, as well 
as eau de Cologne, and other scents, in profusion. I found him 
engaged, as usu„l, deep in Petronius Arbiter! — He still makes the 
same w retched show of reliance on the strength and firmness of 
his inpnlal powers; but his worn and haggard features — the burn- 
ing brilliance of his often half-frenzied eyes — the broken.' hollow 
tones of his voice — his sudden starts of apprehension — belie every 
word lie utters. He describes bis bodily sufferings as frightful. 
Indeed, Mrs. ——has often told me. that his groans both disturb 
and alarm the neighbours, even as far as on the other side of the 
street! The very watchman has several times been so much star- 
tled in passing, at hearing his groans, that lie ‘has knocked at th$ 
door to inquire. about them. Neither Sir - — nor I can think of 
any thing that seems likely to assuage his agonies Even lauda- 
num has failed us altogether, though it has been given in unpre- 
cedented quantities. J think I can say, with truth and sincerity, 
that scarce the w ealth of the Indies should tempt me to undertake 
. the management of another such case. I am losing my appetite 
• — loathe animal food — am haunted day and night by the piteous 
spectacle which I have to encounter daily in Mr. Eflingstone. 
Oh ! that heaven would terminate his tortures — surely he has 
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suffered enough ! I am sure he would hail the prospect of death 
with ecstasy ! # # 

Wednesday , 10.— Poor, infatuated, obstinate Effmgstone, will 
not yet allow me to communicate with any of his family or friends, 
though he knows they are almost distracted at not hearing from 

him, fancying him yet abroad. Colonel asked me the other 

day, earnestly, when I last heard from Mr. Effmgstone ! I wonder 
my conscious looks did not betray me. I almost wish they had. 
Good God ! in what a painful predicament I am placed ! What am 
I to do ? Shall I tell them all about him, and disregard conse- 
quences ? Oh — no' — no ! — how can that be,, when my word and 
honour are solemnly pledged to the contrary? 

r • , * . ( • .* ' . • • 

Saturday, 20. — Poor Effingstone has experienced a signal in- 
stance of the ingratitude and heartlessness of mere men of the 
world. He sent his man, some time ago, with a confidential note 

to Captain , formerly one of his most intimate acquaintances, 

stating briefly the shocking circumstances in which he is placed, 
and begging him to call an(f see him.- The Captain sent back a 
viva voce (!) message, that he should feel happy in calling on 
Mr. Effmgstone in a few days’ time, and would then, but that he 
was busy making up a match at billiards, and balancing his bet- 
ting-book, etc., etc., etc. ! — This day the fellow rode up to the 
door, and — left a card for Mr. Effingstone , without asking to see him ! 
Heartless, contemptible thing! — I drove up about a quarter of an 
hour after this gentleman had left. Poor Effingstone could not 
repress tears, while informing me of the above. “Would you 

believe it, Doctor,” said he, “ that Captain was one of my 

most intimate companions — that he has won very many hundred 
pounds of my money — -and that 1 have stood his second in a duel?” 
. “Oh, yes — I could believe it all, and much more!” 

“ My poor man, George,” he resumed*, “is worth a million of 
such puppies ! Don’t you think the good , faithful fellow looks ill ? 
He is at my bed-side twenty times a night ! Pray try and do some- 
thing for him ! I’ve left him a trifling annuity out of the wreck of 
my fortune, poor fellow ! ” and the rebellious tears again glistened 
in his eyes. His tortures are unmitigated. 

t % . .*■ * • 4 '<* * 4^ .- , : f . ; . , . . 

**T/ » * • • * * • ^ - 1 , « * 

Friday , 26. — Surely, surely, I have never seen, and seldom heard 
or read of, such sufferings as the wretched Effingstone’s. He 
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strives to endure them with the fortitude and patience of a mar- 
tyr ; or rather, is struggling to exhibit a spirit of sullen, stoical sub- 
mission to his fate, such as is inculcated in Arrian’s Discourses of 
£pictetus, which he reads almost all day.* His anguish is so ex- 
cruciating and uninterrupted, that I am astonished how he retains 
the use of his reason. All power of locomotion has disappeared 
long ago. The only parts of his body he can move now, are his 
fingers, toes, and head — which latter he sometimes shakes about, 
in a sudden ecstasy of pain, with such frightful violence as would, 
one would think, almost suffice to sever it from his shoulders! 
The flesh of the lower extremities — the flesh — * * Horrible ! All 

sensation has ceased in them for a fortnight ! — He describes the 
agonies about his stomach and bowels, to be as though wolves 
were ravenously gnawing and mangling all within. 

Oh, my God ! if “men about town,” in London, or elsewhere, 
could butsee the hideous spectacle Mr. Eflingstone presents, surely 
it would palsy them in the pursuit of ruin, and scare them into the 
paths of virtue ! 

Mrs. , his landlady, is so ill with attendance on him — al- 

most poisoned by the foul air in his chamber — that she is gone to 
the house of a relative for a few weeks, in a distant part of the 
town, having first engaged one of the poor neighbours to supply 
her place as Mr. Eflingstone’s nurse. The people opposite, and on 
each side of the house, are complaining again, loudly, of the strange 
nocturnal noises heard in Mr. Eflingstone’s room. They are his 
groanings ! * * ' ' 

Tuesday, 30. — Again I have visited that scene of loathsomeness 
and horror, Mr. Effingstone’s chamber. The nurse and George 
told me he had been raving deliriously all night long. I found 
him incredibly altered in countenance, so much so, that I should 
hardly have recognised his features. He was mumbling with his 
eyes closed, when I entered the room. 

“ Doctor ! ” he exclaimed in a tone of doubt and fear such as I 
had never known from him before, “ you have not heard me 
abuse the Bible lately, have you ?” - ' 

* Though it may be thought far-fetched and improbable, to represent my patient 
engaged in the perusal of such works as are mentioned in the text, I can assure the 
reader, that I have known several men of the world— especially if with any pretension 
lo scholarship— endeavouring to steel themselves against the pain and terrors of the 
deathbed, by an earnest study of the old stoic philosophy; any thing, of course, being 
better Iban the mild and glorious consolations of Christianity. 
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“ Not very lately, Mr. Effingstone,’ ! I "replied, pointedly. 

“ Good,” said he, with lti? usual decision and energy of manner. 
“ There are awful things iu that book — aren’t there, Doctor ?” 

“ Many very awful things there are indeed,” I replied, with a 
sigh. . 

“ I thought so— -I thought so. Pray his manner grew sud- 
denly perturbed, and he paused for. a moment, as if to recollect 
himself— “ Pray— pray ” — -again he paused, but could not suc- 
ceed in disguising his trepidation, “do you I jap pen to recollect 
whether there are such words in the Bible as— as — ‘many 

STRIPES?’” . ■ <' \ 

► • 

“ Yes, there are ; and they form part of a very fearful passage,” 
said I, quoting the verse as nearly as 1 could. He listened silently. 
His features swelled w ith suppressed emotion. There was horror 
in bis eye. *•' 

“ Doctor, what a— a — remark— able — nay, hideous dream I had 
last uight I I thought a fiend came and took me to a gloomy bel- 
fry, or some other such place, and muttered * Many stripes— Inanf 
stripes,’ in my ear ; and the huge beH toiled me into madness, for 
all the damned danced around me to th,e«ound of it ; ha, ha ! ” 
He added, w’ith a faint laugh, after a pause, “ There’s something 
cu— cur— cursedly odd in (he coincidence, isn't there? How it 
would have frightened some he continued, a forced smile flitting 
over his haggard features as if in mockery. “But it is easily to be 
accounted for — tbeintimale connexion — sympathy— between mind 

and matter, reciprocally affecting each other— affecliug each 

ha, ha, ha!— Doctor, it’s no use keeping up this damned farce any 

longer. Human nature won’t bear it ! D n ! I’m going down 

to hell! I am ! ” said he, almost yelling out the words. I had 
never before w itnessed such a fearful manifestation of his feelings 1 
I almost started from the chair on Which I was sitting. 

“Why he continued, in nearly the same tone and manner, 
as if he had lost all self-control, “what is it that has maddened me 
all my life, and left me sober only at this ghastly hour — too late ? ” 
My agitation w ould not permit me to do more than whisper a few 
unconnected words of encouragement, almost inaudible to myself. 
In about five minutes’ time, neither of us having broken the silence 
of the interval, he said in a calmer tone, “ Doctor, be good enough 
to wipe my forehead. — will you ?” I did so. “ You know better. 
Doctor, of course, than to attach any importance to the nonsensi- 
cal rantings extorted by deathbed agonies, eh ? Don’ t dying people. 
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*at least those who die in great pain, almost always express them- 
selves so ? How apt superstition is to rear its dismal (lag over the 
prostrate energies of one’s soul, when the body is racked by tor- 
tures like mine ! Oh,— oh,— oh, — that madd. ning sensation about 
the centre of my stomach ! Doctor,”— he added, after a pause, 
wjih a grim air — “go home, and forget all the stuff you have 
heard me utter to-day— ‘ Richard’s himself again ! ’ ” 

• . . r ' . ,r ' / ’ ' - 

Thursday ,l.rt February . — Oh arriving this morning at Row, 

I was shown into the back parlour, where sat the nurse, very sick 
and faint. She begged me to procure a substitute, for that she . 
was nearly killed herself, and nothing should tempt her to cOn- . , 
tinue in her present situation. Poor thing ! I did not wonder at 
it. I told her I would send a nurse from one of the hospitals that 
evening; and then inquired what sort of a night Mr. Efiingslone 
bad passed. “ Terrible,” she said ; “ groaning, shaking, and roar- 
. ing all night long,— 4 Many stripes,’ ‘ Many stripes,’ * Oh, God of 
. mercy!’ and inquiring perpetually for you.” I repaired to the 
fatal chamber immediately, though latterly my spirits began to 
fail me whenever I approached the door. I was going to take my 
usual seat in the arm-chair by the bedside. 

“Don’t sit there — don’t sit there,” groaned, or father gasped, 

Mr. Effingstone, “ for a hideous being sat in that chair all night 
long,” — every muscle in his face crept and shrunk with horror, — 

“ muttering, ‘ many stripes!’ Doctor, order that blighted chair to 
be taken away, broken up„ and burnt, every splinter of it! Let 
no human being ever sit in it again ! And give instructions to the 
people about me never to desert me for a moment— or — or — carry 
me of !— they will! * * * My frenzied fancy conjures up the 
ghastliest objects that can scare man into madness.” He paused. 

“Great God, Doctor! suppose, after all, what the Bible says 
should prove true ! ” — he literally gnashed his teeth, and looked a 
truer image of Despair than I have ever seen represented in pic- 
tures, on the stag^ or in real life. “ Why, Mr. Efiingslone, if it 
should, it need not be to your sorrow, unless yoa choose to make 
it so,” said I, in a soothing tone. . » 

“Needn’t it, needn’t it?” with an abstracted air — “Needn’t it? 

Oh, good !— hope— There, there it sal, all night long— there ! I’ve 
no recollection of any distinct personality, and yet 1 thought it 
sometimes looked like —Of course,” he added, after a pause, and 
a sigh of exhaustion— 1 “ of course, these phantoms, or similar 
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ones, must often have been described to you by dying people— eh ? ’* 

Friday 2 d. — * * * He was in a strangely altered mood 

to-day ; for though his condition might be aptly described by the 
words “dead alive,” his calm demeanour, his tranquillized fea- 
tures, and the mild expression of his eye, assured me he believed 
what he said, when he told me that his disorder had “taken a 
turn,” — that the “crisis was past;” and he should recover ! Alas ! 
was it ever known that dead mortified flesh ever resumed its life 
and functions! To save himself from the spring of a tiger, he 
could not have moved a foot or a finger, and that for the last week ! 
Poor, poor Mr. Eflingstone began to thank me for my attentions 
to him during his illness ; said, he “ owed his life to my consum- 
mate skill ; and he would “ trumpet my fame to the Andes, if I suc- 
ceeded in bringing him through.” 

“It has been a very horrible affair, Doctor — hasn’t it ?” said he. 
“Very, very', Mr. Eflingstone ; audit is my duty to tell you there 
is yet much horror before you ! ” 

“ Ah ! well, well ! I see you don’t want me to be too sanguine — 
too impatient. It’s kindly meant — very ! Doctor, when I leave 
here, I leave itan alleredman ! Come, does not that gratify you, eh ? ” 
I could not help a sigh. He would be an akered man, and that 
very shortly ! He mistook the feelings which prompted the sigh. 
“Mind— not that I’m going to commence saint— far, oh very far 
from it; but — but — I don’t despair of being at some time or other 
a Christian. I don’t, upon my honour | The New Testament is a 
sublime — a — I believe — a revelation of the Almighty. My heart 
is quite humbled; yet — mark me — I don’t mean exactly to say I’m 
a believer — not by any means ; but I can’t help thinking that my 
inquiries might tend to make me so.” I hinted that all these w'ere 
indications of bettered feelings. I cotdd say no more. 

“ I’m bent on leading a different life to what I have led before, 
at all evenls ! Let me see — I’ll tell you whatl’ve been chalking out 

during the night. I shall go to Lord ’s villa in whither 

I have often been invited, and shall read Lardner and Paley, and 

get them up thoroughly — I will, by 1” 

“Mr. Eflingstone, pardon me” 

“ Ah ! I understand — 'twas a mere slip of the tongue ; w hat’s 

bred in the bone, you know” 

“I was not alluding to the oath, Mr. Eflingstone; but — but it is 
my duty to warn you”— — 
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“ All ! that Tm not going the right way to work — eh? Well, at 

all events. I’ll consult a clergyman. The Bishop of is a distant 

connexion of our family, you know, — I’ll ask his advice ! * * * 

Oh, Doctor, look at that rich — that blessed light of the sun ! Oh, 
draw aside the window curtain — let me feel it on me ! What an 
image of the beneficence of the Deity ! — a smile flung from His 
face over the universe I ” * I drew aside the curtain. It was a cold, 
clear, frosty day, and the suu shone into the room with cheerful 
lustre. Oh, how awfully distinct were the ravages which his 
wasted features had sustained! His soul seemed to expand be- 
neath the genial influence of the sunbeams; and he again expressed 
his confident expectations of recovery. 

“ Mr. Effingstone, do not persist in cherishing false hopes ! Once 
for all,” said I, with all the deliberate solemnity I could throw into 
my manner, “I assure you, in the presence of God, that, unless a 
miracle takes place, it is utterly impossible for you to recover, or 
even to last a week longer ! ” I thought it had killed him. His 
features whitened visibly as I concluded ; his eye seemed to sink, 
and the eyelids fell. His lips presently moved, but uttered no 
sound. I thought he had received his death-stroke, and was im- 
measurably shocked at its having been from my hands, even though 
in the strict performance of ray duty. Half an hour’s time, how- 
ever, saw' him restored to nearly the same state in which he had 
been previously. I begged him to allow me to send a clergyman 
to him, as the best means of soothing and quieting his mind; but 
he shook his head dcspondingly. I pressed my point, and he said 
deliberately, “ bo!.*’ He muttered some such words as, “The 
Deity has determined on my destruction, and is permitting his 
devils to mock me with hopes of this sort— let me go, then, to my 
own place ! ” In this awful state of mind I was compelled to leave 
him. I sent a clergyman to him in my chaise- — the same whom 
I had called to visit Mr. , (alluding to the “Scholar’s Death- 

bed ; ” ) but he refused to sec him, saying, that if he presumed to 
force himself into the room, he w ould spit in his face, though he 
could not rise to kick him out! The temper of his mind bad 

• A provincial critic gravely says of this, — “ A fine, a noble conceit, it must be owned ; 
but only an expansion of one of Moore's, in Lalla Rookh , — ‘ 'Twas a bright smile tht 
Angel threw from Heaven’s gate.’ ” Whatever may be the merit of the expression in 
the text, it eanuol be truly charged with plagiarism. I never read /.alia Rookh in my 
life, nor even saw or heard of the above cited passage, tiU it was pointed out by the 
Bristol critic. , . , . 
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changed into something perfectly diabolical since my interview 
with him. 

- W - ' . 

Saturday, 3d.— Really my own health is suffering— my spirits 
are sinking through the daily horrors I have to encounter at Mr. Ef- 
fingstone’s apartment. This morning, r sat by his bedside full 
half an hour, listening to him uttering not hing but groans that shook 
my very soul withjn me. He did not know me when 1 spoke to 
Wm, and took no notice of me whatever. At length his groans 
were mingled with such expressions as these, indicating that his 
disturbed fancy had wandered to former scenes: — 

“Oh ! oh ! — Pitch it Into him, Bob ! Ten to two on Crib ! Hor- 
rible !— These dice are loaded, Wilmington ; by - — , I know they 

are ! Seven’s the main 1 Ha ! — done, by ! * * ' Hector, yes 

— (he was alluding to a favourite race-horse) — won’t ’bate a pound 
of his price! Your Grace shall have him for six hundred— Fore 
legs, only look at them ! — There, there, go it ! away, away ! neck 
and neck — In, in, by ! *\ * Hannah ! what the ’s be- 

come of her ?— drowned ? No, no, no ! What a fiend incarnate 
that Bet is! * * Oh! horror, horror, horror! Rotten- 

ness! Oh, that some one would knock me on the head and end 
me! * * Fire, fire! Stripes, many stripes— Stuff! You didn’t 
> fire fair. By -* — , you fired before your time — (alluding, I sup- 
pose, to a duel in which he had been concerned) — Curse your 
cowardice ! ” 

Such w as the substance of what lie uttered. — It was in vain that 
I tried to arrest the torrent of vile recollections. 

“ Doctor, Doctor, I shall die of fright ! ” he exclaimed an hour 
afterwards — “What do you think happened to me last night? 
I was lying here, with the fire burnt very low, and the candles 
gone out. George was asleep, poor fellow, and the woman gone 
out to get an hour’s rest also. I was looking about, and suddenly 
saw the dim outline of a table, set, as it w ere, in the middle of 
the room. There were four chairs, faintly visible, and three 
ghostly figures came through that door and sat in them, one by 
one, leaving one vacant. They began a sort of horrid whispering, 
more like gasping : they were devils, and talked about — my dam- 
nation ! The fourth chair was for me, they said, and all three 
turned and looked me in the face. Oh ! hideous — shapeless — 
damned ! ” He uttered a shuddering groan. * * * 

[ Here follows an account of his interview with his two brothers, 
the only members of the family— whom he had at last permitted 
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to be informed of his frightful condition — that would come and see 
him ] * *■* * * * * * *i* 

He did little else than rave and howl, in a blasphemous manner, 
all the while they were present. He seemed hardly to be aware 
of their being his brothers, and to forget the place where he was. 

He cursed me — then Sir , and his man George, and charged 

ns with compassing his death, concealing his case from his family, 
and execrated us for not allowing him to be removed to the west 
end of the town. In vain we assured him that his removal was 
utterly impossible— the time was past — I had offered it once. He 
gnashed his teeth, and spit at us all ! “ What ! die — die — D ie in 

this damned hole ? — I won’t die here— I will go to Street. 

Take me off!— Devils, then do you come and carry me there! — 
Come — out, out, out upon you ! — * * * — You have killed me, 
all of you! — You’re throttling me! — You’ve put a hill of iron on 
me' — I’m dead! — all my body is dead! — * * * — George, you 
monster 1 why are you ladling fire upon me? — Where do you get 
it? — Out — out— out ! — I’m flooded with fire! — Scorched — Scorch- 
ed!—* * Now — now for a dance of devils— Ha — I see ! I see ! 

— There’s , and , and , among them! — What! all 

three of you dead— and damned before me ? — W ! where are 

your loaded dice ?— ^Filled with Are, eh ? — * * — So, you were 
the three devils I saw sitting at the table, eh ? — Well, Ishall be last 

— but by , I’ll be the chief of you !— I’ll be king in hell ! — 

* * — What — what’s that fiery owl sitting at the bottom of the bed 
for, eh ? — Kick it off— strike it! — Away— out on thee, thou imp 
of hell ! — I shall make thee sing presently ! — Let in the snakes — let 
the large serpents in — I love them ! I hear them writhing up st.irs 
— they shall twine about my bed ! ” He began to shake his head 
violently from side to side, his eyes glaring like coals of fire, and 
his teeth gnashing. I never could have imagined any thing half so 
frightful. What with the highly excited state of my feelings, and 
the horrible scents of death which were diffused about the room, 
and to which not the strongest salts of ammonia, used incessantly, 
could render me insensible, I was obliged to leave abruptly. 
I knew the last act of the black tragedy was closing that night! 
I left word with the nurse, that so soon as Mr. Effingstone should 
be released from his misery, she should get into a hackney-coach, 
and come to my house. 

* * ★ ★ * . * * * .* 

I lay tossing in bed all night long — my mind suffused with the 
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horrors of the scene of which I have endeavoured to give some 
faint idea above. Were I to record half what I recollect of his 
hideous ravings, it would scare inyself to read it 1 — I will not ! Let 
them and their memory perish ! Let them never meet the eye or 
ear of man! — I fancied myself lying side by side with the loathsome 
thing bearing the name of Eflingstone; that I could not move away 
from him ; that his head, shaking from side to side, as I have men- 
tioned above, was battering my cheeks and forehead; in short, 
I was almost beside myself! I was in the act of uttering a fervent 
prayer to the Deity, that even in the eleventh hour — the eleventh 
hour —when a violent ringing of the night-bell made me spring 
out of bed. It was as I suspected. The nurse had come ; and, 
already, all was over. My heart seemed to grow suddenly cold 
and motionless. -I dressed inyself, and went down into the draw- 
ing-room. On the sofa lay the woman : she had fainted. On 
recovering her senses, I asked her if all was over ; she nodded 
with an affrighted expression! A little wine and water restored 
her self-possession. “ When did it occur ? ” 1 asked. “Exactly 
as the clock struck three,” she replied. “George and I, and 

Mr. , the apothecary, whom we had sent for out of the next 

street, were standing round the bed. Mr. Hardy lay tossing his 
head about for nearly an hour, saying all manner of horrible things. 
A few minutes before three he gave a loud howl, and shouted, 
‘Here, you wretches— why do you put the candles out?— Here — 
here — I’m dying !’ 

“ ‘ God’s peace he with you, sir !— The Lord have mercy on 
you ! ’ — we groaned, like people distracted. 

“‘Ha, ha, ha! — D — n you!— D — n you all! — Dying — D— n 
me! I won’t die ! — I won’t die !— No — No ! — D — n me — I won’t 
• — won’t— won’t ’ ■ — ■ — he gasped and made a noise as if he was 
choked. We looked. Yes, he was gone ! ” 

He w as interred in an obscure dissenting burying ground in the 
immediate neighbourhood, under the name of Hardy, for his fa- 
mily refused to recognise him. 

So lived — so died, a “man about town ; ” and so, alas ! will yet 
live and die many another man about town ! 


Notwithstanding the scrupulous and anxious care with which 
the foregoing fearful narrative was prepared for the public eye, 
so that a lively picture of the horrors of vice might be drawn, at 
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the same lime that a veil was thrown over the more ghastly ami 
revolting features, in the particular instance, — the Editor regrets to 
state, that loud, and, in some instances, angry complaints have 
been made against it, in one or two influential and respectable 
quarters ; and in others, such atrocious misrepresentations of the 
author’s design, accompanied by insulting, nay, beastly, insinua- 
tions, as have, he fears, succeeded in exciting suspicion and disgust 
in the minds of those who did notread the paper till after they read 
the cruel and lying character fixed upon it. All those with whom 
the Editor has conversed, have, without exception, declared they 
read the paper with feelings of simple unmitigated grief and agony 
— in the spirit aimed at by the writer. The Editor farther stales, 
that the sketch had in its favour the suffrages of most of the lead- 
ing prints in town and country, some of whom were pleased to 
express themselves in terms of such flattering eulogy, as even the 
writer of the Diary might consider extravagant. Three other such 
attacks were made upon it by Loudon Journals, as sink their per- 
petrators beneath the desert of notice. Woe be to those polluted 
minds and degraded hearts, that could attach such meanings as 
would fain have been fastened on certain portions of “ the Man 
about Town ! ” 

Sincerum est nisi vas, quodcumque infundis acescit. 

A word to those who may think its statements exaggerated: 
Would to Heaven that he who suspects as much, but once had been 
beside the frightful deathbed of Effingstone ! Talk of exaggera- 
tion ! — that “ the experience of mankind does not, nor ever did, 
furnish such scenes ! ” * Why, the Editor knows of such a tale, 
as, if told, might make a devil to leap with horror in the fires ! — 
one, that a man might listen to with quaking heart and creeping 
flesh, and prayers to God it might be forgotten ! 

in conclusion, the Editor knows well, that, despite thesmall ca- 
villers above spoken of, this narrative has wrought the most satis- 
factory effects upon minds and hearts by themselves thought irre- 
claimably lost : good evidence of which lies now in his escrutojrc, 
and maypossibly be appended to some future edition of this work, f 
And he knows farther, that “The Man about Town” will continue 
long to be a beacon, warning off from guilt and ruin the “ simple- 
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hearted, the unwary, the beguiled.’’ If there were nothing else 
in these volumes, the thought of writing “The Man about Town ” 
would bring consolation to the deathbed of its writer, as having 
endeavoured to render lasting service to society. ; 


CHAPTER Xin. : ... 

' > t ' 

DEATH AT THE TOILET. ' 

“ ’Tis no use talking to me, mother, I will go to Mrs. P ’s 

party to-night, if I die for it — that’s flat ! You know as well as I 

do, that Lieutenant N is to be there, and he’s going to leave 

town to-morrow — so up I go to dress. ” ' 

“Charlotte, why will you be so obstinate? You know how 

poorly you have been all the week ; and Dr. says, late hours 

are the worst things in the world for you.” 

“Pshaw, mother! nonsense, nonsense." 

“ Be persuaded for once, now, I beg ! Oh, dear, dear, what a 
night it is too — it pours with rain, and blows a perfect hurricane ! 
You’ll be wet, and catch cold, rely on it. Come now, won’t you 
stop and keep me company to-night ? That’s a good girl ! ” 

« Some other night will do as well for that, you know ; for now 

I’ll go to Mrs. P ’s if it rains cats and dogs. So up— up— up I 

go ! ” singing jauntily 

Oh, she shall dance all dress'd in white. 

So ladylike. 

• 

Such were, very nearly, the words, and such the manner, in 

which Miss J expressed her determination to act in defiance 

of her mother’s wishes and entreaties. She was the only child of 
her widowed mother, and had, but a few weeks before, completed 
‘ her twenty-sixth year, with yet no other prospect before her than 
bleak single blessedness. A weaker, more frivolous, and conceited 
creature never breathed — the torment of her amiable parent, the 
nuisance of her acquaintance. Though her mother’s circumstances 
were very straitened, sufficing barely to enable them to maintain 
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a footing in what is called the middling genteel class of society, 
this young woman contrived, by some means or other, to gratify 
her penchant for dress, and gadded about here, there, and every 
where, the most showily dressed person iu the neighbourhood. 
Though far from being even pretty-faced, or having any preten- 
sions to a good figure — for she both stooped and was skinny — she 
yet believ;d herself handsome; and by a vulgar, flippant forward- 
ness of demeanour, especially when in mixed company, extorted 
such attentions, as persuaded her that others Uiought so. 

For one or two years she had been an occasional patient of mine. 
The settled pallor — the tallowiuess of her complexion, conjointly 
with other symptoms, evidenced the existence of a liver complaint ; 
ani the last visits I had paid her, were in consequence of frequent 
seisations of oppression and pain in the chest, which clearly indi- 
cted some organic disease of her heart. I saw r enough to warrant 
mj in warning her mother of the possibility of her daughter’s sud- 
doi death from this cause, and the imminent peril to w hich she 

e posed herself by dancing, late hours, etc. ; but Mrs. ’s re- 

nonstrances, gentle and affectionate as they always were, were 
tlrown away upon her headstrong daughter. 

It was striking eight by the church clock, when Miss .1 , 

himming the words of thesong above mentioned, lit her chamber- 
andle by her mother’s, and withdrew to her room to dress, 
aundly rating the servant-girl by the way, fui uoi navtng starched 
ame article or other which she intended to have worn that even- 
ilg. As her toilet was usually a long and laborious business, it 
cd not occasion much surprise to her mother, who was sitting by 
tie fire in their little parlour, reading some book of devotion, that 
tie church chimes announced the first quarter past nine o’clock, 
without her daughter’s making her appearance. The noise she 
hid made overhead, in walking to and fro to her drawers, dressing- 
tible, etc. had ceased about half an hour ago, and her mothersup- 
pased she was then engaged at her glass, adjusting her hair, and 
preparing her complexion. 

“ Well, I wonder what can make Charlotte so very careful about 
ler dress to-night 1 ” exclaimed Mrs. J — ~, removing her eyes from 
be book, aud gazing thoughtfully at the fire ; “ Oh ! it must be be- 
cause young Lieutenant N is to be there. Well, I was young 

myself once, and it’s very excusable in Charlotte — heigbo ! ” She 
heard the wind howling so dismally without, that she drew to- 
gether the coals of her brisk fire, and w as laying down the poker, 
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church struck the second quarter after 


when the clock of ■ 
nine. ' - - , 

“ Why, what in the world can Charlotte be doing all Ms while?” 
she again inquired. She listened — “ I have not heard her moving 
for the last three quarters of an hour ! I’ll call the maii and ask.” 
She rang the bell, and the servant appeared. 

“ Betty, Miss J is not gone yet, is she ?” 

“ La, no, ma’am,” replied the girl, “ I took up the ctrlingirons 
only about a quarter of an hour ago, as she had put ane of her 
curls out ; and she said she should soon be ready. She’s burst her 
new muslin dress behind, and that has put her into a way,ma’im.” 
“Go up to her room, then, Betty, and see if she wants any 
thing ; and tell her it’s half-past nine o’clock,” said Mrs. J-+— . 
The servant accordingly went up stairs, and knocked at the bid- 
room door, once, twice, thrice, but received no answer. Thtre 
was a dead silence, except when the wind shook the window. 

Could Miss J have fallen asleep? Oh, impossible! Sic 

knocked again, but unsuccessfully, as before. She became a little 
flustered; and, after a moment’s pause, opened the door, akd 
entered. There was Miss J— sitting at the glass. “ Why, h, 
ma’am ! ” commenced Betty in a petulant tone, walking up to hr, 
“here have I been knocking for these five minutes, and” — 4- 
Betty staggered, horror-struck, to the bed, and, uttering a lofi 
shriek, aiai mcO m«,. j , who instantly tottered up stairs, al- 
most palsied with fright — Miss J- was dead! 

I was there within a few minutes, for my house was not mote 
than two streels distant It was a stormy night in March : and t|e 
desolate aspect of things without — deserted streets— the dreafy 
bowling of the wind, and the incessant pattering of the rain, coi- 
tributed to cast a gloom over my mind, when connected with tie 
intelUgence of the awful event that had summoned me out, whfch 
was deepened into horror by the spectacle I was doomed to wjt-> 
ness. On reaching the house, I found Mrs. J in violent hyste- 

rics, surrounded by several of her neighbours, who had been called 
in to her assistance. I repaired instantly to the scene of death, 
and beheld what I shall never forget The room was occupied bt 
a white-curtained bed. There was but one window, and before 
it was a table, on which stood a looking-glass, hung with a little 
white drapery: and various articles of the toilet lay scattered about 
—pins, brooches, curling-papers, ribands, gloves, etc. An arm* 
chair was drawn to this table, and in it sat Miss J , stone dead.i 
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Her head rested upon her right hand, her elbow supported by the 
table ; while her left hung down by her side, grasping a pair of 
curling irons. Each of her wrists was encircled by a showy gilt 
bracelet She was dressed in a white muslin frock, with a little 
bordering of blonde. Her face was turned towards the glass, 
which, by the light of the expiring candle, reflected with frightful 
fidelity the clammy fixed features, daubed over With rouge and 
carmine — the fallen lower jaw — and the eyes directed fall into the 
glass, with a cold, dull stafe, that was appalling. On examining 
the countenance more narrowly, I thought I detected the traces of 
a smirk of conceit and self-complacency, which not even the palsy- 
ing touch of Death could wholly obliterate. The hair of the corpse, 
all smooth and glossy, was curled with elaborate precision ; and 
the skinny sallow neck Was encircled with a string of glisteniug 
pearls. The ghastly visage of Death thus leering through the tin- 
selry of fashion — the “vain show” of artificial joy — was a hor- 
rible mockery of the fooleries of life ! 

Indeed, it was a most humiliating and shocking spectacle. Poor 
creature ! struck dead in the very act of sacrificing at the shrine of 
female vanity! — She must have been dead for some time, perhaps 
for twenty minutes, or half an hour, when I arrived, for nearly 
all the animal heat had deserted the body, which was rapidly stif- 
fening. I attempted, but in vain, to draw a little blood from the 
arm. Two or three women present proceeded to remove the corpse 
to the bed, for the purpose of laying it out. What strange passive- 
ness ! No resistance offered to them while straightening the bent 
right arm, and binding the jaws together with afaded white riband, 
which Miss J had destined for her waist that evening ! 

On examination of the body, we found that death had been oc- 
casioned by disease of the heart. Her life might have been pro- 
tracted possibly for years, had she but taken my advice, and that 
of her mother. I have seen many hundreds of corpses, as well in 
the calm composure of natural death, as mangled and distorted by 
violence ; but never have I seen so startling a satire upon human 
vanity, so repulsive, unsightly, and loathsome a spectacle as a 
cor/tse dre.ved for a ball! 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

‘ . .. * 

THE TURNED HEAD. 

Hypochondriasis,* Jauus-like, has two faces — a melancholy 
and a laughable one. The former, though oftener seen in actual 
life, does not present itself so frequently to the notice of the medi- 
cal practitioner as the latter ; though, in point of fact, one as im- 
peratively calls for his interference as the other. It may be safely 
asserted, that a permanently morbid mood of mind invariably indi- 
cates a disordered state of some part or other of the physical sys- 
tem ; and which of the two forms of hypochondria will manifest 
itself in a particular case, depends altogether upon the mental 
idiosyncrasy of the patient. Those of a dull, phlegmatic tempera- 
ment, unstirred by intermixture and collision with the bustling 
activities of life, addicted to sombrous trains of reflection, and by 
a kind of sympathy, always looking on the gloomy side of things, 
generally sink, at some period or other of their lives, into the 
“ Slough of Despond ” — as old Runyan significantly terms it — 
from whence they are seldom altogether extricated. Religious 
enthusiasts constitute by far the largest portion of those afflicted 
with this species of hypochondria— instance the wretched Cowper ; 
and such I have never known entirely disabused of their dreadful 
phantasies. Those, again, of a gay and lively fancy, ardent tem- 
perament, and droll, grotesque appetencies, exhibit the laughable 
aspect of hypochondriasis. In such, you may expect conceits of 
the most astounding absurdity that could possibly take possession 
of the topsyturvied intellects of a confirmed lunatic ; and persisted 
in with a pertinacity— a dogged defiance of evidence to the con- 
trary— which is itself asf exquisitely ludicrous as distressing and 
provoking. There is generally preserved an amazing consistency 
in the delusion, in spite of the incessant rebuttals of sensation. In 
short, when once a crotchet, of such a sort as that hereafter men- 

* Arising, as its name imports, from disease in the hypochondres ( web goW/ioc. ) 
i. f. the viscera lying under the cartilage of the breast-bone and false ribs, the fiver, 
rplten, ate. 


Digitized by Google 



THE TURNED HEAD. 


171 


Honed, is fairly entertained in the fancy, the patient will not let it 
go ! It is cases of this kind which baffle the adroitest medical tac- 
tician. For my own part, I have had to deal with several during 
the course of my practice, which if described coolly and faithfully 
on paper, would appear preposterously incredible to a non-pro- 
fessional reader. Such may possibly be the fate of the following. 

I have given it with a minuteness of detail, in several parts, which 
I think is warranted by the interesting nature of the case, by the 
rarity of such narratives, and, above all, by the peculiar character 
and talents of the well-known individual who is the patient ; and 
I am convinced that no one would laugh more heartily over itthan 
himself— had he not long lain quiet in his grave ! 

You could scarcely look on N — — without laughing. There was 
a sorry sort of humorous expression in his odd and ugly features, 
which suggested to you the idea that he was always struggling to 
repel some joyous emotion or other, with painful effort. There 
was a rich light of intellect in his eye, which was dark and full, you 
fell when its glance was settled upon you— and there it remained 
concentrated at the expense of all the other features ; for the 
clumsy ridge of eye-bone impending sullenly over his eyes— the 
Pitt-like nose, looking like a linger-and-lhumb-full of dough drawn 
out from the pliant mass, with two ill-formed holes inserted in the 
bulbous extremity— and his large, liquorish, shapeless lips, — 
looked, altogether, any thing but refined or intellectual. He 
was a man of fortune— an obstinate bachelor— and educated 
at Cambridge, where he attained considerable distinction ; 
and at the period of his introduction to the reader, was in his 
thirty-eighth or fortieth year. If I were to mention his name, it 
would recall to the literary reader many excellent, and some 
admirable portions of literature, for the perusal of which he has 

to thank N • « ' 

The prevailing complexion of his mind was sombrous; but 
played on, occasionally, by an arch humorous fancy, flinging its 
rays of fun and drollery over the dark surface, like moonbeams 
on midnight waters. I do believe he considered it sinful to smile 1 
There was a puckering up of the corner of the mouth, and a forced 
cor|pgation of the eye-brows, the expression of which was set at 
nought by the comicality — the solemn drollery — of the eyes. You 
saw Moipus leering out of every glance of them ! He said many 
very witty things in conversation, and had a knack of uttering the 
quaintest conceits with something like a whine of compunction in 
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his tone, which ensured him roars of laughter. As for his own 
laugh — when he did laugh — there is no describing it — short, sud- 
den . unexpected was it, like a Hash of powder in the dark. Not a 
trace of real merriment lingered on his features an instant after 
the noise had ceased. You began to doubt whether lie had laughed 
at all, and to look about to see where the explosion came from. 
Except on such rare occasions of forgetfulness on his part, his de- 
meanour was very calm and quiet, lie loved to get a man who 
would come and sit with him all the evening, smoking, and sipping 
wine in cloudy silence. He could not endure bustle or obstrepe- 
rousness; and when he did unfortunately fall foul of a son of noise, 
as soon as he had had “a sample of hisquality,” he would abruptly 
rise and take his leave, saying, in a querulous tone, like that of a 
sick child, “I’ll go !” (probably these two words will at once re- 
call him to the memory of more than one of my readers)— and lie 
was as good as his word ; for all his acquaintance — and I among 
the number — knew his eccentricities, and excused them. 

Such was the man — at least as to the more prominent points of 
his character — whose chattering black servant presented himself 
hastily to my notice one morning, as I was standing on my door 
steps, pondering the probabilities of wet or fine for the day. He 
spoke in such a spluttering tone of trepidation, that it was some 
time before I could conjecture what was the matter. At length 
1 distinguished something like the words, “Oh, Docta, Docta, 
com-a, and see-a a Massa ! Com-a ! Him so gashly — him so ill — 
ver dam bad — him say so — Oh, lorra-lorra-lorra ! Come see-a a 
Massa him ver orrid ! ” 

“Why, what on earth is the matter with you, you sable, eh: 1 
Why can’t you speak slower, and tell me plainly what’s the mat- 
ter?” said I impatiently, for he seemed inclined to gabble on in 
that strain for some minutes longer. “ that’s the matter with 
your master, sirrah, eh ? ” I inquired, jerking his striped morn- 
ing jacket. 

“ Oh, Docta ! Docta ! com-a — Massa ver bad ! Him say so ! — 
Him head turned ! Him head turned ! ” 

“Him ivhat, sirrah ?” said I, in amazement. 

“ Him head turned, Docta— him head turned,” replied (he •lau. 
slapping his fingers against his forehead. 

“ Oh, I see how it is, 1 see; ah, yes,” I replied, pointing to my 
forehead in turn, wishing him to sec that I understood him to say 
his master had been seized witli a fit of insanity. 
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"Iss, iss, Docta— him Massa head turned— him head turned! 
Dam bad!” * , ' . •, ' 

" Where is Mr. N , Nambo, eh ?” 

"Him lying all ’long in him bed, Massa — him dam bad. But 

him tickler quiet — him head turned” * 

"Why, Nambo, what makes you say your master’s head’s 
turned, eh? What d’ye mean, sir?” , y 
"Him Massa self say so — him did — him head turned. D — m!” 
I felt as much at a loss as ever ; it w as so odd for a gentleman to 
acknowledge to his Negro servant that his head was turned. 

" Ah ! he’s gone mad , you mean, eh ? — is that it ? Hem ! Mad 
— is it so ? ” said I, pointing, with a wink, to my forehead. 

"No, no, Docta — him head turned !— him head” replied Nam- 
bo; and raising both his hands to his head, he seemed trying to 
twist it round! I could make nothing of his gesticulations, so 
I dismissed him, telling him to tqke word, that I should make his 
master’s my first call. I may as well say, that 1 was on terms of 
friendly familiarity with Mr. N — — , and puzzled myself all the 
way I went, with attempting to conjecture what new crotchet he 
had taken into his odd, and, latterly, I began to suspect, half- 
addled head. He had never disclosed symptoms of w hat is gene- 
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rally understood by the word hypochondriasis ; but I often thought 
there was not a likelier subject in the world for it. At length 
1 found myself knocking at my friend’s door, fully prepared for 
some specimen of amusing eccentricity — for the thought never 
crossed my mind, that he might be really ill. Nambo instantly 
answered my summons, and, in a twinkling, conducted me to his 
master’s bed-room. It was partially darkened, but there was 
light enough for me to discern that there was nothing unusual in 
his appearance. The bed w as much tossed to be sure, as if will) 
the restlessness of the recumbent, who lay on his back, with his 
head turned on one side, buried deep in the pillow, and his arms 
folded together outside the counterpane.” His features, certainly 
wore an air of exhaustion and dejection, and his eye settled on me 
with an alarmed expression from the moment that he perceived 
my entrance. : 

"Oh, dear Doctor! — Isn’t this frightful? — Isn’t it a dreadful 
piece o f business ? ” . , ;i * v > ... \ 

" Frightful ! — dreadful business! ” I repeated with much surprise. 
" IVhat is frightful ? Are you ill — have you had an accident, eh? 

" Ah, ah !— you may well ask that!” he replied; adding, 
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a pause, “it took place this morning, — about two hours ago ! ” 

“You speak in parables, Mr. N ! Why, what in the world 

is the matter with you ? ” 

“ About two hours ago — yes,” he muttered, as if he had not 
beard me. “ Doctor, do tell me truly now, for the curiosity of 
the thing; what did you think of me on first entering the room, 
eh ?— Feel inclined to laugh, or be shocked —which ? ’’ 

“ Mr. N , I really have no time for trilling, as I am particu- 

larly busy to-day. Do, I beg, be a little more explicit ! Why 
have you sent for me ? W hat is the matter with you ?” 

“Why, God bless me. Doctor!” he replied, with an air of angry 
surprise in his manner which I never saw before, “ I think, indeed, 
it’s you who are trilling ! Have you lost your eye-sight this morn- 
ing? Do you pretend to say that you do not see I have under- 
gone one of the most extraordinary alterations in appearance that 
the body of man is capable of — such as never was heard or read 
of before?” 

“Once more, Mr. N ,”I repeated, in a tone of calm astonish- 

ment, “ be so good as to be explicit. What are you raving about?” 

“ Raving ! — Egad, I think it’s you who are raving, Doctor ! ” he 
answered; “or you must wish to insult me! Do you pretend to 
tell me you do not see that my head is turned ? ” and he looked me 
in the face steadily and sternly. 

“Ha, ha, ha ! L'pon my honour, N , I’ve been suspecting 

as much for this last five or ten minutes !, I don’t think a patient 
ever described his disease more accurately before.” 

“ Dou’t mock me, Doctor ,” replied N , sternly. “’Pon 

my soul, I can’t bear it! It’s enough for me to endure the horrid 
sensations I do!” 

“ Mr. N , w hat do you” 

“Why, confound it, Doctor — • — ! you’ll drive me mad! Can’t . 
you see that the back of any head is in front, and my face looking 
backwards ! Horrible ! ” I burst into loud laughter. 

“Doctor , it’s time for you and me to part — high time,” 

said he, turnin ghis face away from me. “I’ll let you know that I’ll 
stand your nonsense no longer ! I called you in to give me your 
advice, not to sit grinning like a baboon by my bedside! Once 

more— finally, Doctor , are you disposed to be serious and 

rational ? If you are not, my man shall show you to the door the 
moment you please. ” He said this in such a sober, earnest tone of 
indignation, that I saw he was fully prepared to carry his threat 
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into execution. I determined, therefore, to humour him a little, 
shrewdly suspecting some temporary suspension of his sanity— not 
Exactly madness but at least some extraordinary hallucination. 
To adopt an expression which I have several times heard him use, 
— “ I saw what o’clock it was, and set my watch to the time.” 

“ Oh— well!— I see now how matters stand .'—The fact is, I did 
observe the extraordinary posture of affairs you complain of, im- 
mediately I entered the room, but Supposed you were joking with 
me, and twisting your head round in that odd way for the purpose 
of hoaxing me ; so I resolved to wait and see which of us could 
play our parts in the fafte longest ! Why, good God ! how’s all 

this, Mr. N ? — Is it then really the case ? — Are you — in — in 

earnest— in having your head turned?” 

“In earnest, Doctor!” replied Mr. N , in amazement. 

“Why, do you suppose this happened by my own will and agency? 
— Absurd !” 

“Oh, no, no — most assuredly not — it is a phenomenon — hem ! 
hem ! — a phenomenon — not unfrequently attending on the night- 
mare," I answered, with as good a grace as possible. 

“Pho, pho, Doctor! — Nonsense! — You must really think me a 
child, to try to mislead me with such stuff as that ! I tell you again, 
I am in as sober possession of my senses as ever I was in my life ; 
and, once more, I assure you, that, in truth and reality, my head 
is turned — literally so. ” 

“Well, well! — So I see! — It is, indeed, a very extraordinary 
case — a very unusual one ; but I don’t, by any means, despair of 
bringing all things round again ! — Pray tell me how this singular 
and afflicting accident happened to you?” 

“Certainly,” said he, despondingly. “Last night, or rather 
this morning, I dreamed that Ihad got to the West Indies — to Bar- 
badoes — an island where I have, as you know, a little estate, left 
me by my uncle C ; and that a few moments after I had enter- 

ed the plantation, for the purpose of seeing the slaves at work, 
there came a suddeu hurricane, a more tremendous one than ever 
was known in those parts,— trees— canes — lints— all were swept 
before it ! Even the very ground on which we stood seemed whirled 
away beneath us! I turned my head a moment to look at the di- 
rection in which things were going, when, in the very act of turn- 
ing, the blast suddenly caught my head, and — oh, my God !— blew 
it completely round on my shoulders, till my face looked quite — 
directly behind me — over my back ! I vain did I abuost wrench 
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my head off my shoulders, In attempting to twist it round again ; 
and what with horror, and— and' — altogether — in short, I awoke — 
and found the frightful reality of my situation ! — Oh, gracious 

Heaven ! ” continued Mr. N , clasping his hands, and looking 

upwards, “ what have I done to deserve such a horrible visitation 
as this ! ” 

Humph ! it is quite clear what is the matter here, thought I ; so 
assuming an air of becoming professional gravity, I felt his pulse, 
begged him to let me see his tongne, made many inquiries about 
his general health, and then proceeded to subject all parts of his 
neck to a most rigorous examination ; befofe, behind, oneachside, 
over every natural elevation and depression— if such the usual va- 
rieties of surface may be termed — did my fingers pass; he all the 
while sighing, and cursing his evil stars, and wondering how it was 
that he had not been killed by the ‘•dislocation!” This little farce 
over, I continued silent for some moments, scarcely <ible, the 
while, to control my inclination to burst into fits of laughter, as if 
pondering the possibility of being able to devise some means of cure. 

“Ah, thank God !” said I, abruptly, — “I have it, I have it, ” 

“What !— what — eh?— what is it ?” he inquired with anxiety. 

“I’ve thought of a remedy, which, if — if — if any thing in the 
world can bring it about, will set matters right again — will bring 
back your head to its former position.” 

“Oh, God be praised ! — Dear — dear Doctor ! — if you do but suc- 
ceed, I shall consider a thousand pounds but the earnest of w hat 
I will do to evince my gratitude!*” he exclaimed, squeezing my 
hand fervently. “ But I am not absolutely certain that we shall 
succeed,” said I cautiously. “ We will, however, give the medi- 
cine a twenty-four hours’ trial ; duiing all which time you must be 
in perfect repose, and consent to lie in utter darkness. Will you 
abide by my directions ! ” 

“Oh, yes — yes— yes ! — dear Doctor !■ — What is the inestimable 
remedy? Tell me— tell me the name of my ransomer. I’ll never 
divulge it — never ! ” 

“That is not consistent with my plans at present, Mr. N ,” 

I replied, seriously; “but, if successful— of which I own I have 
very sanguine expectations — I pledge my honour to reveal the se- 
cret to .you.” . , 

“Well — but — at least you’ll explain the nature of its operation 
— eh ? is It internal — external— what ? ” The remedy I told him, 
would be of both forms; the latter, however, the more immediate 
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agenl of his recovery ; the former, preparatory— predisposing. 
I may tell the reader simply what my physic was to be : three 
bread-pills (the ordinary placebo in such cases) every hour : a strong 
laudanum draught in the evening ; and a huge bread-and- water 
poultice for his neck, with which it was to be environed till the 
parts were sufficiently mollified to admit of the neck’s being twisted 
back again into its former position ! — and, when that was the case 
—why — to ensure its permanency, he was to wear a broad band 
of strengthening plaster for a week ! 1 This was the bright device, 
struck out by me— all at a heat ; and which explained to the poor 

victim, with the utmost solemnity and deliberation of manner 

all the wise winks and knowing nods, and hesitating “ hems ” and 
“has ” of professional usage — sufficed to inspire him with some 
confidence as to the result. I confess I shared the most confident 
expectations of success. A sound night’s rest— hourly pill-taking 
— and the clammy saturating sensation about his neck, I fully be- 
lieved would bring him, or rather bis head, round: and, in the 
full anticipation of seeing him disabused of the ridiculous notion 
he had taken into his head, I promised to see him the first thing in 
the moaning, and took my departure. After quitting the house, 
I could not help laughing immoderately at the recollection of the 

scene I had just witnessed ; and a Mrs. M . by the way— who 

happened to be passing on the otherside of the street, and observed 
my involuntary risibility, took occasion to spread an ill-natured 
rumour, that I was in the habit of “ making myself merry at the 
expense of my patients ! ” 

I foresaw, that should this “ crick in the neck” prove perma- 
nent, I stood a chince of listening to innumerable conceits of the 
most whimsical and paradoxical kind imaginable— for I knew 

N ’s natural turn to humour. It was inconceivable to ine how 

such an extraordinary delusion could bear the blush of daylight, 
resist the evidence of his senses, and the unanimous simultaneous 
assurances of all who beheld him. Though it is little credit to me, 
and tells but small things for my self-control — I cannot help 
acknowledging, that at the bedside of my next patient, who was 
within two or three hours of her end, the surpassing absurdity of 
the “turned head” notion glared in such ludicrous extremes be- 


fore me, that I was near bursting a bloodvessel with endeavours 
to suppress a perfect peal of laughter ! . 

About eleven o’clock the next morning, I paid N- a second 

visit. The door was opened as usual by his black servant Nambo ; 
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by whose demeanour 1 saw that something or other extraordinary 
awaited me. His sable swollen features, and dancing white eye- 
balls, showed that he was nearly bursting with laughter. “ He— 
he— he!” he chuckled, in a sort of sctto voce, “him Massa head 
turned!— Him backin front! Him waddle!— he— he— he!”— and 
he twitched his clothes— jerking his jacket and pointing to his 
breeches, in a way that I did not understand. On entering the room 

where N , with one of his favourite silent smoking friends, 

(M , the late well known counsel ,) were sitting at breakfast , 1 en- 

countered a spectacle which nearly made me expire with laughter. 
It is almost useless to attempt describing it on paper— yet I will 
try. Tw o gentlemen sat opposite each other at the breakfast table, 

by the fire : the one with his face to me w as Mr. M — — ; andN 

sat with his back towards the door by which I entered. A glance 
at the former sufficed to shew me. that he was silting in torturesof 
suppressed risibility. He was quite red in the face— his features 
were swollen and puffy — and his eyes fixed strainingly on the fire, 
as though through fear of encountering the ludicrous figure of his 
friend. They were averted from the fire, for a moment, to wel- 
come my entrance — and then re-directed thither with «uch a 
painful effort— such a comical air of compulsory seriousness— as, 
added to the preposterous fashion after which poor N— — had 
chosen to dress himself, completely overcame me. The thing was 
irresistible; and my utterance of that peculiar choking sound, 
which indicates the most strenuous efforts to suppress one’s risible 
emotions, was the unwitting signal for each of us bursting into a 
long and loud shout of laughter. It was in vain that I bit my under 
lip, almost till it brought blood, and that my eyes strained till the 
sparks flashed from them, in the futile attempt to cease laughing; 

for full before me sat the exciting cause of it, in the shape of N- , 

his head supported by the palm of his left hand, with his elbow 
propped against the side of the arm-chair. The knot of his necker- 
chief was tied with its customary formal precision — but behind — 
at the nape of his neck; his coat and waistcoat were buttoned 
down his back ; and his trowsers, moreover, to match the novel 
fashion, buttoned behind, and, of course, the hinder parts of them 
bulged out ridiculously in front ! Only to look at the coat-collar 
fitting under the chin, like a stiff military stock— the four tail but- 
tons of brass glistening conspicuously before, ahd the front parts 
of the coat buttoned carefully over his back — Jhe compulsory 
handiwork of poor Nambo ! 
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N , perfectly astounded at our successive shouts of laughter 

— for we found it impossible lo stop — suddenly rose up in his 
chair, and,almostiuarliculate with fury, demanded what we meant 
by such extraordinary behaviour. This fury, however, was all 
lost on me; I could only point in an ecstasy of laughter, almost 
bordering on frenzy, to his hovel mode of dress as my apology. 
He stampedhis foot, uttered volleys of imprecations against us, and 
then ringing his bell, ordered the servant to show us both to the 
door. The most violent emotions, however, must in time expend 
. their violence, though in the presence of the same exciting cause; 

and so it was with Mr. M and myself. On seeing how seriously 

atfronted N was, we both sat down, and I entered into ex- 

amination, my whole frame aching with the prolonged convulsive 
fits of irrepressible laughter. 

It would be in vain to attempt a recital of one of the drollest 

conversations in which I ever bore part. N ’s temper was 

thoroughly soured for some time. He declared that my physic 
was all a humbug, and a piece of quackery ; and the “ filthy pud- 
ding round his neck,” the absurdest farce he ever heard of; he had 
a great mind to make Nambo eat it, for the pains he had taken in 
making it and fastening it on — poor fellow ! 

Presently he lapsed into a melancholy reflective mood. He pro- 
tested that the laws of locomotion were utterly inexplicable to him 
— a practical paradox ; that his volitions as to progressive and re- 
trogressive motion neutralized each other; and the necessary re- 
sult was, a cursed circumgyratory motion — for all the world like 
that of a hen that had lost one of its wings! That henceforward 
he should be compelled to crawl, crab-like, through life, all ways 
at once, and none in particular. He could not conceive, he said, 
which was the nearest way from one given point to another; in 
short, that all his sensations and perceptions were disordered and 
confounded. His situation, he said,, was an admirable commen- 
tary on the words of St. Paul, — “But I see another law in my 
members warring against the law of my mind.” He could not 
conceive how the arteries and veins of the neck could carry and 
return the blood, after being so shockingly twisted; or “how the 
wind-pipe went on” affording a free course to the air through its 
distorted passage. In short, he said, he was a walking lie ! 

Curious to ascertain the consistency of this anomalous state of 
feeling, I endeavoured once more to bring his delusion to the test 
of simple sensation, by placing one hand on his nose, and the 
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other on his breast, anil asking him which was which, and whether 
both did not lie in the same direction. He wished to know why 
I persisted in making myself merry at his expense ! I repeated the 
question, still keeping my hands in the same position ; but he sud- 
denly pushed them off, and asked me, with indignation, if I was 
not ashamed to keep his head looking over his shoulder in that 
way ; accompanying the words with a shake of the head, and a 
sigli of exhaustion, as if it had really been twisted round into the 
wrong direction. “All!” he exclaimed, after a pause, “if this 
unnatural state of affairs should prove permanent — hem ! — I’ll put 
an end to the chapter ! He, he, he!— He, he, he ! ” he continued, 
bursting suddenly into one of those short abrupt laughs, which I 
have before attempted to describe. “ He, he, he ! — how very odd ! ” 
We both asked him, in surprise, what he meant, for his eyes were 
fixed on the fire in apparently a melancholy mood. 

“He, he, he! — exquisitely odd ! ” he continued, without an- 
swering us. “He, he, he!” After repeated inquiries, he dis- 
closed the occasion of his unusual cachinnations. 

“I’ve just been thinking,” said he, “suppose — he, he, he ! — 
suppose it were to come to pass that I should be hanged — he, he, 
he ! — he, he, he! — God forbid, by the way — but, suppose I should, 
how old Ketch would be puzzled!— My face looking oneway, and 
my tied hands and arms poking another ! How the crowd would 
stare ! He, he, hej And suppose,” pursuing the train of thought. 
“ I were to be publicly w hipped— how I could superintend opera- 
tions ! And again — how the devil am I to ride on horseback, eh ? 

with my face to the tail, or to the mane? In short, what is 

to become of me? I am, in effect, shut out from society ! I’m 
something else than a mere turn-coat ! ” 

“You have only to walk circumspectly,” said M with an air 

of solemn waggery — “and as for back- biters — hem!” 

“ That’s odd — very— but impertinent,” replied the hypochon- 
driac, w ith a mingled expression of chagrin and humour. 

“ Come, come,N , don’t look so steadily on the dark side of 

things,” said I. 

“The dark side of things ?” he inquired ; “I think it is the back- 
side of things I am compelled to look at!” 

“Look forward to better days,” said I. 

“ Look forward, again ! What nonsense ! ” he replied, interrupt- 
ing me; “impossible! How' can I look forward? My life will 
henceforth be spent In wretched renvspections ! ” and he could not 
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help smiling at the conceit. Having occasion, during the conver- 
sation, to use his pocket handkerchief, he suddenly reached his 
hand behind as usual, and was a little confused to find that the un- 
usual position of his coat-pocket required that he should take it 
from before ! This I should have conceived enough to put an end 
to bis delusion, but I was mistaken. 

“ Ah ! it will lake some time to reconcile me to this new order 
of things ; but practice — practice makes perfect, you know ! ” It 
was amazing to me, that his sensations, so contradictory to the 
absurd crotchet he had taken into his head, did not convince 
him of his error, especially when so frequently compelled to act in 
obedience to long accustomed impulses. As, for instance, ou my 
rising to go, he suddenly started from his chair, shook my hands, 
and accompanied me to the door, as if nothing had been the matter. 

“Well now ! What do you think of that?” said I triumphantly. 

“ Ah, ah ! ” said he, after a puzzled pause, “but you little know 
the effort it cost me ! ” 

* * * * • * * 

He did not persevere long in the absurd way of putting on his 
clothes which I have just described; but, even after he had dis- 
continued it, he alleged his opinion to be, that the front of his 
clothes ought to be with his face! I might relate many similar ab- 
surdities springing from this notion of his turned head, but suf- 
ficient has been said already to .give the reader a clear idea of the 
general character of such delusions. ,My subsequent interviews 
with him, while under this unprecedented hallucination, were simi- 
lar to the two which I have attempted to describe. The fit lasted 
near a month. At length, however, I happened luckily to recollect 
a device successfully resorted to by a sagacious old English physi- 
cian, in the case of a royal hypochondriac abroad, who fancied 
that his nose had swelled into greater dimensions than those of his 
whole body beside ; and forthwith resolved to adopt a similar me- 
thod of cure with N . Electricity was to be the wonder-working 

talisman ! I lectured him out ofall opposition, silenced his scruples, 
and got him to fix an evening for the exorcisation of the evil spirit 
— as it might well be called — which had taken possession of him. 

Let the reader fancy, then, N ’s sitting-room, about seven 

o’clock in the evening, illuminated with a cheerful fire, and four 
mould candles ; the awful electrifying machine duly disposed for 

action ; Mr. S of Hospital, Dr. , and myself, all 

standing round it, adjusting tbc jars, chains, etc. ; and Nambo bu- 
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sily engaged In laying bare his master’s neck, N — *- all the while 
eyeing our motions with excessive trepidation. I had infinite diffi- 
culty in getting his consent to one preliminary — the bandaging of 
his eyes. I succeeded, however, at last, in persuading him to un- 
dergo the operation blindfolded, by assuring him that it was essen- 
tial to success; for that if he was allowed to see the application of 
the conductor to the precise spot requisite, he might start, aud 
occasion its apposition to a wrong place ! The real reason will be 
seen presently ; the great manoeuvre could not have been practised 
but on such terms ; for how could I give his head a sudden twist 

round, and S give him a smart stroke on the crown of the 

head at the instant of his receiving the shock, if he saw what we 
were about ? I ought to have mentioned that we also prevailed 
upon him to sit with his arms pinioned, so that he was completely 
at our mercy. None of us could refrain from an occasional titter 
at the absurdity of the solemn farce we were playing— fortunately, 

however, unheard by N . At length, Nambo being turned out. 

and the doors locked,'— lest seeing the trick, he might disclose it 
subsequently to his master — we commenced operations. S — • — 
worked the machine — round, and round, and round, whizzing — 
sparkling— crackling— till the jar was moderately charged : it was 

hen conveyed to N ’s neck, Dr. using the conductor. 

N , on receiving a tolerably smart shock, started out of his 

chair, and I had not time to give him the twist I had intended. 
After a few moments, however, he protested that he felt “ some- 
thing loosened ” about his neck, and was easily induced to submit 
to another shock considerably stronger than the former. The 
Instant the rod was applied to his neck, I gave Ihe head a sud- 
den excruciating wrench towards the left shoulder, S strik- 

ing him, at the same moment, a smart blow on the crown. Poor 

! 

“ Thank God t” we all exclaimed, as if panting for breath. 

“I — 1— s it all over?” stammered N faintly — quite con- 

founded with the effects of the threefold remedy we had adopted. 

“Yes— thank God, we have at last brought your head round 
again, and your face looks forward now as heretofore ! ” said I. 

“Oh, remove the bandage — remove it! Let my own eyesight 
behold it!— Bring me a glass!” 

“As soon as the proper bandages have been applied to your 
neck, Mr. N 

“ What, eh— & second pudding, eh?” 
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“ No, merely a broad band of diachylum plaster, to prevent — 
hem — die contraction of the skin,” said I. As soon as that was 
done, we removed the handkerchiefs from his eyes and arms. 

“ Oh, my God, how delightful ! ” he exclaimed, rising and walk- 
ing up to the mirror over the mantelpiece. “Ecstasy ! all really 
right again ” 

“ My dear N , do not, I beg, do not work your neck about 

in that way, or the mostserious disarrangement ofthe— the parts,” 
said I 

, “ Oh, it’s so, is it? Then, I’d better get into bed at once, I 
think, and you’ll call in the morning. ” 

I did, and found him in bed. “Well, how does all go on this 
morning ?” I inquired. 

“Pretty well — middling,” he replied, with some embarrassment 
of manned. *“ Do you know, Doctor, I’ve been thinking about it 
all night long — and I strongly suspect ” — His serious air alarmed 
me — I began to fear that he had discovered the trick — “ I strongly 
suspect— hem — hem — ” he continued. 

“fVhat?" I inquired, rather sheepishly. 

“ Why, that it was my brains only that were turned — and — that 
• — ‘that- — most ridiculous piece of business” 

“ Why, to be sure, Mr. N ” ' .* * *— and he 

was so ashamed about it, that he set oiTfor the country imme- 
diately, and, among the glens and mountains of Scotland, endea- 
voured to forget ever having dreamed that his head was turned. 


One ofthe papers roundly asserts, that the foregoing is “pure 
fiction. ” I like the modesty and caution of this ; the more especially 
when I know it is next to impossible for the assertor to know any 
thing about the matter. But mark his reasoning 

“ The conceit is droll and witty enough,” he says, “ but, unfor- 
tunately, is too much so for truth ! Who ever heard of such a con- 
sistent delusion — in such a humorous subject?” 
t I leave this little argumentative chokepear for a child to nibble 
at : medical men know better. Samuel or Charles Wesley (sur- 
viving relatives ofthe celebrated John Wesley), fancied himself a 
tea-pot, and stuck to the notion strongly for some time ! I know 
one whom he told of his “ misfortune. ” 

A medical man in Lincolnshire, a few years ago, persuaded him- 
self into the notion that he had been transformed into a orev-- 
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coat! No oue uow laughs at the thing more heartily thau himself; 
at the same time protesting that his delusion was complete at the 
time! I have heard also, that the late Mr. tfollekens fancied he 
had sunk into a pair of shoes; and would ask people if they “put 
him on,” to keep out of the t vet as much as possible ! 

The gentleman with whom I was articled had the care of the 
workhouse ; and I saw there a woman who seriously told me she 
was dead, and had been so for many weeks. She was taking tea 
when she told me of the strange fact. “Well, I think yours is a 
pretty comfortable sort of death,” said I; but she replied with a 
sigh, “It was Satan that had entered into her body the moment 
her own soul left it, and plagued her with eating, drinking, talking, 
and living, without any of the pleasure and relish of true life!” 
The woman was a Roman Catholic; and said she was suffering the 
pains of purgatory for a wicked life. 

A metaphysical gentleman — once a member of Parliament— not 
many years ago imagiued himself a spirit — an impalpable, intan- 
gible being. He said he had the power of pervading matter, and 
knew the secret cause of its cohesion, having, in a manner, seen 
and known it w hile operating. He said he had a perfect know ledge 
of the “ quomodo, ” as he called it, of the presence and operation • 
of gravity. He w as asked for an explanation of the phenomena, 
and made an answer in a long tissue of metaphysic rigmarole, un- 
intelligible to any one that heard him. He said, that as for him- 
self, he had the power of diffusing himself over the centre of our 
globe, and interfusing his influence throughout the w hole con- 
geries of matter, till the earth swelled to a thousand times its pre- 
sent dimensions. That all spirits had the same power ! 

“ AVhy, mercy on us! Mr. — — said Sir , with affected 

alarm, “ we’re not safe, then ! Perhaps the w orld is swelling under 
us now ! Wh?t is to become of us ? ” 

“Spirit is benevolent and wise, so you are safe!” replied the 
hypochondriac, with a most singular air, as if he half saw the ab- 
surdity of his notion, and was half angry with ir . “ You 

might cut your son’s throat — but you don’t!" During the sarpe 
interview , he told his medical man that the “ soul of Kant” wan- 
dered “through the universe;” and once diffused itself so exten- 
sively, as to render its re-compression very difficult ! “ If you only 

knew hoiv, you could compress me into a compass infinitely less 
than that of a needle point,” said he. solemnly ! 

If the veracity of this instance should be seriously questioned. 
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it is possible that the ci-devant hypochondriac himself might step 
for a moment from his elegant and profound privacy, where 
thought and imagination dwell gloriously supreme,” and good- 
humouredly attest the truth of what I am relating. I have given 
the amusing instances above, out of a store of many similar ones': 
and, reader, if you are extra-professional, and still a doubter, 
‘ ask the most experienced medical friend you have, whether, in 
the above, you are required to put faith in improbabilities and 
ligmeqts. . . / 
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Monday Evening, July 25, 18 — .-—Well ! the poor martyr has at 

last been released from 'her sufferings, and her wasted remains lie 

, <» ✓ 

hid in the kindly gloom of the grave. Yes, sweet, abused, forgiving 

Mrs. T ! I this morning attended your funeral, and let fall 

tears of unavailing regret ! Shall I tell your sad story all in one 
word or two ? The blow that broke your heart was struck by 
YOUR HISDAND ! 

Heaven grant me calmness in recording your wrongs ! Let not 
the feelings of outraged humanity prompt me to “ set down augfit 
in malice. ” May I be dispassionately enough disposed to say but 
the half , nay, even the hundredth part only, of what I know, and 
my conscience will stand acquitted ! Let not him who shall read 
these pages anticipate any thing of romance, of high-flown rhodo- 
montade, in what follows. It is all about a poor, ill-used, heart- 
broken wife : and such an object is, alas! too often met with in all 
classes of society, to attract, in an ordinary case, any thing of pub- 
lic notice. The ensuing narrative will not, however, be found an 
ordinary case. It is fraught with circumstances of such peculiar 
aggravation, and exhibits such a moving picture of the tenderness 
• and unrepining fortitude of woman, that I am tempted to give it 
at some length.' Its general accuracy may be relied upon, for 
1 succeeded in wringing it from the lips of the poor sufferer herself. 
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I must, however, be allowed to give it in my own way; though at 
the risk of its being thereby divested of much of that sorrowful 
simplicity and energy — that touching naivete which characterised 
its utterance. I shall conclude with extracting some portions of 
my notes of visits made in a professional capacity. 

Miss Jane C had as numerous a retinue of suitors as a pretty 

person, well-known sweetness of disposition, considerable accom- 
plishments, and 10,000/. in the funds, could not fail of procuring 
to their possessor. She was an orphan, and was left absolute 
mistress of her property on attaining her twenty-first year. All 
the members of her own family most strenuously backed the pre- 
tensions of the curate of the parish — a young man of ascertained 
respectability of character and family, with a snug stipend, and 
fan- prospects of preferment. His person and manners were agree- 
able and engaging ; and he could not conceal his inclination to fling 

them both at Miss G ’s feet. All who knew the parties, said 

It would be an excellent match in all respects, and a happy couple 

they would make. Miss C herself could not look at the curate 

with indifference — at least if any inference might be drawn from 
an occasional flushing ofher features at chhrch, whenever the eyes 
of the clergyman happened to glance at her — which was much 
oftener than his duty required. In short, the motherly gossips of 
the place all looked upon it as a settled thing, and had pitched upon 
an admirable house for the tuture couple. They owned unani- 
mously that “ the girl might have gone farther and 'fared worse,” 
and so forth ; which is a great deal for such people to say about 
such matters. 

There happened, however, to be given a great ball, by the lady 

of the ex-Mayor, where Miss C was one of the stars of the 

evening ; and at this party there chanced to be a young Londoner 
who had just come down on a three-weeks’ holyday. He was 
training for the law, in a solicitor’s office, and was within six or 
seven months of the expiration of his articles. He was a perso- 
nable sort of fellow to look at— a spice of a dandy— and had that 
kind of air about him which tells of town — if not of the blandness, 
ease, and elegance of the AVest, still — of town — which contrasted 
favourably with the comparative uugainliness of provincials. He 
was, in a word, a sort of small star ; a triton among the minnows ; 
aud whatever he said or did took infallibly. Apprized by some 
judicious relatives, of the united charms of Miss G ’s purse 
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anil person, he took care to pay her the most conspicnons atten- 
tions. Alas ! the quiet claims of the curate were soon sileuced by 

hjs bustling rival, . This young spark chattered Miss G out of 

her calm senses. Wherever she went, he followed; whatever 
she said or did, he applauded. He put into requisition all his 
small acquirements — he sang a litt^, danced more, and talked an 
infinity. To be brief, he determined on "carrying the fort with a 
coup dr main ; and he succeeded. The poor curate was forgotten 

for ever ! Before the enterprising young lawyer left r, he was 

an accepted suitor of Miss C ’s. The coldness of all her friends 

and acquaintances signified nothing to her; her lover had, by 
some means or other, obtained so powerful ahold of her affections, 
that sneers, reproaches, remonstrances, threats on the part of all 
who had previously betrothed her to the curate, “ passed by her 
as the idle wind, which she regarded not.” She promised to 
become his wife as soon as his articles should have expired, and 
to live in London. 

In due lime, as matters approached a crisis, friends we e called 

in <lb talk over preliminaries. Mr. T .proved to be compara- 

' tively penniless ; but what was that? Miss C — - acted with very 
unusual generosity. She insisted on settling orily half her fortune 
— and left the other half entirely at his disposal. On receiving 
this intelligence from her own lips, the young man uttered the 
most frantic expressions of gratitude; promised her eternal love 
and faithfulness; protested that he idolized her ; and — took her at 
her word. It was in vain that cautious relatives stepped in to tender 

their remonstrances to Miss C on the imprudent extent to 

which she was placing her fortune beyond her own control. Op- 
position only consolidates and strengthens the resolutions of a 
woman whose mind is once made up. The generous creature be- 
lieved implicitly every word that her lover poured into her de- 
lighted ear ; and was not startled into any thing like distrust, even 
when she found that her young husband had expended, at one fell 
swoop, nearly X000/. of the 5000/. she had so imprudently placed 
at his disposal — in “ establishing themselves in London,” as he 
termed it. He commenced a rate of living which it would have 
required an income of at least 1000/. a-year to support ;Jand when 

an uncle of his wife’s took upon him to represent to Mr. T his 

ruinous extravagance— his profligate expenditure of his wife’s funds, 
which all their mutual friends were lamenting and reprobating, 
he was treated with ad insolence which for ever pul an end to his 
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interference, and cirectually prevented that of any other party. 

All, however, might yet have gone right, had Mr. T paid 

but a moderate attention to his business ; for his father had the 
command of an excellent town connexion, which soon put enough 
into his son’s hands to keep two clerks in regular employment. 

It was not long before his wtfe was'shocked by hearing her hus- 
band make incessant complaints of the drudgery of the office, 
though he did not devote, on an average, more Ilian two or three 
hours a-day to it. He was always proposingsome new party, some 
delightful drive, some enchantiug excursion, to her, and she dared 
not refuse, for he had, already, once disclosed symptoms of a most 
imperious temper whenever his will was interfered with. She 
begau to grow very uneasy, as she saw him drawing cheque after 
cheque on their banker, without once replacing a single sum ! 
Good God ! what w as to become of them ? He complained of the 
tardy returns of business; and yet he left it altogether to the 
management of two hired clerks ! He was beginning also to grow 
irregular in his habits ; repeatedly kept her waiting for hours, ex- 
pecting his return to dinner in vain ; Tilled his table w ith frequent 
drafts from the gayest and most dissipated of his professional ac- 4 
quaintance, whose uproar, night after night, alarmed every one in 
Hie house, and disturbed even the neighbours. Then he took to 
billiard playing, and its invariable concomitants, — drinking and 
late hours ; the theatres, frequented alone for the purpose — alas ! 
loo notorious to escape even the chaste ears of his unfortuuate 
and insulted wife — of mingling with the low wretches — the har- 
pies — who frequent the slips and saloons ; then “ drinking bouts ” 
at taverns, and midnight “larks,” in company with a set of vul- 
gar, ignorant young coxcombs, who always left him to settle the 
reckoning. 

He sent one of the clerks to his banker’s, one morning, with a 
cheque for 10/. ; which proved to be the exact amount by which 
he had “overdrawn” his account- — and worse — returned without 
the usual accommodation afforded. He was a little dismayed at 
finding sucli to be the state of things, and went up stairs to his wife 
to tell her, with a curse, of the “meanness,” the “d — d stingi- 
ness.” of Messrs. — — . 

“What! is it all spent, George?” she inquired in a gentle and 
faint tone of voice. 

“ Every rap, by , Jane ! ” was the reply. She turned pale, 

and trembled, while her husband, putting his hands in his poc- 
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kels. walked sullenly to and fro about the parlour. Willi trem- 
bling hesitation, Mrs. T — — alluded to the near approach of her 
confinement, and asked, almost inaudihle with agitation, and the 
fear of offending him, whether he had made any provision for the 
necessary expenses attending it — had laid up any thing. He re- 
plied in the negative, in a very petulant tone. She could not re- 
frain from shedding tears. 

“ Your crying can’t mend matters,” said he, rudely, walking to 
the window, and humming the words of some popular air. 

“ Dear, dear George ! have you seen any thing in my conduct 
to displease you?” she inquired, wiping her eyes. 

S‘ Why do you ask me -that, Mrs. T ?” said he, walking 

slowly towards her, and eyeing her very sternly. She trembled, 
and had scarcely breath enough to answer, that she had feared 
such might have been the case, because he had become rather 
cool towards her of late. 

“ D’ye mean to say, Ma’am, that I have used you ill, eh ? Be- 
cause if you do, it’s a d .” 

“ Oh, no, no, George, I did not mean any thing of the kind ; but 
— but — kiss me, and say you have forgiven me — do ! ” and she rose 
and stepped towards him with a forced smile. He gave her his 
cheek with an air of sullen indifference, and said, “ It’s no use 
blubbering about misfortunes, and all that sort of thing. The fact 

is, something must be done, or , I’m done! Look here, .lane ! 

Bring your chair here a minute! What do you say to these?” 
He pulled out of his pocket a crumpled mass of papers — bills which 
had been sent in during the week, some ofthem of several months’ 
standing — 70/. were due for wine and spirits ; 90/. for articles of his 
dress; 35/. for the use of a horse and tilbury; 10/. for cigars and 
snuffs ; and, in short, the above are a sample of items which swell- 
ed into the gross amount of more than 300/. — all due — all from 
creditors who refused him longer credit, and all for articles which 
had ministered nothing to his poor wife’s comforts or necessities. 
She burst into tears, as she looked over the bills scattered on the 
table, and Hinging her arms round her husband’s neck, implored 
him to pay more attention to business. 

“I tell you I do,” he replied, impatiently, suffering, not return- 
ing, her affectionate embrace. 

“ Well, dearest George ! I don’t mean to blame you ’’ — 

“ You had belter not, iudeed ! ” he replied coldly ; “ but what’s 
to be done, eh ? — That’s what we oughL to be considering. Do 
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you think — hem ! — Jane — Could you, do you think 1 ’ — He paused, 
and seemed embarrassed. 

“Could I what, dear George ?” she inquired, squeezing his 
hands. 

“ D’ye think — d’ye think — but —no— I'll ask you some other 
day ! ” and he rose from his chair. What will be imagined was 
his request? — She learnt some days afterwards, that it was for her 
to use her influence with her aunt, an old widow lady, to lend him 
500/. To return, however. 

He was standing opposite the fire, in moody contemplation, when 
a rude puppy, dressed in the extreme of the fashion, with three 
different coloured waistcoats on — crossed and recrossed by a heavy 
pewter-looking chain — and a glossy new hat, with tapering crown, 
stuck with ap impudent air on the left side of his head — burst un- 
ceremonious! y*inlo the parlour, and disturbed the sorrowful tete- 

a-tete of T and his wife, by rushing up to tbe former, shaking 

his hands, and exclaiming boisterously, — “Ah 1 T , how d’ye 

do, d — e ? Bill Buncc’s Chaffer has beat ; he has, by — • — ! 

I’ve won 15/. on it!— Oh, a thousand pardons. Ma’am— I didn’t 
see you ; but there’s been a great dog-fight, you see, and I have 

been luckier than what Mr. T here has, for I’ve won 15/., and 

he has lost 20/. !” 

This scoundrel was one ofT s bosom friends! Ay, incredible 

as it may seem, it was for such worthless fellows, such despicable 

blockheads as these, that Mr. T had squandered his generous 

wife’s property, and forsaken her company! On the present oc- 
casion — a sample of what had occurred so often as to cause — no 
surprise— nothing, but a gush of bitter tears after Ire was gone — 

T civilly bade her good morning, departed arm-in-arm with 

his “ friend,” and did not return till past two o'clock in the morn- 
ing, almost dead drunk. JIad be seen how the remainder of the 
day was spent by his poor wife — in tears and terror — unsoothed 
by tbe thought that her husband was absent on errands of ho- 
nourable employment — content with making a scanty dinner of 
that at which the servant “ turned up her nose,” as the phrase is — 
and sitting the rest of the evening sew ing, and shedding tears- by 
turns, till the hour of midnight w arned her to retire to a sleepless 
bed ; could he have felt the hurried beatings of her heart whenever 
her wakeful ear fan, ied she heard the sound of his approaching 
footsteps on the pavement beneath ; could he have done this, he 
might not, possibly, on waking in the morning, have calldli her a , 
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nor struck her on the niouth till her under-lip was half cut through , 
for presuming to rouse him before he had slept off the fumes of the 
brandy, and all he had .drunk over night — in order that he might 
be in time for a consultation appointed for eleven o’clock. He 
did do this; and I was the first person on earth to whom she re- 
luctantly told it — on her deathbed l 

Though her delicate and interesting situation — within a very few 
weeks of her accouchement — might have kindled a spark of ten- 
derness and pride in the bosom of any husband, who had not lost 
all the feelings of honour and manliness, it sufficed, apparently, 

to inspire T with a determination to treat her more unkindly 

and neglectfully than ever. She scarcely ever saw him during the 
day ; and when he came home at night — more than once conduct- 
ed by the watchman — he was almost invariably stupificd with li- 
quor ; and if he had the power of utterance, he seemed to take a 
demoniacal pleasure in venting upon her the foulest expressions 
which he could recollect being used by the riff-raff of the taverns, 
where he spent his time. More than once was she so horrified with 
what he said, that, at the peril of her life, she insisted on leaving 
him, and sharing the bed of the servant girl ! Her wretched looks 
might have broken a heart of stone ; yet it affected not that of the 
wretch who called her his wife ! 

A few days after the occurrence above related, the maid-ser- 
vant put a twopenny post letter into her mistress’s hands; and 

fortunate it was for Mrs. T that the girl happened to be in the 

room while she read it, aw aiting orders for dinner. The note was 
in these words, written in a feigned, but still a lady’s hand : — 

“Unfortunate Madam ! —I feel it my duty to acquaint you, that 

your husband, Mr.' , is pursuing quite disgraceful courses all 

night and day, squandering away his money among sharpers and 
blacklegs, and that he is persuaded to b^k one ofthe boxers in a 
great fight that is to be ; and, above all, and what I blush to tell you 

— but it is fitting Mrs. T- should know it — in my opinion, Mr. 

T is notoriously keeping a w oman of infamous character, with 

whom he is constantly seen at the theatres and most other public 
places, and she passes as his cotisiiu Hoping that you will have 
prudence and spirit to act in this dislressing business as becomes 
a lady and a w ife, I am. Madam, with the truest respect and sym- 
pathy, 

'“A Real Friend.” 

Mrs. T read this cruel letter in silence — motionless — and 
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with a face that whitened sensibly as she proceeded; till , at the 
disgraceful fact mentioned in the concluding part, she dropped Hie 
paper from her hands — and the servant rap to her in time to pre- 
vent her fulling front her chair; for site had swooned ! It was long 
before she came to; and, when that was the case, it was only that 
she might be carried to her bed— and she was confined that even- 
ing. The child was still-born ! All this came on the husband like 
a thunder-stroke, and shocked him for a lime into something like 
sobriety and compunction. The admirable qualities of his w ife — 
her virtues and her meekness -shone be^re his startled eyes in 
angel hues. He forsook the scenes, a constant frequenting of w hich . 
had rendered him unw orthy to live under the same roof with her, 
and betook himself to the regular pursuits of business with great 
earnestness, lie soon found out what arduous up-hill work it 
was to bring again under hiscontrol affairs w hich had been so long 
and shamefully neglected. He felt several limes disposed tb throw 
it all over in disgust; for. alasl lie had lost almost every vestige 
of the patience and accuracy of business habits. He succeeded , 
with great difficulty, in appeasing the more clamorous of his cre- 
ditors, and, in a word, once more stood a chance of clearing his 
way before him. His poor wife, however, was brought several 
times to the very verge of the grave, and was destined for months 
to the monotonous hours of a bed of sickness. For nearly a month, 
she experienced the most affectionate attentions from her husband, 
that w ere consistent with a due attention to the business of his of- 
fice. She felt revived and cheered by the prospect of his renewed 
attachment, and trusted in its permanency. But, alas! her hus- 
band was not made of such materials as warranted her expectations ; 
he w as little else than a compound of weakness, vanity, ignorance, 
and ill-temper ; and for such a one, the sober loveliness and at- 
tractiveness of domestic life had no j-harms. He had no sooner got 
his affairs a little into tiftin, and succeeded in reviving the confi- 
dence of some of his principal clients, than he began to relax his 
efforts. One by one his old associates drew around him, and re- 
entangled him in the toils of dissipation. The first time that poor 
ill-fated Mrs. T— — came dow n into the parlour to dinner, after 
• a three months’ absence in her sick chamber, she was doomed to 
dine alone — disappointed of the promised presence of her husband 
to welcome her — for the same low, contemptible coxcomb, for- 
merly introduced to the reader as one of her husband’s most inti- 
mate friends, had called in the course of the morning, and succeed- 
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ed in enticing him away to a tavern-dinner with a “set of good 
’uns,” who were afterwards to adjourn to one of the minor theatres. 
In vain was the little fillet of veal, ordered by her husband himself, 
placed on the table before his deserted wife ; she could not taste 
it, nor had strength enough to carve a piece for the nurse ! Mr, 

T had had the grace to send her a note of apology, alleging 

that his absence was occasioned by “ an affair of business ! ” This 
cruel and perfidious conduct, however, met with its due punish- 
ment. One of liis principal creditors — his tailor — happened to be 
swallowing a hasty dinner in a box adjoining the one in which 
T — — and his boisterous associates were dining, and accidentally 

cast eyes on his debtor T . He saw and heard enough to fill 

him with fury ; for he heard his own name mentioned by the half- 
inebriated debtor, as one of the “ served-out snips ” whom he in- 
tended to “do” — an annunciation which was received by the 
gentlemanly young men who were dining with him, with cries of 
“Bravo, T , do! D — e, I — and I — and I — have done it be- 
fore this 1 ” : • i • 

The next morning he was arrested for a debt of 110/. . at the 
suit of the very “snip” whom he intended, in his'own witty way, 
to “ do,” and carried off to a spunging-house in Chancery Lane. 
There he lay for two days without his wife’s knowing any thing of 
the true state of things. He could get no one to stand bail for him, 
till one of his wife’s insulted friends, and bis own brother-in-law, 
came forward reluctantly that purpose, in order to calm her 
dreadful agitation, which had flung her again on a sick-bed. Her 
husband wrote her a most penitential letter from the spunging- 
house, imploring her forgiveness for his misconduct, and promis- 
ing amendment. Again she believed him, and welcomed him home 
with enthusiastic demonstrations of fondness. He himself could 
not refrain from weeping ; he sobbed and cried like a child ; for 
his feelings — what with the most pungent sense of disgrace, re- 
morse, and conscious unworthiness of the sweet creature, whose 
affections no misconduct of his seemed capable of alienating — 
were quite overcome. Three of his chief creditors commenced 
actions against him, and nothing seemed capable of arresting the 
ruin now impending over him. Where was he to find the means 
of satisfying their claims ! He was in despair, and had sullenly 
and stupidly come to a resolution to let things take their course, 
when, as if Providence had determined to afford the miserable 
man one chance more of retrieving bis circumstances, the sudden 
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death of his father pul him in possession .of 800/. in ready cash; 
and this sum, added to 200/. advanced him by two of his wife’s 
friends, who could not resist her agonizing supplications, once 

more set matters to rights. 

* * * * * * 

Passing over an interval of four years, spent with disgrace to 
himself, and anguish to his wife, similar to that described above, 
they must now be presented to the reader occupying, alas I a lower 
station of society. They had been compelled to relinquish an 
airy, respectable, and commodious residence, for a small, bad 
house, in a worse neighbourhood. His business had dwindled 
down to what was insufficient to occupy the time of one solitary 
clerk, whom he was scarcely able to pay regularly — and the more 
respectable of his friends had utterly deserted him in disgust The 
most rigorous— nay, almost starving— economy, on the part of his 
wife, barely sufficed to “make both ends meet.” She abridged 
herself of almost every domestic comfort, of all those little ele- 
gancies, which a well-bred woman loves to keep about her, and 
did so without a murmur. The little income arising from the 
5000/., her settlement money, might surely of itself, with only or- 
dinary prudence on his part, have enabled them to maintain their 
ground willf something like respectability, especially if he had at- 
tended to what remained of his business. But, alas ! alas ! T ’s 

temper had by this time been thoroughly and permanently soured. 
He hated his good wife — his business^- his family — himself — every 
thing, except liquor and low company ! His features bore testi- 
mony to the sort of life he led— swelled, bloated, and his eyes 

languid and bloodshot. Mrs. T saw less of him than ever ; for 

pot far from his house there was a small tavern, frequented by 
pone but the meanest underlings of his profession ; and there was 
Jt ~. — to be found, evening after evening, smoking and drinking 
himself into a state of stupid insensibility, till he would return 
home redolent of the insufferable stench and fumes of tobacco 
smoke, and brandy and water ! In the daytime, he was often to 
be found for hours together at an adjoining billiard-room, where 
he sometimes lost sums of money, w hicb his poor wife w as obliged 
to make up for by parting, one by one, with her little trinkets and 
jewellery ! What could have infatuated him to pursue such a line 
of conduct ? it may be asked, — why, as if of set purpose, ruin the 
peace of mind of one of the fondest and most amiable wives that 
ever man was blessed with? A vulgar but forcible expression 
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may explain all, — it was “ the nature of the beast.” He had no 
intellectual pleasures — no taste for the quiet enjoyments of home ; 
and had, above all, in his wife, too sweet, confiding, and unresist- 
ing a creature ! Had she proved a termagant, the aspect of things 
might have been very different ; she might have bullied, him into 
something like a sense of propriety. Here, however, he had it ail 
his own way — a poor creature, who allowed him to break her 
heart without remonstrance or reproach ; for the first she dared 
not — the second she could not. It would have broken a heart of 
stone to see her! She was wasted to a skeleton, and in such a 
weak, declining state of health, that she could scarcely stir out of 
doors. Her appetite was almost entirely gone ; her spirits all fled 
' long ago ! — Now, shall I tell the reader one immediate cause of 
such physical exhaustion ? I will, and truly. 

Mr. T had still a tolerable share of business; but he could 

scarcely be brought to give more than two hours’ allendaucc in 
his office a-day, and sometimes not even that He therefore im- 
prudently left almost every thing to the management of his clerk, 
a worthy young mao, but wholly incompetent to such a charge. 
He had extorted from even his idle aud unworthy master frequent 
acknowledgments of his obligations for the punctuality with which 
he transacted all that was intrusted to him, aud iu particular, for 
the neatness, accuracy, and celerity with which he copied drafts 
of pleadings, leases, agreements, etc. His master often hiccoughed 
to him his astonishment at the rapidity with which lie “turned 
them out of hand but how little did the unworthy fellow ima- 
gine that, in saying all this, he was uttering uot his clerk’s, but his 
wife’s praises ! For she it was, poor creature ! who, having taken 
, the pains to learn a lawyer’s hand, engrossing, eta from the 

• clerk, actually sat up, almost regularly, till two or three o’clock 
in the morning, plodding perseveringly through papers and parch- 
ments— making long and laborious extracts — engrossing settle- 
ments, indentures, etc., and copying pleadings, till her wearied 
eyes and her little hands could no longer perform their office ! I 
could at this moment lay my hands on a certain legal instrument, 
of tiresome prolixity, which was engrossed, every word, by 
Mrs. T ! 

This was the way in which his wife spent the hours of midnight, 
® and to enable him to squander away his time and money in the 

unw orlhy, the infamous manner above related ! 

Was it wonderful that her health and spirits were wholly borne 
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down by the pressure of so many accumulated Ills ? Had not her 
husband’s eye been dulled, and his perceptions deadened, by the 
perpetual stupors of intoxication, he might have discerned the 
hectic flush — the coming fever — the blood-spitting, which foretell 
consumption ! But that was too much to be expected. As for the 
evenings— they were invariably spent at his favourite tavern, sot- 
ting hour after hour among its lowest frequenters ; and as for her 
night-cough and blood-spitting, he was lulled by liquor into too 
profound a repose, to be roused by the sounds which were, in ef- 
fect, his martyred ife’s death-knell! If, during the daytime, he 
was in a manner forced to remark her languor — her drooping 
spirits — the only notice, the only sympathy it called forth on his 
part, was a cold and careless inquiry, why she did not call in a me- 
dical man ! I shall conclude this portion of my narrative, with 
barely reciting four instances of that conduct on the part of Mrs. 
T- — ’s husband, which at last succeeded in breaking her heart, 
and which, with many other similar ones, were communicated to 
me with tears of tortured sensibility. 

I. Half drunk, half sober, he one evening introduced to her, at 
tea, a female “ friend,” whose questionable appearance might, at 
first sight, have justified his wife’s refusal to receive her. Her 
conversation soon disclosed her real character ; and the insulted 
wife abruptly retired from the room that was polluted by the pre- 
sence of the infamous creature, whom he avowed to be Am mis- 
tress! He sprung after her to the door, for the purpose of drag- 
ging her back; but her sudden paleness, and the faint tones in 
which she whispered, — “ Don't stop me— don’t — or I shall die ! ” 
so shocked him, that he allowed her to retire, and immediately 
dismissed the wretch, whom be could have brought thither for no 
other purpose than to insult his wife ! Poor creature 1 did a por- 
tion of her midnight earnings ga towards the support of the wretch 
who was kept by her husband ? 

II. Having occasion, late one evening, to rummage among her 
husband’s office papers, in search of something which was to be 
engrossed that night, her eye happened to light on a document, 
with a pencil superscription — “ Copy, case for counsel, concerning 
Mrs. T~ — ’s marriage settlement. ” A very excusable Curiosity 
prompted her to peruse what proved to be a series of queries sub- 
mitted to counsel on the following points, among others : — What 
present powers he had under her marriage settlement ? —whether 
her own interest In it could be legally made over to another, with 
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her consent, during her lifetime? and, if so, how?— whether or 
not he could part with the reversion, provided she did not exercise 
her power of willing it away elsewhere? — From all this, was it 
possible for her not to see how heartlessly he was calculating on the 
best method of obtaining possession of the remnant of her fortune? 

“Oh, cruel — cruel — cruel George ! So impatient! — Could you 
not wait a month or two ? I’m sure I shall not keep you out of 
it Ipng! I always intended to leave it to you, and I won’t let this 

alter my mind, though it is cruel of you ! ” sobbed Mrs. T , 

till her heart seemed breaking. At that moment she heard her hus- 
band’s loud obstreperous knock at the door, and hastilycrumpling 
up the paper into the drawer of the desk from which she had taken 
it, she put out the candle, and leaving her midnight labours, (lew 
up stairs to bed— .to a wretched and sleepless one ! 

III. Mrs. T ’s child, w hich was about three years and a-half 

old, was suddenly seized with convulsive fits, as she was one even- 
ing undressing it for bed. Fit after lit followed in such rapid suc- 
cession, that the medical man who was summoned in prepared her 
to expect the worst. The distraction of her feelings may be easier 
conceived than described, as she held on her knee the little crea- 
ture on whose life were centred all the proud and fond feelings of 
a mother’s love deepened into exclusive intensity ; for it seemed 
the only object on earth to return her love as she held it, Isay, 
but with great difficulty, for its tiny limbs were struggling and 
pluuging about in a dreadful manner. And then the frightful roll- 
ing of llie eyes ! They were endeavouring to pour a tea-spoonful 
of Dalby’s carminative, or some such medicine, through the closed 
teeth, when the room door was suddenly thrown open, and in 

reeled Mr. T , more than half-seas over with liquor, and in a 

merrier mood than usual, for he had been successful at billiards ! 
He had entered unobserved through the street door, which had 
been left ajar by the distracted servant girl, aud hearing a bustle 
in the room, he had entered, for the purpose of seeing what was 
the matter. 

“ Wh — wh — what is the matter, good fo — oiks, eh ?” he stam- 
mered, reeling towards where Mrs. T was sitting, almost 

fainting with terror at seeing the frightful contortions of her infant’s 
countenance. She saw him not, for her eyes were fixed in agony 
on the features of her suffering babe. 

“ What the— the — the d — I is the matter with all of you here, 
eh?” he inquired, chucking the servant girl uuder the chin, who, 
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lunch agitated, and shedding tears, had approached to beg he 
would leave the room. He tried to kiss her, and in the presence 
•f the medical man — who sternly rebuked him for his monstrouS 
conduct 

“D — n you, sir — who the d — 1 are you?” he said, putting his 
arms a-kimbo — “I i mil know what’s the matter ! ” He came near 
— he saw all ! — the leaden-hued, quivering features, the limbs now 
rigid— then struggling violently — the starting eyeballs. • 

“Why, for God’s sake, what’s the matter, eh?” he stammered, 
almost inaudibly, while the colour fled from his face, and the per- 
spiration started upon his forehead. He strove to steady himself, 
but that was impossible. He had drunk too deeply. 

“What are you doing to the child — what — what ? ” he again in- 
quired, in a feeble and faltering voice, interrupted by a hiccough. 
Ho notice whatever was taken of him by his wife, who did not 
seem to see or hear him. — “Jane, tell me,” addressing her again, 
“has «be child had”— hickup— “an — an ac — ci — den ?” The 
infant that moment gave a sudden and final plunge ; and Mrs. 

1? ’S faint shriek, and the servant girl’s wringing of the hands, 

announced that all was over 1 The little thing lay dead in the arms 
of its mother. 1 

“ Sir, your child Is dead,” said the apothecary, sternly, shaking 

Mr. T by the arm — for he stood gazing on the scene with a 

sullen, vacant stare, scarcely able to steady himself. 

“ Wh — wh— at 1 D — e — a — d?” he muttered, with a ghastly.air. 

“Oh, George, roy darling is — is dead!” groaned the afflicted 
mother, for the first time looking at and addressing her husband. 
The word seemed to sober him in an instant. 

“ What !— Dead. And I drunk ! ” 

The medical man, who stood by, told me he could never forget 
the scene of that evening ! When Mrs. T— discovered, by his 
manner, his disgraceful condition, she was so utterly overcome 
with her feelings of mingled grief, siiame, and horror, that she fefl 
into violent hysterics, which lasted almost all night long. As for 

X -, he seemed palsied all the next day. He sat alone during 

the whole of the morning, in the room where the dead infant lay, 
gazing upon it with emotions which may be imagined, but not 
described. < 

IV. Almost the only piece of ornamental furniture, her last re- 
maining means of amusement and consolatiou, was her piano. She 
played with both taste and feeling, and many a time contrived to 
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make sweet sounds pour an oblivious charm over her sorrows and 
sufferings, by wandering over the airs which she had loved in hap- 
pier days. Thus was she engaged one afternoon with one of Dr. 
Arne’s exquisite compositions, the air beginning, “ Blow, blow, 
thou •winter’s wind.” She made several attempts to accompany 
the music with her voice — for she once had a very sweet one, and 
could sing — but, whenever she attempted, the words seemed to 
choke her. There was a sorrowful appropriateness in them, a 
touching echo of her own feelings, which dissolved her very spirit 
within her. Her only child had died, as the reader was informed, 
about six months before, and her husband had resumed his ill 
courses, becoming more and more stern and sullen in his demean- 
our — more unreasonable in his requirements. The words of the 
air, as may be easily conceived, were painfully appropriate to her 
'situation, and she could not help shedding tears. At that moment 
her husband entered the room, with his hat on, and stood for some 
moments before the fire in silence. 

“Mrs. T !” said he, as soon as she had concluded the last 

stanza. 

“ Well, George 1” said she, in a mild tone. 

“I — I must sell that piano. Ma’am— I must!” said he. 

“What!” exclaimed his wife, in a low whisper, turning round 
on the music stool, and looking him in the face with an air of sor- 
rowful surprise. “ Oh, you cannot be in earnest, George ! ” 

•* ’Pon my life, Ma’am, but I am — I can’t indulge you with su- 
perfluities while we can hardly afford the means of keeping body 
and soul together. ” 

“ George — dear George — do forgive me, butl — I — I cannot part 
with my poor piano,” said she. 

“ Why not. Ma’am, when I say you must?” 

“ Oh, because it was the gift of my poor mother ! ” she replied, 
bursting into tears. 

“ Can’t help that, Ma’am — not I. It must go. I hate to hear 
jts cursed noise in the house — it makes me melancholy — it does, 
Ma’am — you’re always playing such gloomy music,” replied her 
Tiusband, in a severe and less decisive tone. 

“ Well, well ! if that’s all. Til play any thing you like — only tell 
me, dear George ! what shall I play for you now !” said she, ris- 
ing from the music stool and approaching him. 

“ Play a farewell to the piano, for it must go, and it shall ! ” he 
replied, desperately. 
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Dear, kind George ! let me keep it a little longer,” said she, 
looking him beseechingly in the face — ‘ 4 a little — a Me longer . 

‘‘'Well, Ma’am, sit down and play away, till I come in again, 
any thing you like.” 


•Vr; 




He left the room ; and in less than half an hour— oh, hardness of 
heart unheard of!— returned with a stranger, who proved to be a 
furniture broker, come to value the instrument! That evening it 
was sold to him for 15/. ; and it was carried away the first thing in 
the morning, before bis wife came down stairs ! What will be sup- 
posed the occasion of this cruelty ? It was to furnish Mr. T— — 
with money to pay a bill of the infamous creature more than 
once alluded to, and who had obtained a complete ascendancy 
over him! ‘ . ' \ 

It was a long continued course of such treatment as this, that 
called me upon the scene in a professional capacity, merely, at 
first ; till the mournful countenance of my patient inspired me with 
feelings of concern and friendly sympathy, which eventually led to 
an entire confidence. She came to me in the unostentatious cha- 
racter of a morning patient, in a hackney coach, with an elderly 
female friend. She looked quite the lady, though her dress was 
of but an ordinary quality, yet exquisitely neat and clean; and she 
had still a very interesting and somewhat pretty face, though long 
continued sorrow had made sad havoc with her features ! These 
visits, at intervals of a w eek, she paid me, arid compelled me to 
take my fee of one guinea, on each occasion— though I would have 
given two to be enabled to decline it without hurting her delicacy. 
Though her general health had suffered severely, still I thought 
that matters had not gone quite so far as to destroy all hopes of 
recovery, with due attention ; though her cheeks disclosed, almost 
every evening, the death -rose— the grave-flower — of hectic, and 
night-sweats, and a faint cough, were painfOlly tegular in their 
recurrence, — still I saw' nothing, for a long time, to warrant me in 
warning her of serious danger. I insisted on her allowing me to 
visit heratherdwn house, and she at last permitted me, on condi- 
tion that I wquld’receive at least half-a-guinea, — poor creature! — 
for every visit. That, however, .1 soon dropped; and I saw' her 
almost every day gratuitously, whenever any temporary aggrava- 
tions of her symptoms required my attendance. The first time 
I saw her husband, I could not help taking a prejudice against him, 
though she had never breathed a syllable to me of his ill conduct. 
He was apparently about forty years pld, though his real age w r as 
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not more than two or three-and-thirty. His manners and habits 
had left a sufficiently strong impress upon him to enable a casual 
beholder to form a shrewd conjecture as to'his character. His 
features, once rather handsome than otherw ise, were now reddened 
and swollen with long continued excess; and there was altogether 
an air of truculence— of vulgar assurance and stupid sullenness, 
about him, which prepossessed me strongly against him. When, 
long afterwards, Mrs. T gave me that description of his ap- 

pearance and manners under w hich he is first placed before the 
reader of this narrative, I could not help frequently interrupting 
her with expressions of incredulity, and reminding her of his pre- 
sent ill-favoured looks; but as she went on with her sad story, 
my scepticism vanished. Personal deterioration was no incredi- 
ble attendant on moral declension. * * * 

March 28, 18 — . — There can be no longer any doubt as to the 

nature of Mrs. T ’s symptoms. She is the destined victim of 

consumption. The oftener I go to her house, the stronger are my 
suspicions that she is an unhappy woman, and that her husband 
ill-uses her. I have many times tried to hint my suspicions to her, 
but she will declare nothing. She will not understand me. Her 
settled despondency, however, accompanied-with an under current 
of feverish nervous trepidation, which she cannot satisfactorily ex- 
plain, convinces me something or other is wrong. I see very 
little of her husband, for he is scarcely ever in her company when 
I call. Though his profession is that of an attorney, and his house 
and office are one, I see scarcely any indications of business stir- 
ring. I am afraid they are in sinking circumstances. I am sure 
that she, at least, was born and bred for a station superior to that 
she now occupies. Her manners have that simplicity, ease, and 
elegance, which tell of a higher rank in society. I often detect 
her alone in tears, over a low fire. In a word, I am sure she is 
w retched, and that her husband is the cause of it That he keeps 
late hours, I know — for she happened to let slip as much one day 
to me, when I was making inquiries about the time of her retir- 
ing to sleep. I feel a great interest in her; for, whenever I see 
her, she reminds me of “ Patience on a monument, smiling at 
Grief,”— of 

“ Sorrow deck’d 

In the poor faded garb of tarnish'd joy, 

III fining to her wasted form." 
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April hth. — To-day I found them both together — sitting one on 
each side of the fire place, he smoking — in the parlour, — and she, 
with a little needlework in her lap. I thought lie seemed some- 
what embarrassed at my entrance ; which probably had put an 
end to some scene of unpleasantness, for her face was suffused 
with crimson. It soon retired, however, and left the wanness to 
which I had been accustomed iu her. 

“ So, my wife’s ill, sir, it seems ? ” said Mr. T , abruptly, 

putting his pipe on the hob. 

“ I’m sorry to say she is, Mr. T ,” I replied, “ and that she 

is worse to-day than she has been for some time.” 

Mrs. T let fall tears. 

“ Sorry to hear you say so, Doctor; I’ve just been telling her 
it’s all owing to her own obstinacy in not calling earlier on .” 

“ I think you might have used a milder word, sir,” said I, with 
involuntary sternness, at the same time directing my attention ex- 
clusively to his wife — as if for the purpose of hiuling the propriety 
of his retiring. 

“AVhal’s the matter with her, sir?” he inquired, in a more re- 
spectful tone than he had hitherto assumed. 

“General debility, sir, and occasional pain,” said I, coldly. 

“ What’s it ow ing to ? ” 

I looked suddenly at Mrs. T : our eyes met^-and hers had 

an expression of apprehension. I determined, however, to give a 
hint that I suspected all was not right, and replied — “ I fear she 
does not take suitable nourishment — keeps irregular hours — and 
has something or other on her mind which harasses her.” The 
latter words I accompanied with a steady look into his face. He 
seemed a little (lushed. 

“You’re mistakeu, sir,” said he, with 9. brusque air; “she may 
eat w hat she likes — that I can afford.— may go to bed at what hour 
she likes, — and it’s all her own fault that she w ill sit moping over 
the fire night after night, and week after week — waiting for my 
return — till two or three o’clock in the morning” 

“ That is, of itself, sufficient to account for her illness,” said 
I pointedly. He began to lose his temper, for he saw the shame- 
ful acknowledgment he had unwittingly made. “Pray, Mrs. 

T ,” he inquired, looking angrily at his wife, who sat pale and 

trembling by my side, — “Have you any thing on your mind — eh? 
If so — why — speak out — no sneaking ! ” 

“ No !” she stammered ; “ and I never said I had — I assure you. 
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— Did I ever give yon even the most distant hint of the kind. Doc- 
tor ?” she continued, appealing to me. 

“ By no means. Madam, — not in the slightest, on any occasion,” 

I replied; “it was only a conjecture — a suspicion of ray own.” 

I thought he looked as if he would have made some instant reply, 
for his eye glared furiously on me. He bit his lips, however, and 
continued silent. His conscience “pricked him.” I began to 
feel uneasy about the future quiet of Mrs. T , lest any obser- 

vations of mine should have excited her-htisband’s suspicions that 
she had made disclosures to me of family matters. 

“What would you advise for her, sir?” he asked coldly. 

“ Removal, for a few weeks, to the sea-side* — a liberal diet — 
and lively society. ” 

“Very well, sir,” said he, after a puzzled pause; “very good, 
sir — very ; it shall be attended to. Perhaps you want to be alone 
—eh ? — So I'll leave you 1 ” and directing a peculiar look towards 
his wife, as if warning her against something or other, he left the 
room. She burst into tears directly he was gone. 

“My dear Madam, forgive me for saying that I suspect your 
husband’s behaviour towards you is somewhat harsh, and, per- 
haps, unkind” said I, in as soothing a tone as f could command, 
and pressing her hand kindly into mine. 

“Oh, no, Doctor,— no!” she replied, adding abruptly, in an 
altered manner, indicating displeasure, “What makes you think 
so, sir?” 

“Why, Madam, simply because I cannot shut my eyes or my 
ears to what passes even while I am here ; as for instance, only 
just now. Madam— just now.” 

She sighed, and made me no reply. I told her I was in earnest 
in recommending the course I had mentioned to her husband. 

“ Oh, dear Doctor, no, no ! — we could not afford It,” said she, 
with a sigh. At that moment her husband returned, and resumed 
his former seat in sullen silence. I soon after took my departure. 


April 7th . — Does not the following make one blush for one’s 
species ? — I give it nearly as I received it from the lips of Mrs. 
T — — . Inestimable woman ! why are you fated to endure such 
pangs? 

About twelve o’clock at noon, hearing her hhsband come in, 
and thinking from his looks, of which she caught a casual and hasty 
glance through the window, that he was fatigued, and stood in need 
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of some refreshment, slt£ poured out a glass of port wine, almost 
the last in a solitary bottle which she had purchased, under my 
, directions, for medicinal purposes, and, with a biscuit, brought it 
t s herself down stairs — though the effort so exhausted her feeble ' 
frame, that she was obliged to sit down for several moments on 
the last stair to recover her breath. At last, she ventured to knock 
at the door of the back-office where he was silling, holding the 
little waiter with the glass of wine and the biscuit in her left hand. 

“Who’s there?” inquifed the gruff voice of T . 

“It’s only I, my dear. May I come in, please?” replied the 
. gentle voice of his wife. 

“ What brings you here, eh ? — What the d — 1 do you want with 
me now ? ” said he, surlily. 

“ I’ve brought you something, my dear,” she replied, and ven- 
tured to open the door. T was sitting before some papers or 

parchments, alone, and his countenance showed that he was in a 
worse humour than usual. On seeing her errand, he suddenly 

rose from his chair, exclaiming, in an angry tone, — “ What the 

brings you here in this way, plaguing me while engaged at busi- 
ness, you !— - Eh, woman ? ” and, oh, my God ! in a sudden fit 

of fury, he struck the waiter, wine, biscuit and all, out of her 
trembling hands to the floor, rudely pushed her out of the room, 
and slammed the door violently in her face. He did not rc-opeu 
it, though he could not but have heard her fall upon the floor, the 
shock was so sudden and violent. 

There, stretched across the mat, at the bottom of the staircase, 
lay that suffering creature, unable to rise, till her stifled sobbings 
brought the servant girl to her assistance. 

“I can’t help saying it’s most abominable usage of you, Ma’am ; 
it is — and I don’t care if master hears me say so neither,” said the 
girl, herself crying ; “for I’m sure he isn’t worthy of the very shoes 
you wear — he isn’t.” She was endeavouring to lift her mistress, 

when Mrs. T suddenly burst into a loud, unnatural laugh, and 

went off into violent hysterics. Mr. T , hearing the noise of 

talking and laughing,sprung to the door, threw it open, and shout- 
ed to them to be “ off with their noise — disturbing business ! ” but 
the piteous spectacle of his prostrate wife stopped him ; and, al- 
most petrified with horror, he knelt down for the purpose of as- 
sisting her all ha could. * * * 

About an hour after this occurrence, I happened to call, and 
found her lying in bed, alone, her husband having left her on busi- 
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ness. When the servant told me — and her mistress reluctantly 
corroborated what she said — the circumstances above related, 
I felt such indignation swelling my whole frame, that had he been 
Within reach, I could not have resisted caning the scoundrel within 
an inch of his unworthy life ! The recollection of this occurrence 
tortures me even now, and I can hardly believe that such bruta- 
. lity as T ’s could have been shown by man 1 

Mrs. T — - kept her %>om from that hour, and never left it, 
till she was carried out for burial 1 But this is anticipating. 

• i ' V. . ' ; . * 

April 8th, 9th, 10 th, lltlu—l see clearly that poor Mrs. T 

will never rise from her bed again. She has drained the bitter 
cup of grief to the dregs ! She is one of the meekest sufferers 
I ever had for a patient. She says little to me, or to any one; 
and shows a regard— a love for her unworthy husband, which, 
I think, can be called by no other name than absolute infatuation. 
I have never yet heard her breathe a hint to his disadvantage. He 
is not much with her ; and from what little I have seen, I feel con- 
vinced that his eyes are opening to a sense of the flagrant iniquity 
of his past conduct. And what are the effects produced by his 
feeling of shame and remorse ? He endeavours to forget all id the 
continual stupor induced by liquor 1 

k •' r' . „ * * » % ‘ 

April i^th. — Mrs. T delirious. Raved while l was there 

about her child — convulsions — said something abou*“ cruel of 
Mr. T — • — to be drunk while his child lay dying ; ** and said many 
other things which shocked me unutterably, and convinced me that 
her primary disorder — was a broken heart. I am sure she must 
have endured a series of brutal usage from her husband. 

13rA. — The whole house upside down— in disorder and 

confusion from the top to the bottom — for there is an execution in 
it, and the officers and an appraiser are making an inventory of 

■ the furniture, — poor, poor Mrs. T- lying all the while on her 

deathbed ! The servant told me afterwards, that her mistress, 
hearing strange steps and voices, called to know what was the 
cause ; and, on receiving word of the real state of matters, lifted 
up her hands, burst into an agony of weeping, and prayed that 
the Almighty would be pleased to remove her from such a scene 

of wretchedness. T himself, I learnt, was sitting cowering 

over the kitchen-fire, crying like a child ! Brute ! coward ! fool ! 

Such was the state of things at the time of my arrival. I ' Was 
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inconceivably shocked, and hurried lo Mrs, T ’s room, wilk 

unusual haste and trepidation. I found her in tears— sobbiug, 
• aud exclaiming, “ Why won’t they let us rest a little ? why strip 
• • the house before I am gone ? can they uot wait a little ? where, 
where is Mr. T ?” 

I could not for several minutes speak myself, for tears. At 
length 1 succeeded in allaying her excitement and agitation. At 
her request, I sent for the appraiser into the room. He came, and 
seemed a respectable and feeling man. 

“ Are you bent upon stripping the house, sir, while this lady is 
lying in her present dangerous state?,” 

“ Indeed, sir, indeed, sir,” replied the man, with considerable 
emotion,— “I’m sorry for it— very; but it is my duty— duty— 
[• ordered” — he continued, confusedly; “If I had my own way, 

sir” 

, “But at least you need not approacli this chamber, sir,” said 
I, rather sternly. He stammered something like the words, “ ob- 
liged— sorry— court of law,” etc. Mrs. T again burst into 

an agony of tears. 

“ Retire, sir, for the present,” said I, in an authoritative tone, 
and we will send for you soon. I then intered into conversation 
with my poor persecuted patient, and she told me of the 5000/. 
• settled to her separate use, and w hich she intended, under a pow er 

in the deed of settlement, to will to her husband. I spontaneously 
promised^) stand security for the satisfaction of the execution, 
provided the creditors would defer proceedings for three months. 
She blessed me for it ! — This, however, I afterwards learned, would 
be illegal, at least so I was told ; and I therefore wrote a cheque 
on my banker for the amount awarded by the court, and thus put an 

end to distress from that quarter. At Mrs. T ’s urgent request, 

I returned to her bedside that evening. I found a table, with writ- 
ing materials placed before a chair, in which she begged me to be 
seated. She then dictated to me her will— in which, after deduct- 
ing the suip I bad advanced in satisfaction of the execution, and 
leaving me, in addition, sufficient to purchase a plain mourning 
ring, she bequeathed the whole, absolutely and unreservedly, to 
her husband ; and added, my hand shaking while I wrote it dow n, 
“ hoping that he will use it prudently, and not entirely forget me 
when I am gone. And if he should — if he should” — her utterance 
waschoked — “and if he should — many again” — again she paused. 

“Dear, dear Madam 1 compose yourself 1 Take time I This 
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dreadful agitation will accelerate the event we are all dreading ! ” 
said I. 

“ No— don’t fear. I beg you will go on !— If he should marry 
again, may lie use her — use her — No, no, no ! — strike all the last 
clause out ! Give me the pen ! ” I did as she directed me — struck 
out from the words, “and if he should,” etc., and put the pen 
into her hand. With trembling fingers she traced the letters of 
her name; I witnessed it, and she said, “Now, is all right?” — 
“ Yes, Madam,” 1 replied. She then burst into a flood of tears, 
exclaiming, “ Oh George ! George ! this will show you that, how- 
ever tired you may have grow n of me, I have loved you to the 
end — I have — I have !” She hurst into louder weeping. “ Oh, 
it’S hard, it’s very hard to part with him, though he might — he 
might have used me — No !” She paused. I suffered her excited 
feelings to grow calm ; and, after some lime spent in endeavour- 
ing to soothe her, I took my departure, after witnessing one of 
the most heart-breaking scenes I have ever encountered. Her 
husband could not be prevailed on to enter the room that day; 
hut all night long, I was told, he sat outside the door, on one of the 
steps of the stairs, and more than once startled her with his sighs. 

April 14f/i to May 6th. — Sinking rapidly. I shall be astonished 
if she survive a week. She is comparatively in a happy frame of 
mind, and has availed herself of the consolations of religion to 
happy purpose. On this day (May 6th) I succeeded in extracting 
from her the facts which compose the former part of this narrative. 
Her gentle palliating w ay of telling it, divested the conduct of her 
husband of almost all blame-worthiness ! She w ould not allow me 
to make a harsh or condemnatory comment all the way through ! 
She censured herself as she went on ; accused herself of want of 

firmness; said she was afraid Mr. T had been disappointed in 

her disposition ; said that if he had done any thing wrong, it was 
owing to the bad companions who had enticed him from the path 
of duty into that of dissipation ; that he had not exactly neglected 
her, or wilfully ill-used her ; but— but — ’twas all in vain — she 
could say nothing to extenuate his guilt, and I begged her not ! I 
left her, in tears myself. 

O woman! woman! woman! “We had been brutes without 
you,” and the mean and miserable T was a brute with you ! 

May 8tA.— Mrs. T wasted to a shadow ; all the horrors of 
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consumption ! Her husband, though apparently broken-hearted, 
cannot, though probably no one will believe it — he cannot refrain 
front frequenting the public-house ! He pretends that his spirits 
are so low, so oppressed, that he requires the aid of stimulating 

liquors ! Mrs. T made me promise this morning that I would 

see her coffin closed ; and a small locket, containing a portion of 
her child’s and husband’s hair, placed next her heart. I nodded 
acquiescence, for my tongue refused me words. I felt choked. 

10 th . — I w as summoned this evening to witness the exit from 
our world of one of the sweetest, loveliest spirits, that it was, and 
is, unworthy of! I was sent for, not under the apprehension that 
her end was at band, but on account of some painful symptoms 
w hich had manifested themselves since my visit in the morning. It 
was about nine o’clock when I arrived, and found her in a flow of 
spirits, very unexpected, and rather unusual in her situation. Her 
eye was bright, and she could talk with a clearness and rapidity of 
utterance, to which she had long been a stranger. She told me 
that she had been awakened from sleep by hearing the sound of 
sweet singing, which, I need hardly say, was wholly imaginary. 
She was in a very happy frame of mind; but evidently in a state 
of dangerous excitement. Her sottish husband was sitting oppo- 
site the fire, his face entirely hid in his hands ; and he maintained 

a stupid silence, undisturbed even by my entrance/ Mrs. T 

thanked me, in almost enthusiastic terms, for my attention to her 
throughout her illness, and regretted that I would not allow her to 
testify her sense of it, by lea\ ing me a trifling legacy. 

“ George — George!” she exclaimed, with sudden and starting 
energy — an impetuosity of tone w hich brought him in an instant, 
with an affrighted air, to the foot of the bed. 

“George, I’ve a message prom Heaven for you 1 Listen — God 
will never bless you, unless you alter your courses!” The man 
shrunk and trembled under the burning, overpowering glance of 
her eye. “Come, dearest,” said he, after a pause, in an altered 
tone, “ come — Doctor will let you sit beside me for a few mo- 

ments!” I removed, and made way for him. She clasped his 
hand in hers. 

“ Well, George, we must part ! ” said she, closing her eyes, and 
breathing softly, but fast. Her husband sobbed like a child, with 
his face buried in his handkerchief. — “Do you forgive me! 1 ” he 
murmured, half choked with emotion. 

“Yes, dear — dear — dearest husband !•— God knows I do from 
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ray heart! I forgive all the little you have ever grieved me 
about.” 

“ Oh, Jaue — Jane — Jane!” groaned the man, suddenly sloop- * 
ing over the bed, and kissing her lips in an apparent ecstacy. He 
fell down on his knees, and cried bitterly. 

“Rise, George, rise,” said his wife, faintly. He obeyed her, 
and she again clasped his hand in hers. 

“George, are you there — are you?” she inquired, in a voice 
fainter and fainter. 

“Here I am, love ! — oh, look on me ! look on me ! ” he sobbed, 
gazing steadily on her features. “ Say once more that you forgive 
me ! Let me hear your dear, blessed voice once again— or 
—or” 

“I do! Kiss me — kiss me,” she murmured, almost inaudibly; 
and her unworthy — her guilty — husband kissed away the last ex- 
piring breath of one of the loveliest and most injhred women, 
whose hearts have been broken by a husband’s brutality! 
v 12tA. — This evening I looked in at the house where my late pa- 
tient lay dead, for the purpose of fulfilling my promise, and seeing 
her locket placed near her heart, and the coflin closed. I then 
went into the parlour, where sat the bereaved husband, in com- 
pany with his clerk, who had, ever since his engagement, showed 
a deep regard and respect for Mrs. T— — . After I had sat some 
moments in their company, — 

“ I’ve something on my mind, Mr. T said the young man, 

suddenly, with emotion, “which I shall not be happy till I’ve told 
you.” 

- “What is it?” inquired his master, languidly. • 

“ Do you recollect how often you used to praise my draft-copy- 
ing, and wondered how I got through so much work? ” 

“Why, yes, curse you, yes!” replied his master, angrily; 

“ what have you brought that up for now, eh ? ” 

“ To tell you, sir, that I did not deserve your praises” — — 

“Well, — well— no more,” interrupted his master, impatiently. 

“ But I must, and will tell you, that it w'as all done by poor 
Mrs. X , who learnt engrossing, and sat up whole nights to- 

gether, writing, that you might not lose your business, till she was 
nearly blinded, poor, dear lady ! and she would not ever let me 
tell you ! But I shall take leave now to say,” continued the young 
man, rising, and bursting into tears, — “I shall make free to tell 
you, that you have behaved shamefully- — brutally to her, and 
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have broken her poor heart — you have — and God will remembef 
and curse you for it ! ” — And he left the room, and never again 
0 entered the hoase, the scene of his beloved mistress’s martyrdom. 

Mr. T listened to all this without uttering a word —his eyes 

dilated — and he presently burst into a fit of loud and lamentable, 
weeping, which lasted long after I left the house ; and that even- 
ing he attempted to commit suicide, like onb before him, Unable 
to endure the heavy smitings of a guilty cohscience. 


This paper has excited some little attention, and in -quarters 
where I devoutly hope it may be useful. Very many inquiries, 
also*, have been made as to the v eracity of its details. I would to 
Heaven that, for the honour of humanity, I coul^say the principal 
incidents narrated had no other basis than fiction ! I solemnly as- 
sure you, reader, that they are true; I tell you, farther, that, to 
the best of my belief, the wretched husband stiU lives ! More about 
him I cannot — dare not say. There are, really, many drafts of 
pleadings, and leases, etc. now extant, in the handwriting of the 
amiable and unfbrtunate lady whose sorrows are recorded above, 
and which have now met with sympathy, I trust, from thousands. 
Another incident, which has been considered improbably atrocious 
and brutal — that of pushing dow n the poor wife, with her refresh- 
ments — is also true ; and the Editor farther assures you, reader, 
that, even were this portion of the narrative fictitious, he saw in 
private life a brutal husband act similarly towards his wife, a 
beautiful woman, and affectionate wife ! 

t Woe, however, to (he man of quick and delicate feeling, that 
*lqoks closely on even the commonest scenes of life 1 How much 
must he see to shock and wound bis heart — to disgust him with his 
species ! But “ the eyes of the swinish see not, neither do their 
hearts feel.” 


CHAPTER XVI- 

GRAVE DOINGS. 

My gentle reader — start not at learning that I have been, in my 
lime, a resurrectionist. Let not this appalling word, this humi- 
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Hating confession, conjure up in your fancy a throng of vamplre- 
Uke images and associations, or earn your “ Physician’s” dismissal 
from your hearts and hearths. It is your own groundless fears, 
my fair trembler !— your own superstitious prejudices that have 
driven me, and will drive many others of my brethren, to such 
dreadful doings as those hereafter detailed. Come, come — let us 
have one w ord of reason between us on the abstract question — 
and then for my tale. You expect us to cure yoii of disease, and 
yet deny us the only means of learning how? You would have us 
bring you the ore of skill and experience, yet forbid us to break the 
soil, or sink a shaft ! Is this fair, fair reader ? Is this reasonable? 

What I am now going to describe was my first and last exploit 
in the way of body-stealing. It w as a grotesque, if not a ludicrous 
scene, and occurred during the period of my “ walking the hos- 
pitals,” as it is called, w hich occupied the two seasons immedi- 
ately after my leaving Cambridge. A young, and rather interesting 
female, was admitted a patient at the hospital I attended; her case 
baffled all our skill, and her symptoms even defied diagnosis. Now, 
it seemed an enlargement of the heart — now', an ossification — then 
this, that, and the other; and at last it was plain we knew nothing 
at all about the matter — no, not even whether her disorder was 
organic or functional, primary or symptomatic— or whether it 
was really the heart that was at fault She received no benefit 
at all under the fluctuating schemes of treatment we pursued, and 
at length fell into dying circumstances. As soon as her friends 
were apprized of her situation, and had an inkling of our inten- 
tion to open the body, they insisted on removin' her immediately 
from the hospital, that she might “die at home.” In vain did 

Sir and his dressers expostulate vehemently with them, and 

represent in exaggerated terms the imminent peril attending such 
a step. Her two brothers avowed their apprehension of our de- 
signs, and were inflexible in exercising their right of removing 
their sister. I used all my rhetoric on the occasion ; but in vain, 
and at last said to the young men, “ Well, if you are afraid only 
of our dissecting her, we can get hold of her, if we are so disposed, 
as easily if she die with you, as with us.” 

“ WeU — we’ll troy that, Measter,” replied the elder, while his 
flerculean fist oscillated somewhat significantly before my eyes. • 
The poor girl was removed accordingly to her father’s house, 
which was at a certain viUage, about five miles from London, and 
survived her arrival scarcely ten minutes ! We soon contrived to 
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receive intelligence of the event; and as I and Sir ’s two dres- 

sers had taken great interest in the case throughout, and felt in- 
tense curiosity about the real nature of the disease, we mettogether, 
and entered into a solemn compact, that, come what might, we 
would have her body out of the ground. A trusty spy informed us 
of the time and exact place of the girl’s burial ; and on expressing 

to Sir our determination about the matter, he patted me on 

the back, saying, “ Ah, my fine fellow !— if you have spirit enough 
— dangerous,” etc. etc. Was it not skifully said ? The Baronet 
farther told us, he felt himself so curious about the matter, that if 
fifty pounds would be of use to us in furthering our purpose, they 
were at our service. It needed not this, nor a glance at the iclat 
with which the successful issue of the affair would be attended 
among'our fellow studedts, to spur our resolves. 

The notable scheme was finally adjusted at my rooms in the Bo- 
rough. M and E , Sir ’s dressers, and myself, with 

an experienced “ grab,” that is to say, a professional resurrectionist 
— were to set off from the Borough about nine o’clock the next 
evening — which would be the third day after the burial — in a glass 
coach, provided with all “ appliances and means to boot.” During 
the day, however, our friend, the grab, suffered so severely from 
an overnight’s excess, as to disappoint us of his invaluable assis- 
tance. This unexpected contre-temps nearly put an end to our 
project; for the few other grabs we knew, were absent on profes- 
sional tours! Luckily, however, I bethought me of a poor Irish 
porter — a sort of “ne’er-do-weel” hanger-on at the hospital, 
whom I had several times hired to go on errands. This man I sent 
for to my rooms, and in the presence of my two coadjutors, per- 
suaded, threatened, and bothered into acquiescence, promising 
him half-a-guinea for his evening’s work — and as much whisky as 
he could drink prudently. As Mr. Tip — that was the name he 
went by — had some personal acquaintance with the sick grab, he 
succeeded in borrowing his chief tools; with which, in a sack large 
enough to contain our expected prize, he repaired to my rooms 
about nine o’clock, while the coach was standing at the door. Our 
Jehu had received a quiet douceur in addition to the hire of him- 
self and coach. As soon as we had exhibited sundry doses of Irish 
cordial to our friend Tip, under the effects of which he became 
quite “ bouncible,” and ranted about the feat he was to take a pro- 
minent part in — and equipped ourselves in our worst clothes, and 
white topcoats, we entered the vehicle — four in number — and 



GRAVE DOINGS. 


213 


drove off. The weather had been exceedingly capricious all the 
evening — moonlight, rain, thunder and lightning, fitfully alternat- 
ing. The only thing we were anxious about, was the darkness, 
to shield us from all possible observation. T must own, that in 
analyzing the feelings that prompted me to undertake and go 
through with this affair, the mere love of adventure operated quite 
as powerfully as the wish to benefit the cause of anatomical science. 
A midnight expedition to the tomb's ! — It took our fancy amazingly ; 

and then — Sir ’s cunning hint about the “ danger” — and our 

“spirit!" 

The garrulous Tip supplied us with amusement all the way 
down — rattle, rattle, rattle, incessantly; but as soon as we had ar- 
rived at that part of the road where we were to stop, and caught 

sight of church, with its hoary steeple grey-glistening in Hie 

lading moonlight, as though it were standing sentinel over the 
graves around it, one of which we were going so rudely to violate, 
Tip’s spirits began to falter a little. He said little — and that at 
intervals. To be very candid with the reader, none of us felt over 
much at our ease. Our expedition began to wear a somewhat 
hairbrained aspect, and to be environed with formidable contin- 
gencies which we had not taken sufficiently into our calculations. 
What, for instance, if the two stout fellows, the brothers, should 
be out watching their sister’s grave? They were not likely to stand 
on much ceremony with us. And then the manual difficulties! 
E was the only one of us that had ever assisted at the exhuma- 

tion of a body — and the rest of us were likely to prove but bung- 
ling workmen. However, we had gonetoofarto think of retreating. 
We none of us spoke our suspicions, but the silence that reigned 
within the coach was tolerably significant In contemplation , how- 
ever, of some such contingency, we had put a bottle of brandy 
in tbe coach pocket ; and before we drew up, had all four of us 
drunk pretty deeply of it At length, the coach turned down a by- 
lane to the left, which led directly to the churchyard wall ; and 
after moving a few steps down i^.in order to shelter our vehicle 
from the observation of highway passengers, the coach stopped, 
and tbe driver opened the door. 

“Come, Tip,” said I, “ out with you.” 

“ Get out, did you say, sir? To be sure I will — Och ! to be sure 
1 will. ” But there was small show of alacrity in his movements as 
he descended the steps; for while I was speaking, I was interrup- 
ted by the solemn clangour of the church clock announcing tfte 
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hour of midnight. The sounds seemed to warn us against what we 
were going to do. 

“’Tis a cowld night, yer honours,” said Tip, in an under tone, 
as we successively alighted, and stood together, looking up aud 
down the dark lane, to see if any tiling was stirring but ourselves. 
“’Tis a cowld night — and— and — aud” — he stammered. 

“Why, you cowardly old scoundrel,” grumbled M , “arc 

you frightened already? What’s the matter, eh? Hoist up the 
bag on your shoulders directly, and lead the way down the lane.” 
“ O h, but yer Honours— och ! by the mother that bore me, but 
’tisamurtherouscruel thing, I’m thinking, to wake the poor cratur 
from her last sleep.” He said this so querulously, that I began to 
entertain serious apprehensions, after all, of his defection ; so I in- 
sisted on his taking a little more brandy, by way of bringing him 
up to par. U was of no use, however. His reluctance increased 
every moment — "and it even dispirited us. I verily believe the 
turning of a straw would have decided us all on jumping into the 
coach again, and returning home without accomplishing our er- 
rand. Too many of the students, however, were apprized of our 
expedition, for us to think of terminating it so ridiculously. As it 
were by mutual consent, we stood and paused a few moments, 

about half way down the lane. M whistled with infinite spirit 

and distinctness; E remarked to me that he “ always thought 

a churchyard at midnight was the gloomiest object imagin- 
able;” and I talked about business — “soon be over” — “shallow 
grave,” etc., etc. 

“ Confound it— what if those two brothers of hers shoilo be 
there?” said M — — abruptly, making a dead stop, and folding his 
arms on his breast 

“ Powerful fellows, both of theml” muttered E . We re- 

sumed our march — when Tip, our advanced guard — a title he 
earned by anticipating our steps about three inches — suddenly 
stood still, let down the bag from his shoulders — elevated both 
hands in a listening altitude— and exclaimed “ Whisht!— whisht! 
-By my soul, w-liai was that ? ” *\Ve all paused in silence, looking 
palely at one auother — but could hear nothing except the drowsy 
flutter of a bat wheeling away from us a little over-head. 

“ Fail — an’ — wasn’t it somebody sjtakwg on the far side o’ the 
hedge, 1 heard;” whispered Tip. 

•• Pho— stuff, you idiot!” I exclaimed, losing my temper, 
•t ome. M and E , it’s high time we had done with all 
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this cowai’dly nonsense ; and if we mean really to do any thing, we 
must make haste. ’Tis past twelve— day breaks about four— and 
it is coming on wet, you see.” Several large drops of rain, pat- 
tering heavily among the leaves and branches, corroborated my 
words, by announcing a coming shower, and the air was sultry 
enough to warrant the expectation of a thunder-storm. AjVe there- 
fore buttoned up our great coats to the chin, and hurried on to 
the churchyard wall, which ran across the bottom of the lane. 
This wall we had to climb over to get into the churchyard, and it 
was not a very high one. Here Tip annoyed us again, I told him 
to lay down his bag, mount the w all, and look over into the yard, 
to see whether all was clear before us ; and, as far as the light 
would enable him, to look about for a new-made grave. Very 
reluctantly he complied, and contrived to scramble to the top 
of the wall. He had hardly time, however, to peer over into 
the churchyard, when a fluttering streak of lightning flashed over 
us, followed in a second or two by a loud burst of thunder ! Tip 
fell in an instant to the ground, like a cockchafer shaken from au 
elm- tree, and lay crossing himself, and muttering Pater-nosters. 

We could scarcely help laughing at the manner in which he tum- 
bled down, simultaneously with the flash of lightning. “Now, 
look ye, gintlemen,” said he, still squatting on the ground, “do 
you mane to give the poor cratur Christian burial, when ye’ve 
dpne wid hpr? An’ will ye put her back again as ye found her? 
’Case, if you w on’t, blood an’ opns ” — - 

“ Hark ye, now. Tip,” said I, sternly, taking out one of a brace 
of empty pistols I had put into my great-coat pocket, and present- 
ing it to his head, “we have hired you on this business, for the 
want of a better, you wretched fellow ! and if you give us any 

more of this nonsense, by I’ll send a bujlet through your 

brain! Do you hear me, Tip ? ” 

“ Och, aisy, aisy wid ye ! don’t murther me ! Bad luck to me, 
that I ever cam wid ye 1 Och, and if ivir I live to die, won’t I see 
and bury my ould body out o’ the rache of all the docthers in the 
world? If I don’t, divil burn me!” Wp all laughed aloud at Tip’s 
truly Hibernian expostulation. 

“ Come, sir, mount I over with you ! ” said we, helping to push 
him upw ards. “ Now, drop this bag on the other side,” w p con- ;. 3 
tiuued, giving him the sack that contained our implements. We £ 
all three of us then followed, and alighted safely in thp church- 
yard. It poured with rain; and, to enhance the dreariness and 
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horrors of the time and place, flashes oflightuing followed in quick 
succession, shedding a transient awful glare over the scene, re- 
vealing the white tombstones, the ivy-grown venerable church, 
and our own figures, a Aivering group, come on an unhallowed 
errand ! I perfectly well recollect the lively feelings of apprehen- 
sion — “the compunctious visitings of remorse” — which the cir- 
cumstances called forth in my own breast, and which I had no 
doubt were shared by my companions. 

As no time, however, was to be lost, I left the group for an in- 
stant under the wall, to search out the grave. The accurate in- 
structions I had received enabled me to pitch on the spot with 
little difficulty ; and I returned to my companions, who immedi- 
ately follow ed me to thescene of Operations. We had no umbrellas, 
and our great coats were saturated with wet; but the brandy we 
had recently taken did ns good service, by exhilarating our spirits, 
and especially those of Tip. He untied the sa?k in a twinkling, 
and shook out the hoes and spades, etc. ; and taking one of the 
latter himself, lie commenced digging with such energy, that we 
had hardly prepared ourselves for work, before he had cleared 
away nearly the Whole of the mound. The rain soon abated, and 
the lightning ceased for a considerable interval, though thunder 
was heard occasionally grumbling sullenly in the distance, as if 
expressing auger at our unholy doings— at least I felt it so. The 
pitchy darkness continued, so that we could scarcely see one an- 
other’s figures. We worked on in silence, as fast as our spades 
could be got into the ground ; taking it in turns, two by two, as 
the grave would not admit of more. On — on — on we worked, till 
we had hollowed out about three feet of earth. Tip then hastily 
joined together a long iron screw, or borer, which he thrust into 
the ground, for the purpose of ascertaining the depth at which the 
coffin yet lay from us. To our vexation, we found a distance of 
three feet remained to be got through. “ Sure, and by the soul 
of St. Patrick, but we’ll not be done by the morning!” said Tip, 
as he threw down the instrument, and resumed his spade. We 
were all discouraged. Oh, how earnestly I wished myself at home, 
in my snug little bed in the Borough ! How I cursed the Quixotism 
that had led roe into such an undertaking ! I had no time, however, 
for reflection, a? it was my turn to relieve one of the diggers; so 
into the grave I jumped, and worked away as lustily as before. 
While I was thus engaged, a sudden noise, close to our ears, so 
startled me, that I protest 1 thought I should have dropped down 
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dead in the grave I was robbing. I and my fellow digger let fall 
our spades, and all four stood still for a second or two, in an ecstasy 
of fearful apprehension. We could not see more than a few inches 
around us, but heard the grass trodden by approaching feet ! They 
proved to be those of an ass, that was turned at night into the 
churchyard, and had gone on eating his way towards us; and, 
while we were standing iu mute expectation of what was to come 
next, opened on us with an astounding hee-haw ! hee-haw ! hee- 
haw ! Even after we had discovered the ludicrous nature of the 
interruption, we were too agitated to laugh. The brute was ac- 
tually close upon us, and had given tongue from under poor Tip’s 
elbow', having approached him from behind as he stood leaning 
on his spade. Tip started suddenly backward against the animal’s 
head, and fell down. Away sprung the jackass, as much con- 
founded as Tip, kicking and scampering like a mad creature among 
the tombstones, and hee-hawing incessantly, as if a hundred devils 
had got into it for the purpose of discomfiting us. I felt so much 
fury, and fear lest the noise should lead to our discovery, I could 
have killed the brute if it had been within my reach, while Tip 
stammered, in an affrighted whisper — “ Och, the baste ! Och, the 
baste! Thebigblackdivelofabaste ! The murtherous thundering” 

and a great many epithets of the same sort. We gradually 

recovered from the agitation w hich this provoking interruption had 
occasioned ; and Tip, under the promise of two bottles of whisky 
as soon as we arrived safe at home with our prize, renew'ed his 
exertions, and dug with such energy, that we soon cleared away 
the remainder of the superincumbent earth, and stood upon the 
bare lid of the coffin. The grapplers, with ropes attached to them, 
were then fixed in the sides and extremities, and we were in the 
act of raising the coflin, when the sound of a human voice, accom- 
panied with footsteps, fell on our startled ears. We heard both 
distinctly, and crouched down close over the brink of the grave, 
awaiting in breathless suspense a corroboration of our fears. After 
a pause of two or three minutes, however, finding that the sounds 
were not renewed, we began to breathe freeg, pgrsuaded that our 
ears must have deceived us. Once more we resumed our work, 
succeeded in hoisting up the coffin— not without a slip, however, 
which nearly precipitated it down again to the bottom, with all 
four of us upon it— and depositing it on the grave side. Before 
proceeding to use our screws, or wrenchers, we once more looked 
and listened, and listened and looked ; but neither seeing nor hear- 
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ing any thing, we set to work, prized off the lid in a twinkling, 
and a transient glimpse of moonlight disclosed to us the shrouded 
inmate — all white and damp. I removed the face-cloth, and un- 
pinned the cap, while M— — loosed the sleeves from the wrists. 

Thus were we engaged, when E , who had hold of the feet, 

ready to lift them out, suddenly let them go — gasped, “ Oh, my 
God! there they are ! ” and placed his hand on my arm. He shook 
like an aspen leaf. I looked towards the quarter whither his eyes 
were directed, and, sure enough, saw the figure of a man — if not 
two — moving stealthily towards us. “Well, we’re discovered, 
that’s clear.” I whispered as calmly as I could. “ We shall be 

murdered !” groaned E . “ Lend me one of the pistols you 

have with you,” said M resolutely ; “by , I’ll have a shot 

for my life, however!” As for poor Tip, who had heard every 
syllable of this startling colloquy, and himself seen the approach- 
ing figures, he looked at me in silence, the image of blank horror ! 
I could have laughed even Ihen, to see his staring black eyes — his 
little cocked ruby-tinted nose — his chattering teeth. “Hush' — 

hush ! ” said I, cocking my pistol, while M did the same ; for 

none but myself knew that they were unloaded. To add to our 
consternation, the malignant moon withdrew the small scantling of 
light she had been doling out to us, and sank beneath a vast cloud, 
“ black as Erebus,” but not before we had caught a glimpse of 
two more figures moving towards us in an opposite direction. 

“ Surrounded ! ” two of us muttered in the same breath. We 
all rose to our feet, and stood together, not knowing what Ip 
do — unable in the darkness to see one another distinctly. Pre- 
sently we heard a voice say, in a subdued tone, “ Where are 
they? where? Sure I saw them! Oh, there they are! Halloa — 
halloa ! ” 

That was enough — the signal for our flight. Without an in- 
stant’s pause, or uttering another syllable, off we sprung like 
small-shot from a gun’s mouth, all of us in different directions, we 
knew not whither. I heard the report of a gun — mercy on me ! 
and pelted awa^, scarcely knowing what I was about, dodging 
among the graves,— now coming full-butt against a plaguy tomb- 
stone, then stumbling on the slippery grass — while some one fol- 
lowed close at my heels panting and pulling, but w hether friend or 
foe, I knew not. At length I stumbled against a large tombstone ; 
and finding iTopcn at the two ends, crept under it, resolved there 
to abide the issue. At the moment of my ensconcing myself, the 
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sound of tlie person's foolsteps who liad followed me suddenly 
ceased. I heard asplashing sound, then a kicking and scrambling, 
a faint stilled cry of, “ Ugh — oh — ugh ! ” and all was still. Doubt- 
less it must be one of my companions, who had been wounded. 
What could I do, however? 1 did not know in what direction he 
lay — the night was pitch-dark — and if I crept from my hiding- 
place, for all I knew, 1 might be shot myself. I shall never forget 
that hour— no, never ! There was I, squatting like a toad on the 
wet grass and weeds, not daring to do more than breathe ! Here 
was a predicament ! I could not conjecture how the affair would 
terminate. Was I to lie where I was till daylight, that then I might 
step.into Lire arms of my captors ? What was become of my com- 
panions ? — While turning these thoughts in my mind, and wonder- 
ing that all was so quiet, my car caught the sound of the splashing 
of water, apparently at but a yard or two’s distance, mingled with 
the sounds of a half-smothered human voice — “ Ugh ! ugh ! Och, 
inurther ! Murther ! murther ! ” — another •splash, — “and isn’t it 
dead and drowned and kilt I am!” — • — 

Whew! Tip in trouble, thought I, not daring to speak. Yes — 
it was poor Tip, I afterwards found — who had followed at my 
heels, scampering after me as fast as fright could drive him, till his 
career was unexpectedly ended by bis tumbling— souse — head 
over heels, into a newly opened grave in his path, # with more than 
a foot of water in it. There the poor fellow remained, after re- 
covering from the first shock of his fall, not daring to utter a word 
for some time, lest he should be discovered— straddling over the 
water with his toes and elbows stuck into the loose soil on each 
side, to support him. This was his interesting position, as he sub- 
sequently informed me, at the time of uttering the sounds which 
first attracted my attention. Though not aware of his situation 
at the time, I was almost choked with laughter as he weut on with 
his soliloquy, somewhat in this strain : — 

“ Och, Tip, ye ould divel ! Don’t it sarve ye right, ye fool ? 
Ye villanous ould colliu robber ! Won’t ye burn for this here- 
after, ye sinner? Ulaloo! When ye are didd yourself, may ye 
be trated like that poor cratur— and yourself alive to see it ! Och, 
hubbaboo ! hubbaboo ! Isn’t it sure that I’ll be drow ned, an’ then 
it’s kill I’ll be ! ” — a loud splash and a pause for a few moments, as 
if he were readjusting his footing — “Och! an’ I’m catching uiy 
dith of.cow id ! Fait, an' its a divel a drop o’ the tyvo bottles o’ 
whisky I’ll iver see— Och, och, och!” — another splash — “Och, 
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an’ isri't this uncomfortable ! Murther and oons ! — if iver I come 
out of this — shan’t I be dead before I do ? ” 

“Tip — Up— Tip !” I whispered, in a low tone. There was a 
dead silence. “ Tip, Tip, where are you ? What’s the matter, 
eh?”— No answer; but he muttered in a low tone to himself— 
“ W here am I! by ray soul 1 Isn’t it dead, and kilt, and drowned, 
and uiurthered I am — that’s all ! ” 

“ Tip— Tip — Tip ! ” I repeated, a little louder. 

“Tip, indeed !• EaR, ye may call, bad luck to ye — whoever ye 
are— but it’s divel a word I’ll be after speaking to ye. ” 

“Tip, you simpleton ! It’s I — Mr. . 

In an Instant there was a sound of jumping and splashing, as if 
surprise had made him slip from his standing again, and he called 

out, “ Whoo ! whoo ! an’ is’t you, sweet Mr. ! What is the 

matter wid ye? Are ye kilt? Where are they all ? Have they 
taken ye away, every mother’s son of you ? ” he asked eagerly, 
in a breath. 

“ Why, what are you doing. Tip ? Where are you ? ” 

“Fait, an’ it’s being washed I am, in the feet, and in the queerest 
tub your honour ever saw ! ” — A noise of scutiling, not many yards 
off, silenced us both in an instant. Presently I distinguished the 

voice of E , calling out — “Help, M 1” (my name) — 

“Where are you?” The noise increased, and seemed nearer 
than before. I crept from my lurking place, and aided .it Tip’s 
resurrection, when both of us hurried towards the spot whence 
the sound came. By the faint moonlight, I could just see the out- 
lines of two figures violently struggling and grappling together. 
Before I could come up to them, both fell down locked in eacit 
other’s arms, rolling over each other, grasping one another’s col- 
lars, gasping and panting as if in mortal struggle. The moon sud- 
denly emerged, and who do you think, reader, was E ’s anta- 

gonist? Why, the person whose appearance had so discomfited 
and affrighted us all — our coachman. That worthy individual, 
alarmed at our protracted stay, had, contrary to our injunctions, 
left his coach to come and search after us. He it was whom we 
had seen stealing towards us ; his steps — his voice had alarmed 
us, for he could not see us distinctly enough to discover whether 
we were his fare or not. He was on the point of whispering my 
name it seems, when we must all have understood one another — 
whcn,lo, weallstarted offin themanner which has been described, 
and he himself, not knowing that he was the reason of it, hatj, taken 
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to his heels, and fled for his life ! He supposed we had fallen into 
a sort of ambuscade. He happened to hide himself behind the 

tombstone next but one to that which sheltered E . Finding 

dll quiet, he and E , as if by mutual consent, were groping 

from their hiding places, when they unexpectedly fell foul of one 
another — each too affrighted to speak — and hence the scuffle. 

After this satisfactory denouement, we all repaired to the grave’s 
mouth, and found the corpse and coffin precisely as we had left 
them. We were not many moments in taking out the body , strip- 
ping it, and thrusting it into the sack we had brought. We then 
tied the top of the sack, carefully deposited the shroud, etc. in the 
coffin, re -sere wed down the lid — fearful — impious mockery ! — and 
consigned it once more to its resting place — Tip scattering a hand- 
ful of earth on the lid, and exclaiming reverently, — “ An’ may the 
Lord forgive us for what we have done to ye ! ” The coachman 
and I then took the body between us to the coach , leaving M— — , 
and E , and Tip, to fill up the grave. 

Our troubles were not yet ended, however. Truly it seemed 
as though Providence were throwing every obstacle in our way. 
Nothing went right 1 On reaching the spot where we had left the 
coach, behold it lay several yards farther in the lane, tilted into 
the ditch — for the horses, being hungry, and left to themselves, in 
their anxiety to graze on the verdant bank of the hedge, had con- 
trived to overturn the vehicle in the ditch — and one of the horses 
was kicking vigorously when we came up — his whole body off the 
grpund, and resting on that of his companion. We had conside- 
rable difficulty in righting the coach, as the horses were inclined 
to be obstreperous. We succeeded, however — deposited our un- 
holy spoil within, turned the horses’ heads towards the high-road, 
and then, after enjoining Jehu to keep bis place on the box, I went 
to see how my companions were getting on. They had nearly 
completed their task, and told me that “ shovelling in, was surpri- 
singly easier than shovelling out ! ” We took great pains to leave 
every thing as neat, and as nearly resembling what we found it, as 
possible, in order that our visit might not be suspected. We then 
carried away each our own tools, and hurried as fast as possible 
to our coach, for the dim twilight had already stolen a march 
upon us, devoutly thankful that, after so many interruptions, we 
had succeeded in effecting our object. 

It was broad daylight before we reached town — and a wretched 
coach company we looked — all wearied and dirty — Tip, especially. 
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who nevertheless snored in the comer as comfortably as if lie bad 
been warm in his bed. I heartily resolved, with him, on leaving 
the coich, that it should be “the divel’s own dear self only that 
should timpt me out agin body-snatching!" * 


CHAPTER XVII. 

THE SPECTRE-SMITTEN. ' 

Few topics of medical literature have occasioned more wide and 
contradictory speculation than that of insanity, with reference, as 
well to its predisposing and immediate causes* as its best method 
of treatment. Since experience is the only substratum of real 
knowledge, the easiest and surest way of arriving at those general 
principles which may regulate both our pathological and thera- 
peutical researches, especially concerning the subtle, almost in- 
scrutable disorder, mania, — is, when one does meet with some 
striking, well marked case, to watch it closely throughout, aud be 
particularly anxious to seize on all those smaller features — those 
more transient indications, which are truer characteristics of the 
complaint than perhaps any other. With this object did I pay 
close attention' to lite very singular and affecting case detailed in 
the following narrative. I have not given the whole of my obser- 
vations — far from it ; those only are recorded which seemed to me 
to have some claims to the consideration of both medical and ge- 
neral readers. — The apparent eccentricity of the title will be found 
accounted for in the course of the narrative. 

Mr. M , as one of a very large party, had been enjoying the 

splendid hospitality of Lady , and did not leave till a late— 

or rather, early — hour in the morning. Pretty women, music, 
and champagne, had almost turned his head ; and it was rather 

* On examining the body, we sound that Sir ’s suspicions were fully verified. It 

was disease of the heart— but of too complicated a nature to be made intelligible to 
general readers. I never heard that the girl’s friends discovered our doings; and, for 

all they know, she is now mouldering away in churchyard; whereas, in point of 

fact, her bleached skeleton adorns — surgery ; and a preparation of her heart enriches 
’s museum I 
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fortunate for him that a hackney-coach stand was within a stone’s 
throw of the house he was leaving. Muffling his cloak closely 
around him, he contrived to move towards it in a tolerably direct 
line, and a few moments’ time beheld him driving at the usual snail’s 

pace of those rickety vehicles, to Lincoln’s Inn ; for Mr. M was 

a law student. In spite of the transient exhilaration produced by 
the scenes he had just quitted, and the excitement consequent on 
the prominent share he .took in an animated, though accidental, 
discussion, in the presence* of about thirty of the most elegant 
women that could well be brought together, he found himself be- 
coming the subject of a most unaccountable depression of spirits. 
Even while at Lady ’s, he had latterly perceived himself talk- 

ing often for mere talking sake — the chain of his thoughts perpe- 
tually broken — and an impatience and irritability of manner 
towards those whom he addressed, which he readily resolved, 
however, into the reaction following high excitement. M — — , 
I ought before, perhaps, to have mentioned, was a man of great 
talent, chielly, however, imaginative; and had that evening been 
particularly brilliant on his favourite topic — diablerie and mysti- 
cism ; towards which he generally contrived to incline every con- 
versation in which he bore a part. He had been dilating in par- 
ticular on the power possessed by Mr. Maturin of exciting the 
most fearful and horrific ideas in the minds of his readers, in- 
stancing a particular passage of one of his romances— the title of 
which I have forgotten— where the fiend suddenly presents himself 
to his appalled victim, amidst the silence and gloom of his prison 
cell. Long before he had reached home, the funies of wine had 
evaporated, and the influence of excitement subsided ; and, with 
reference to intoxication, he was as sober and calm as ever he 
was in his life. Why he knew not, but his heart seemed to grow 
heavier and heavier, and his thoughts gloomier, every step by 
which he neared Lincoln’s Inn. It struck three o’clock as he en- 
tered the sombrous portals of the ancient inn of court. The perfect 
silence — the moonlight shining sadly on the dusky buildings — the 
cold quivering stars — all these together combined to enhance his 
nervousness. He described it to me as though things seemed to 
wear a strange, spectral, supernatural aspect. Not h watchman 
of the inn was heard crying the hour — not a porter moving — no 
living being but himself visible in the large square he was crossing. 
As he neared his staircase, he perceived his heart fluttering ; in 
short, he feltunder some strange, unaccountable influence, which, 
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had he reflected a little, he would have discovered to arise merely 
from an excitable nervous temperament, operating on an imagi- 
nation peculiarly attuned to sympathise w'ith terror. His cham- 
bers lay on the third floor of the staircase; and on reaching it, he 
found his door-lamp glimmering with its last expiring ray. He 
opened his door, and after groping some time in the dark of his 
sitting-room, found his chamber candlestick. In attempting to 
light his candle, he put out the lamp. He went dow n stairs, but 
found that the lamp of every landing-had shared the fate of his 
own ; so he returned, rather irritated, thinking to amerce the por- 
ter of his customary Christmas-box for his niggard supply of oil. 
After some lime spent in the search, he discovered his tinder-box, 
and proceeded to strike a light. This was hot the work of a mo- 
ment And where is the bachelor to whom it is ? The potent 
spark, however, dropped at last into the very centre of the soft 
tinder, M — ■ — blew- — it caught — spread — the match quickly kin- 
dled, and he lighted his caudle. He took it in his hand, and was 
making for bed, when his eyes caught a glimpse of an object which 
brought him senseless to the floor. The furniture of his room was 
disposed as when he had left it ; for his laundress had neglected to 
come and put things in order: the table, with a few books on it, 
was drawn towards the fire-place, and by its side stood the ample- 
cushioned easy-chair. The first object visible, with sudden dis- 
tinctness, was a figure sitting in the arm-chair. It was that of a 
gentleman dressed in dark-coloured clothes, his hands, white as 


\ 
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alabaster, closed together over his lap, and the face looking away ; 
but it turned slowly towards M , revealing to him a counte- 

nance of a ghastly hue- — the features glowing like steel heated to 
a white heat, and the two eyes turned full towards him, and blaz- 
ing — absolutely blazing, he described it — with a most horrible 

lustre. The appalling spectre, while M ’s eyes were rivetted 

upon it, though glazing fast with fright, slowly rose from its seat, 
stretched out both its arms, and seemed approaching him, when 
he fell down senseless on the floor, as if smitten with apoplexy. 
He recollected nothing more, till he found himself, about the 
middle of the next day, in bed, his laundress, myself, an apothe- 
cary, and several others, standing round him. His situation was 
not discovered till more than an hour after he had fallen, as nearly 
as could be subsequently ascertained, nor would it then, but for 
a truly fortunate accident. He had neglected to close either of 
his outer-doors, (I believe it is usual for chambers in the inns of 
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court to have double outer-doors,) and an old woman, who hap- 
pened to he leaving the adjoining set, about five o’clock, on seeing 
Mr. M ’s doors both open at such an untimely hour, was in- 

duced, by feelings of curiosity and alarm, to return to the rooms 
she had left for aJight, w ith which she entered his chambers, after 
having repeatedly called his name without receiving any answer. 
What will it he supposed had been her occupation at such an 
early hour in the adjoining chambers? — Laying out the corpse of 

their occupant, a Mr. T , w ho had expired about eight o’clock 

the preceding evening ! 

Mr. M had known him, ’though not very intimately : and 

there were some painful circumstances attending his death, which, 

even though on no other grounds than mere sympathy, M had 

laid much to heart. In addition to this, he had been observed 
by his friends as being latterly the subject of very high excite- 
ment, owing to the successful prosecution of an affair of great in- 
terest and importance. * We all accounted for his present situa- 
tion, by referring it to some apoplectic seizure; for we were of 
course ignorant of the real occasion, fright, which I did not learn 
till long afterwards. The laundress told me, that she found Mr. 

M , to her great terror, stretched motionless, along the floor, 

in his cloak and full dress, and with a candlestick lying beside him. 
She at first supposed him intoxicated ; buton finding all her efforts 
to rouse him unsuccessful, and seeing his fixed features and rigid 
frame, she hastily summoned to her assistance a fellow-laundress, 
whom she had left in charge of the corpse next door, undressed 
him, and laid him on the bed. A neighbouring medical man was 
then called in, who pronounced it to be a case of epilepsy ; and 
he was sufficiently warranted by the appearance of a little froth 
about the ^ps, prolonged stupor, resembling sleep, and frequent 
convulsions of the most violent kind. The remedies resorted to 
produced no alleviation of the symptoms; and matters continued 
to wear such a threatening and alarming aspect, that I was sum- 
moned in by his brother, and was at his bedside by two o’clock. 

His countenance was dark and highly intellectual : its lineaments 
were, naturally, full of pow er and energy ; but now, overclouded 
with an expression of trouble and horror. He was seized with a 
dreadful fit soon after 1 had entered the room. Oh ! it is a piteous 
and shocking spectacle to see the human frame subjected to such s 
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demoniacal twitchings and contortions, which are so sudden — so 
irresistible, as to suggest the idea of some vague, terrible, exciting ♦ 
cause, which cannot be discovered : as though the sufferer lay 
passive in the grasp of some messenger of darkness “ sent to buffet 
him.”* 

M was a very powerful man; and, during the fits, it was 

next toimpossibie for all present, united, to control hismovements. 
The foam at his mouth suggested to his terrified brother the har- 
rowing suspicion that the case was one of hydrophobia. None of 
my remonstrances or assurances to the contrary sufficed to quiet 
him, and his distress added to the Confusion of the scene. After 
prescribing to the best of my ability, I left, considering ,tbe case 
to be one of simple epilepsy. During the rest of the day and night, 
the fils abated both in violence and frequency ; but he was left in 
a state of the utmost exhaustion, from which, however, he seemed 
to be rapidly recovering during the space of the four succeeding 
days; when I was suddenly summoned to his bedside, which I had 
left only two'hours before, with the intelligence that he had dis- 
closed symptoms of more alarming illness than ever. I hurried 
to his chambers, smd found that the danger had not been magni- 
fied. One of his friends met me on the staircase, and told me that 

about half an hour before, while he and Mr. G M , the 

patient’s brother, were sitting beside him, he suddenly turned to 
the latter, and inquired, in a tone full of apprehension and terror, 
—“Is Mr. T dead?” 

“ Oh, dear ! yes — he died several days ago,” was the reply. 

* The popular etymology of the word epilepsy, sanctioned by several reputable class- 
books of the profession, which are now lying before ine, — i. e. tittlEI <ft(, is erroneous, 
and more — nonsensical. For the informalion of general readers, K may stale, that its 
true derivation is from Ixpgdvu, through its Ionic obsolete form ^i,3u : whence 
8*t5iH a seizing, a holding fast. Therefore we speak of au attack of epilepsy. 
This etymology is highly descriptive of the disease in question ; for the sudden prostra- 
tion, rigidity, contortions, etc. of the patient, strongly suggest the idea that he has been 
taken or tei zed (<«l*p$inXby, as it were, some external invisible agent. It is worthy 
pf notice by the way, dial iitilqvrcxos is used by ecclesiastical writers to denote a person 
possessed by a demon.— £eiXupi{ signifies simply, “ failure, deficiency.” I shall con- 
clude this note with a practical illustration of the necessity which calls it forth, — the 
correction of a prevalent error. A fiippant student, who, I was given to understand, 
plumed himself much among his companions on his Greek, was suddenly asked by one 
of his examiners for a definition of rpdrpsy, grounded on its etymology. I forget the 
definition, whiob was given with infinite self-sufficiency of tone and manner; but the 
fine touch of scholarship with which it was fiuished off, 1 well recollect From 
(iet-Jisorw— 1 fail, am wanting;) therefore, sir, epilepsy is a failure of ani- 
mal functions /"—The same sage definition is regularly given by a well-known metropo- 
litan lecturer! 
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“ Then it was he,” — he gasped — “ it was he whom I saw, and 
he is surely — damned!— Yes, merciful Maker! — he is! — he is,” — 
he continued, elevating his- voice to a perfect roar, — “and the 
flames have reduced his face to ashes ! — Horror ! horror ! horror V* 
— He then shut his eyes, and relapsed into silence for about ten 
minutes, when he exclaimed,— “ Hark you, there— secure me ! tie 
me ! make me fast, or 1 shall burst upon you and destroy you all 
— for I am going mad — I feel it 1 ” He ceased, and commenced 
breathing fast and heavily , his chest heaving as if under the pressure 
of enormous weight, and his swelling, quivering features eviden- 
cing the dreadful uproar within. Presently he began to grind his 
teeth, and his expanding eyes glared about in all directions, as 
though billowing the motions of some frightful object, and he 
muttered fiercely through his closed teeth,— “Oh! save me from 
him — save me— save me ! ” 

It was a fearful thing to see him lying in such a state, — grinding 
his teeth as if he would crush them to powder — his livid lips crest- 
ed with foam— his features sw ollen —writhing — blackening ; and, 
which gave his face a peculiarly horrible and fiendish expression, 
bis eyes distorted, or inverted upwards, so that nothing but the 
glaring whites of them could be seen — bis whole frame rigid— and 
his hands clenched, as though they would never open again 1 It is 
a dreadful tax on one’s nerves to have to encounter such objects, 
familiar though medical men are with such and similar spectacles; 
and in the present instance, every one round the bedside of the 
unfortunate patient stood trembling with pale and momentarily 
averted faces. The ghastly, fixed upturning of the eyes in epi- 
leptic patients, fills me with horror whenever I recall their image 
to my mind ! 

The return of these epileptic fits, in such violence, and after such 
an interval, alarmed me with apprehensions, lest, 3s is not unfre- 
quently the case, apoplexy should supervene, or even ultimate in- 
sanity. It was rather singular that M was never known to 

have had an epileptic fit previous to the present seizure, and he 
was then in his twenty-fifth year. I was conjecturing what sudden 
Aright or blow, or accident of any kind, or congestion of the ves- 
sels of the brain from frequent inebriation, could have brought oq 
Uie present fit, when my patient, whose features had gradually 
sunk again into their natural disposition, gave a sigh of exhaustion 
— the perspiration burst forth, and he murmured — some time be- 
fore we could distinctly catch the words, — “ Oh — spectre-unit- 
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ten !— spectre-smitten ! ’’—which expression I have adopted as the 
title of this paper — “ 1 shall never recover again ! ” — Though suf- 
ficiently surprised, and perplexed about the import of Hie words, 
we took no notice of them ; but endeavoured to divert his thoughts 
from the fantasy, if such there were, which seemed to possess 
them, by inquiring into the nature of his symptoms. He disre- 
garded us, however ; feebly grasped my hand is his clammy fin- 
gers, and looking at me languidly, muttered — “ What — Oh, what 
brought the fiend into my chambers ? ” — And I felt his whole frame 

pervaded by a cold shiver — “Poor T ! Horrid fate!” — On 

hearing him mention T ’s name, we all looked simultaneously 

at one another, but without speaking ; for a suspicion crossed our 
minds, that his highly wrought feelings, acting on a strong imagi- 
nation, always tainted with superstitious terrors, had conjured up 
some hideous object, which had scared him nearly to madness — 
probably some fancied apparition of his deceased neighbour. He 
began again to utter long deep-drawn groans, that gradually gave 
place to the heavy stertorous breathing, which, with other symp- 
toms — his pulse, for instance, beating about 115 a-minute — con- 
firmed me jn the opinion that he was suffering from a very severe 
congestion of the vessels of the brain. 1 directed copious vene- 
section * — his head to be shaven, and covered perpetually with 
cloths soaked in evaporating lotions — blisters behind his ears, 
and at the nape of the neck — and appropriate internal medicines. 
I then left him, apprehending the worst consequences : for 1 had 
once before a similar case under my care — one in which a young 

lady was, which I strongly suspected to be the case with M , 

absolutely frightened to death, and went through nearly the same 
round of symptoms as those which were beginning to make their 
appearance in my present patient, — a sudden epileptic seizure, 
terminating iif outrageous, madness, which destroyed both the 
physical and intellectual energies ; and the young lady expired. I 
may possibly hereafter prepare for publication some of ray notes 

of her case, which had some very remarkable features, f 

.. - 

* For using Ibis word, and one above, “stertorous," a weekly work arcuses the writer 
or PRDANTHVl 

f Through want of lime and room, I am compelled to condense my memoranda of the 
case alluded to into a note. The circumstances occurred in the year 1815. The lion. 

Miss was a young woman about eighteen or twenty years of age; and being of a 

highly fanciful turn, betook herself to congenial literature, in the shape of novels and 
romances, especially those which dealt w ith “ unearthlias." They pushed out of her 
head all ideas of real life; for morning, noon, and night, beheld her bent over the pages of 
some absorbing tale or other, to the exclusion of ail other kinds of reading. The natural 
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The next morning, about clev.en, saw me again at Mr. M ’s 

chambers, where I found three or four members of his family — 
two of them his married sisters — seated round his sitting-room 

consequence of all this was, that she became one of the most fanciful and timorous 
creatures breathing. She had worked herself up to such a morbid pitch of sensitive- 
ness and apprehensiou, that she dared hardly be alone even during the day; and as for 
night-time, she had a couple of candles always burning in her bedroom, and her maid 
sloeping with her on a side-bed. 

One night, about twelve o’clock, Miss and her maid retired to bed, the former 

absorbed and lost in the scenes of a petrifying romance she had finished reading only an 
hour before. Her maid had occasion to go down stairs again for the purpose of fetching 
up some curling papers; and she had scarcely reached the lower landing on her return, 
before she heard a faint scream proceed from her young mistress’s chamber. On 

hurrying backf the servant beheld Miss stretched senseless on the floor, with both 

hands pressed upon her eyes. She instantly roused the whole family; but their efforts 

were unavailing. Miss was in a lit of epHepsy, and medical assistance was called 

in. I was one of the lirsl that was summoned. For two days shfc lay in a state closely 

resembling that of Mr. M in the text; but in about a week’s time she recovered 

consciousness, and w as able to converse calmly and connectedly. She told me that she 
had been frightened into the fit : that a few moments after the maid had left her, on 
the night alluded to, she sat down before her dressing glass, which had two candles in 
branches from each side of it. She was hardly seated before a “ strange sensation 
seized her,” — to use her own words. She felt cold and nervous. The bedroom was 
both spacious and gloomy; and she did not relish the idea of being left alone in it. She 
rose and went towards the bed for her nightcap; and, on pushing aside the heavy da- 
mask curtains, she heard a rustling noise on the opposite side of the bed, as if some one 
had hastily leaped off. She trembled, and her heart beat hard. She resumed her seal, how- 
ever, with returning self-possession, on hearing the approaching footsteps of her maid. 
On suddenly directing her eyes towards the glass, they met the dim outline of a figure 
standing close behind her, with frightful features, and a pendant plume, of a faint fiery 
hue! The rest has been told. Her mind, however, long weakened, and her physical 
energies disordered, had received loo severe a shock to recover from it quickly. A day 

or two after Miss had told me the above, she suffered a sudden and most unexpected 

relapse. Oh, that merciless, and fiendish epii.epsy'!— how it tossed about those lender 
limbs!— how it distorted and convulsed those fair and handsome features! To see the 
mild eye of beauty subjected to the horrible up-turned glare described above, and the 
slender fingers black and clenched— the froth bubbling on the lips— the grinding of the 
teeth!— would it not shock and wring the heart of the beholder? It did mine, accus- 
tomed as 1 am to such spectacles. 

Insanity, at Icuglh, made its appearance, and locked its hapless victim in its embraces 
for nearly a year. She w as removed to a private asylum ; and for six weeks was chained 

• by a staple to the wall of her bedroom, in addition to enduring a strait waistcoat. On 

• one occasion, I saw her in one of her most frantic moods. She cursed and swore in 

the most diabolic manner, and yelled, and laughed, and chattered her teeth, and spill 
The beautiful hair had been shaved off, and was then scarce half an inch long, so that 
she hardly looked like a female about the head. The eyes, too, were surrounded by 
dark arenlx, and her mouth disfigured by her swollen tongue and lips, which she had 
severely bitten. She motioned me to draw near her, when she had become a tittle more 
tranquil, and I thoughtlessly acceded. When I was within a foot of her, she made a 
sudden and desperate plunge towards me, motioning w ith her lips as though she would 
have torn me like a tigress its prey! I thank God that her hands wete handcuffed be- 
hind her, or I must have suffered severely. She oucc bit off the little finger of one of 

the nurses who was feeding her! 

* * '* ■ * * * * 

When she was sufficiently recovered to be removed from — — House, she was taken 
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fire, in melancholy silence. Mr. , the apothecary, had just 

left, but was expected to return every moment, to meet me in con- 
sultation. My patient lay alone in his bedroom, asleep, and ap- 
parently better than he had been since his first seizure. He had 
experienced only one slight fit during the night ; and though he had 
been a little delirious in the earlier part of the evening, he had 
been, on the whole, so calm and quiet, that his friends’ apprehen- 
sions of insanity were beginning to subside ; so he was left, as I 
said, alone; for the nurse, just before my arrival, had left her seat 
by his bedside for a few moments, thinking him “ in a comfortable 
and easy nap,” and was engaged, in a low whisper, conversing 

with the members of M ’s family, who were in the sitting-room. 

Hearing such a report of my patient, I sat down quietly among 
his relatives, determining not to disturb him, at least till the ar- 
rival of the apothecary. Thus w ere we engaged, questioning the 
nurse in an under tone, when a loud laugh from the bedroom sud- 
denly silenced our whisperings, and turned us all pale. We start- 
ed to our feet with blank amazement in each countenance, scarcely 

crediting the evidence of our senses. Could it be M -9 It 

must; there was none else in the room. What, then, was he laugh- 
ing about? 

While we were standing silently gazing on one another, with 
much agitation, the laugh was repeated, but longer and louder 
than before, accompanied with thesound of footsteps, now crossing 
the room— then, as if of one jumping. The ladies turned paler 
than before, and seemed scarcely able to stand. They sank again 
into their chairs, gasping with terror. “Go in, nurse, and see 
what’s the matter,” said I, standing by the side of the younger of 
the ladies, whom 1 expected every instant to fall into my arms in 
a swoon. 

“ Doctor I — go in? — I — I — I dare not!” stammered the nurse, 
pale as ashes, and trembling violently. 

“ Do you come here, then, and attend to Mrs. ,” said I, 

“ and I will go in.” The nurse staggered to my place, in a state 
not far removed from that of the lady whom she was called to at- 
tend ; for a third laugh, — long, loud, uproarious, — had burst from 
the room while 1 was speaking. After cautioning the ladies and 

to the south of France by my directions. She was in a very shattered state of health, 
and survived her removal no more than three months. 

Who can deny that this poor girl Tell a victim to the pestilent effects of romance 
reading? 
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llie nurse to observe profound silence, and not to attempt follow- 
ing me till I Sent for them, I stepped noiselessly to the bedroom 
door, and opened it slowly and softly, not to alarm him. All was 
silent within ; but the first object that presented itself, when I 
saw fairly into the room, can never be effaced from my mind to 

the day of my death. Mr. M had got out of bed,* pulled off 

his shirt, and stepped to the dressing-table, where he stood stark 
naked before the glass, with a razor in his right hand, with which 
he had just finished shaving off his eyebrows ; and he was eyeing 
himself steadfastly in the glass, holding the razor elevated above 
his head. On seeing the door open, and my face peering at him, 
he turned full towards me, (the grotesque aspect of his counte- 
nance — denuded of so prominent a feature as the eyebrows, and 
his head completely shaved, and the wild-fire of madness flashing 
from hisstaring eyes, exciting the most frightful ideas,) brandish- 
ing the razor over his head with an air of triumph, and shouting 
nearly at the top of his voice — “ Ah, ha, ha ! — What do you think 
of this ?” 

Merciful Heaven ! May I never be placed again in such perilous 
circumstances, nor have my mind overwhelmed with such a gush 
of horror as burst over it at that moment! What was I to do? 
Obeying a sudden impulse, I had entered the room, shutting the 
door after me; and, should any one in the sitting-room suddenly 
attempt to open it again, or make a noise or disturbance of any 
kind, by giving vent to their emotions, what was to become of the 
madman or ourselves? He might, in an instant, almost sever his 
head from his shoulders, or burst upon me or bis sisters, and do 
us some deadly mischief! I felt conscious that the lives of all of 
us depended on my conduct ; and I devoutly thank God for the 
measure of tolerable self-possession which was vouchsafed tome 
at that dreadful moment. I continued standing like a statue- 
motionless and silent — endeavouring to fix my eye on him, that I 
might gain the command of his; that successful, I had some hopes 
of being able to deal with him. He, in turn, now stood speechless, 
and I thought he was quailing — that I had overmastered him — 
when I was suddenly fit to faint with despair, for at that awful in- 

♦ Since this was published, I have been favoured, by Sir Henry Halford, with the 
sight of a narrative of a case remarkably similar to the present one, but told, I heed 
hardly say, with far more graphic ability. I hope— nay, I believe— it will shortly be 
published hy the learned and accomplished Baronet. [It has— in the “ Essays and Qrfti 
tions read and delivered at the Royal College of Physicians,” etc., etc., since published. 
—Note to the Third Edition. ] 
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slant I beard the door-bandle tried — the door pushed gently open 
— and saw the nurse, I supposed, or one of the ladies, peeping 
through it. The maniac also heard it — the spell was broken — and, 
in a frenzy, he leaped several times successively in the air, bran- 
dishing t e razor over his head as before. 

While he was in the midst of these feats, I turned my head hur- 
riedly to the person who had so cruelly disobeyed my orders, 
thereby endangering my life — and whispered in low affrighted 
accents, — “ At the peril of your lives — of mine — shut the door — 
away, away — hush ! or we are all murdered ! ” I was obeyed — 
the intruder withdrew, and I heard a sound as if she had fallen to 
the floor — probably in a swoon. Fortunately the madman was so 
occupied with his antics, that he did not observe what had passed 
at the door. It was the nurse who made the attempt to discover 
what was going on, I afterwards learnt — but unsuccessfully, for 
she had seen nothing. My injunctions were obeyed to the letter, 
for they maintained a profound silence, unbroken, but by a faint 
sighing sound, which I should not have heard, but that my ears 
were painfully sensitive to the slightest noise. To return, how- 
ever, to myself, and my fearful chamber co npaniou. 

“Mighty talisman!” he exclaimed, holding the razor before 
him, and gazing earnestly at it, “ how utterly unworthy — how in- 
famous the common use men put thee to ! ” Still he continued 
standing, with his eyes iixed intently upon the deadly weapon — I 
all the w bile uttering not a sound, nor moving a muscle, but wait- 
ing for our eyes to meet once more. 

“ Ha— Doctor 1 — how easily I keep you at bay, though 

little my weapon— thus ” — he exclaimed gaily, at the same time 
assuming one of the postures of the broadsword exercise — but I 
observed that he cautiously avoided meeting my eye again. I cross- 
ed my arms submissively on my breast, and continued in perfect 
silence, endeavouring, but in vain, to catch a glance of his eye. I 
did not wish to excite any emotion in him, except such as might 
have a tendency to calm, pacify, disarm him. Seeing me stand 
thus, and manifesting no disposition to meddle with him, he raised 
his left hand to his face, and rubbed his fingers rapidly over the 
side of his shaved eyebrows. He seemed, I thought, inclined to 
go over them a second time, when a knock was heard at the outer 

chamber door, which I instantly recognised as that of Mr. , 

the apothecary. The madman also heard it, turned suddenly 
pale, and moved away from the glass opposite which he had been 
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stooping. “Oh— oh!” he groaned, while his features assumed 
an air of the blankest affright, every muscle quivering, and every 
limb trembling from head to foot,— “ Is that — is— is that T — — 
come for me?” He let fall the razor on the floor, and, clasping' 
his hands in an agony of apprehension, he retreated, crouching 
and cowering down towards the more distant part of the room, 
where he continued peering round the bed-post, his eyes strain- 
ing as though they would start from their sockets, and fixed stead- 
fastly upon the door. I heard him rustling the bed curtain, and 
shaking it; but very gently, as if wishing to cover and conceal 
himself within its folds. 

0 humanity ! — Was that poor being — that pitiable maniac — was 
that the once gay, gifted, brilliant M ? * 

To return. My attention was wholly occupied with one object, 
the razor on the floor. How I thanked God for the gleam of hope 
that all might yet be right— that I might succeed in obtaining pos- 
session of the deadly weapon, and putting it beyond his reach ! 

But how was I to do all this? I stole gradually towards the spot 
where the razor lay, without removing once my eye from his, nor 
he his from the dreaded door, intending, as soon as I should have 
come pretty near it, to make a sudden snatch at the horrid imple- 
ment of destruction. / 1 did — I succeeded— I got it into my posses- 
sion, scarcely crediting my senses. I had hardly grasped my • 
prize, when the door opened, and Mr. , the apothecary, en- 

tered, sufficiently startled and bewildered, as it may be supposed, 
with the strange aspect of things. 

“Ha — ha — ha! It’s you, is it — it’s you — you anatomy! You 
plaster ! How dare you mock me in this horrid way, eh ?” shouted 
the maniac, and springing like a lion from his lair, he made for 
the spot where the confounded apothecary stood, stnpified with 
terror. I verily believe he would have been destroyed, torn to 
pieces, or cruelly maltreated in some way or other, had I not 
started and thrown myself between the maniac and the unwitting 
object of his vengeance, exclaiming at the same time, as a dernier 
ressort, a sudden and strong appeal to his fears — “ Remember ! — 

T ! T ! T ” . 

“I do— I— do!” stammered the maniac, stepping back, per- 
fectly aghast. He seemed utterly petrified, and sank shivering 
down again into his former position at the corner of the bed, 
moaning — “ Oh me ! wretched me ! Away — away — away ! ” I then 
stepped to Mr. , who had not moved an inch, directed him 
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to retire instantly, conduct all the females out of the chambers, 
and return as soon as possible with two or three of the inn-porters, 
or any other able-bodied men he could procure on the spur of the 
moment ; and I concluded by slipping the razor, unobservedly, as 
I thought, into his hands, and bidding him remove it to a place of 
safety. He obeyed, and I found myself once more alone with the 
madman. 

“M ! — dear Mr. M ! — I’ve got something to say to 

you — I have indeed ; it’s very — very particular. ” I commenced 
approaching him slowly, and speaking the softest tones concei- 
vable. 

“ But you’ve forgotten this, you fool, you !-^you have ! ” he re- 
plied fiercely, approaching the dressing-table, and suddenly seizing 
another razor — the fellow of the one I had got hold of with such 
pains and peril— and which, alas, alas 1 had never once caught my 
eye 1 I gave myself up for lost, fully expecting that I should be 
murdered, when I saw the bloodthirsty spirit with which he clutched 
it, brandished it over his head, and with a smile of fiendish deri- 
sion, shook it full before me ! I trembled, however, the next mo- 
ment, for himself, for he drew it rapidly to and fro before his 
throat, as though he would give the fatal gash, but did not touch 
the skin. He gnashed his teeth with a kind of savage satisfaction 
at the dreadful power w ith w hich he w'as consciously armed. 

“ Oh, Mr. M ! think of your poor mother and sisters ! ” I ex- 

claimed in a sorrowful tone, my voice faltering with uncontrollable 
agitation. He shook the razor again before me with an air of de- 
fiance, and “ really grinned horribly a ghastly smile.” 

“ Now, suppose I choose to punish your perfidy, you wretch ! 
and do what you dread, eh?” said he, holding the razor as if he 
were going to cut his throat. 

“Why, wouldn’t it be nobler to forgive and forget, Mr. M ? 

1 replied, with tolerable firmness, and folding my arms on my 
breast, anxious to appear quite at ease. 

“Too— too— too. Doctor!— Too — too — too — too! Ha! by the 
way — what do you say to a razor hornpipe — eh? — Ha, ha, ha! 
a novelty at least!” He began forthwith to dance a few steps, 
leaping frantically high, ahd uttering, at intervals, a sudden, shrill, 
dissonant cry, resembling that used by those who dance the High- 
land ••fling,” or some other species of Scottish dance. I affected 
to admire his dancing, even to ecstasy— clapping my hands, and 
shouting, “Bravo, bravo !— Encore ! ” He seemed inclined to go 
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over it again, but was too much exhausted, and sat down panting 
on the window-seat, which was close behind him. 

“You’ll catch cold, Mr. M , sitting in that draught of air, 

naked, aud perspiring as you are. Will you put on your clothes?” 
said I, approaching him. 

“No!” he replied, sternly, and extended the razor threaten- 
ingly. I fell back, of course — not knowing what to do, nor choos- 
ing to risk either his destruction or my own by attempting any 
active interference ; for what was to be done with a madman who 

had an open razor in his hand ?— Mr. , the apothecary, seemed 

to have been gone an age ; and I found even my temper beginning 
to fail me — for I was tired with his tricks, deadly dangerous as 
they were. My attention, however, was soon rivetted .again on 
the motions of the maniac. “ Yes — yes, decidedly so — I’m too 
hot to do it now — I am ! ” said he, wiping the perspiration from 
his forehead, and eyeing the razor intently. “ I must get calm 
and coojg— and then — then for the sacrifice ! Aha, the sacrifice — 
an offeifng— expiation — even as Abraham— ha, ha, ha ! — But by 
the w ay, how did Abraham do it — that is, how did he intend to 
have done it? — Ah, I must ask my familiar !” 

“A sacrifice, Mr. M ? — Why, what do you mean?” I in- 

quired, attempting a laugh — I say, attempting — for my blood 
trickled chillily througli my veins, and my heart seemed frozen. 

“ What do I mean, eh ? Wretch! Dolt!' — What do I mean? — 
Why, a peace-offering to my Maker, for a badly-speut life, to be 
sure! — One would think you had never heard of such a thing as 
religion — you savage !” 

“ I deny that the sacrifice would he accepted ; and for two rea- 
sons,” I replied, suddenly recollecting that he plumed himself on 
his casuistry, and hoping to engage him on some new crotchet, 

which might keep him in play till Mr. returned with assistance 

— but I was mistaken ! 

“ Well, well, Doctor ! — Let that be, for the present — 

I can’t resolve doubts, now — no, no,” be replied, solemnly, — “’tis 
atime for action — for action — for action, ”he continued, gradually 
elevating his voice, using vehement gesticulations, and rising from 
his seat. 

“Yes, yes,” said I, warmly; “but though you’ve followed 
closely enough the advice of the Talmudist, in shaving off your 
eyebrows, as a preparatory ” 

“Aha! alia! — What! — have you seen the Talmud? — Have you. 
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really ! — Well," he added, after a doubtful pause, “ in what do 
you think I’ve failed, eh ? ” 

I need hardly say, that I myself scarcely knew what led me to 
utter the nonsense in question ; but I have several times found, in 
cases of insanity, that suddenly and readily supplying a motive for 
the patient’s conduct— referring it to a cause, of some sort or other, 
with steadfast intrepidity- — even be the said cause never so pre- 
posterously absurd— has been attended with the happiest effects, 
in arresting the patient’s attention— chiming in with his eccentric 
fancies, and piquing his disturbed faculties into acquiescence in what 
be sees coolly taken for granted, as quite true — a t ing of course 
—mere matter-of-fact — by the person he is addressing. I have 
several times recommended this little device to those who have 
been intrusted with the care of the insane, and have been assured 
of its success. 

“ You are very near the mark I own ; but it strikes me that you 
have shaved them off too equally, too uniformly. You^rught to 
have left some little ridges— furrows — hem, hem ! — to— ^o — ter- 
minate, or resemble the — the — the striped stick which Jacob held 
up before the ewes ! ” 

“Oh — ay— ay I Exactly— true! — Strange oversight!” he re- 
plied, as if struck with the truth of the remark, and yet puzzled 
by vain attempts to corroborate it by his own recollections— “ I — 

I recollect it uow— but it isn’t too late yet — is it?" 

“ I think not,” I replied, with apparent hesitation, hardly credit- 
ing the success of my strange stratagem. “ To be sure, it will 
require very great delicacy; but as you’ve not shaved them off 
very closely, I think I can manage it,” I continued doubtfully. 

“ Oh, oh, oh ! ” growled the maniad, while his eyes flashed (ire 
at me. “ There’s one sitting by me that tells me you are dealing 
falsely with me — oh, lying villain ! oh, perfidious wretch!” At * 
that moment the door opened gently behind me, and the voice of • 
Mr. , the apothecary, whispered, in a low hurried tone, “ Doc- 

tor, I’ve got three of the inn-porters here, in the sitting-room.” 
Though the whisper was almost inaudible even to me, when uttered 

close to my ear, to my utter amazement M had heard every 

syllable of it, and understood it too, as if some officious minion of 
Satan himself had quickened his ears, or conveyed the intelligence 
to him. 

“Ah — ha — ha! — Ha, ha, ha! — Fools! knaves, harpies! — aud 
what are you and your hired desperadoes to me ?— Thus— thus do 
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I outwit you — thus!” and, springing from his seat, he suddenly 
threw up the lower part of the window-frame, and looked through 
it— then at the razor — and again at me, with one of the most awful 
glances — full of dark diabolical meaning, the momentary sugges- 
tion, surely, of the great Tempter — that I ever encountered in 
my life. 

“Which! — which ! — which !” he muttered fiercely through his 
closed teeth , while his right foot rested on the w indow-seat, ready 
for him to spring out, and his eye travelled, as before, rapidly 
from the razor to the window. Can any thing be conceived more 
palsying to the beholders ? “ Why did not you and your strong 
reinforcement spring at once upon him, and overpower him?” 
possibly some one is asking. — What ! and he armed with a naked . 
razor? His head might have been severed from his shoulders, 
before we could have overmastered him — or we might ourselves — 
at least one of us — have been murdered, or cruellymaimed, in the 
attempt. We knew not what to do ! M — — suddenly withdrew his 
bead from the window, through which he had been gazing, with 
a shuddering, horror-stricken motion, and groaned — “No! no! 

no! I won’t — can’t — for there’s T standing just beneath, his 

face all blazing, and waiting with outspread arms to catcli me,” 
standing, at the same time, shading iiis eyes with his left hand — 
when I whispered, — “Now, now! go up to him —secure him — all 
three spring on him at once, and disarm him!” They obeyed 

me, and were in the act of rushing into the room, when M 

suddenly planted himself into a posture of defiance, elevated the 
razor to his throat, and almost howled — “ One step — one step 
nearer— and I — I — I— so!” motioning as though he would draw 
it from one ear to the other. We all fell back, horror-struck and 
in silence. What could we do? If we moved towards him, or 
made use of any threatening gestures, we should see the floor in 
an instant deluged with his blood. I once more erAsed my arms 
on my breast, with an air of mute submission. 

“Ha, ha ! ” he exclaimed, after a pause, evidently pleased with 
such a demonstration of his power, “ obedient, however ! — well — 
that’s one merit! But still, what a set of cowards — bullies — you 
must all be !-*What!— all four of you afraid of one man?” In 
the course of his frantic gesticulations, he had drawn the razor so 
close to his neck, that its edge had slightly grazed the skin under 
his left ear, and a little blood trickled from it over bis shoulders 
and breast. 
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“ Blood ! — blood? — Wlial a strange feeling ! How coldly it fell 
on my breast! — How did I do it ? — Shall— I — go — on, as I have 
made a beginning?” he exclaimed, drawling the words at great 
length. He shuddered, and — to my uuutterable joy and astonish- 
ment — deliberately closed the razor, replaced it in its case, put 
both in the drawer ; and having done all this, before we ventured 
to approach him, he fell at his full length on the floor, and began 
to yell in a manner that was perfectly frightful ; but in a few mo- 
ments he burst into tears, and cried and sobbed like a child. We 
took him upin our arms, he groaning — “Oh,sborn ofmv strength! 
— shorn! shorn! like Samson ! — Why part with my weapon ? — 
The Philistines be upon me ! ’’—and laid him down on the bed, 
where, after a few moments, he fell asleep. When he woke again, 
a strait waistcoat put all his tremendous stragglings at defiance — 
though his strength seemed increased in a tenfold degree — and 
prevented his attempting either his own life, or that of any one 
near him. When lie found all his wrilhings and heavings utterly 
useless, he gnashed his teeth, the foain issued from his mouth, 
and he shouted, — “ I’ll be even with you, you incarnate devils ! — 
I will ! — I’ll suffocate myself! ” and he held his breath till he grew 
black in the face, when lie gave over the attempt. It was found 
necessary to have him strapped down to the bed ; and his bowlings 
were so shocking and loud, that we began to think of removing 
him, even in that dreadful condition, to a madhouse. I ordered 
his head to be shaved again, and kept perpetually covered with 
cloths soaked in evaporating lotions — blisters to be applied behind 
each ear, and at the nape of the neck — leeches to the temples, and 
the appropriate internal medicines in such cases — and left him, 
begging I might be sent for instantly in the event of his getting 
worse. * Oh, I shall never forget this harrowing scene ! — my feel- 
ings w ere wound up almost to bursting ; nor did they recover their 
proper ton^fbr many a week. I cannot conceive that the people 
whom the New Testament speaks of as being “ possessed of devils,” 
could have been more dreadful in appearance, or more outra- 
geous in their actions, than was M ; nor can I help suggesting 

the thought, that, possibly, they were in reality nothing more than 

• 

* I ought to have mentioned, a little way back, that, in obedience to my hurried in- 
junctions, the ladies suffered themselves, almost fainting with fright, to be conducted 
silently into the adjoining chambers— and it was well they did. Suppose they had 
uttered any sudden shriek, or attempted to interfere, or made a disturbance of any kind 
— wbal would have become of us all? 

•' V • • *•; 

/ 
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the maniacs of the worst kind. And is not a man transformed into 
a devil, when his reason is utterly overturned ? 

On seeing M — r- the next morning, I found he had passed a ter- 
rible night — that the constraint of the strait waistcoat fdied him 
incessantly with a fury that was absolutely diabolical. His tongue 
was dreadfully lacerated ; and the whites of his eyes, with perpe- 
tual straining, were discoloured with a reddish hue, like ferrets’ 
eyes. He was truly a piteous spectacle 1 One’s heart ached to 
look at him, and think, for a moment, of the fearful contrast he 
formed to the gay M he was only a few days before, the de- 

light of refined society, and the idol of all his friends ! He lay in 
a most precarious state for a fortnight; and though the fits of outra- 
geous madness had ceased, or become much mitigated, and inter- 
rupted not unfrequenlly with “ lucid intervals,” as the phrase is, 
I began to be apprehensive of his sinking eventually into that 
hopeless, deplorable condition, idiocy. During one of his inter- 
vals of sanity — when the savage fiend relaxed, for a moment, the 

hold he had taken of the victim’s faculties, M said something 

according with a fact which it was impossible for him to have any 
knowledge of by the senses, which was to me singular and inex- 
plicable. * It was about nine o’clock in the morning of the third 
day after that on which the scene above described -took place, that 
M , who was lying in a state of the utmost lassitude and ex- 

haustion, scarcely able to open his eyes, turned his head slowly 

towards Mr. , the apothecary, who was sitting by his bedside, 

and whispered to him — “ They are preparing to bury that wretched 
fellow next door — hush ! — hush 1 ” — one of the coffin trestles has 

fallen — hush!” Mr. , and the nurse who had heard him, 

both strained their ears to listen, but could hear not even a mouse 
stirring — “ there’s somebody come in — a lady, kissing his lips 
before he's screwed down-*Oh, I hope she won’t be scorched — 
that’s all! " He then turned away his head, with no appearance 
of emotion, and presently fell asleep. Through mere curiosity, 
Mr. looked at his watch ; and from subsequent inquiry ascer- 

tained, that, sure enough, about the time when his patient had 
spoken, they were about burying his neighbour ; that one of the 
trestles did slip a little aside, and the coffin, in consequence* was 

* This incident has been selected by the conductor of a quarterly religious journal 
called “ The Murnivy fValch"—ti a striking instance of supernatural agency— and 
tending to conllrm certain notions which have lately occasioned not a little astonishment 
and confusion in the world. 
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near falling ; and finally, marvellous to tell, that a lady, one of the 
deceased’s relatives, I believe, did come and kiss the corpse, and 

cry bitterly over it! Neither Mr. nor the nurse heard any 

noise whatever during the time of the burial preparations next 
door, for the people had been earnestly requested to be as quiet 
about them as possible, and really made no disturbance whatever. 
By what strange means he had acquired his information— whether 
or not he was indebted for some portion of it to the exquisite de- 
licacy, the morbid sensitiveness of the organs of hearing, I cannot 
conjecture ; but how are we to account for the latter part of w hat 
he uttered about the lady’s kissing the corpse, etc. ?— On another 
occasion, during one of his most placid moods, but not in any 
lucid interval, he insisted on my taking pen, ink, and paper, and 
turning amanuensis. To quiet him, I acquiesced, and wrote what 
he dictated ; and the manuscript now r lies before me, and is verba- 
tim et literatim as follows : — 

“ I, T M , saw — what saw I ? A solemn silver grove — 

there were innumerable spirits * sleeping among the branches — 
(and it is this, though unobserved of naturalists, that makes the 
aspen tree’s leaves to quiver so much — it is this, 1 say, namely, the 
rustling movements of the spirits,) and in the midst of this grove 
was a beautiful site for a statue, and one there assuredly was — but 
n hat a statue ! Transparent, of a stupendous size, throu h which 
—the sky was cloudy and troubled — a ship was seen sinking at 
sea, and the crew at cards ; but the good spirit of the storm saved 
them ; for he shewed them the key of the universe; and a shoal of 
sharks, with murderous eyes, were disappointed of a meal. Lo, 
man, behold! — another part of this statue — what a one! — has a 
fissure in it — it opens — widens into a parlour, in darkness; and 
now shall be disclosed the honor of horrors, for, lo, some one sit- 
ting — sitting — easy-chair — fiery face-*-fiend — fiend — Oh God! Oh 
God ! save me,” cried he. He ceased speaking, with a shudder : 
nor did he resume the dictation, for he seemed in a moment to 
have forgotten that lie had dictated at all. I preserved the paper; 
and gibberish though it is, I consider it both curious and highly 
characteristic throughout. Judging from the latter part of it, 
where he speaks of a “ dark parlour, with some fiery-faced fiend sit- 
ting in an easy-chair and coupling this w ith various similar ex- 
pressions and allusions which he made during his ravings, I felt 


* The words in Italics were at the Instance of M . 


TUT: SPECTRE-SMITTEN. 


341 


convinced that his fancy was occupied with some one individual 
image of horror, which had scared him into madness, and now 
clung to his disordered faculties like a fiend. He often talked 
about “ spectres,” “spectral;” and uttered incessantly the words, 
“spectre-smitten.” The nurse once asked him what he meant by 
these words ; he started — grew disturbed— his eye glanced with 
affright — and he shook his head exclaiming, “ Horror!” At few 
days afterwards he hired an amanuensis, who, of course, w as 
duly apprised of the sort of person he had to deal with ; and, after 

a painfully ludicrous scene, M attempting to beat down the 

man’s terms from a guinea and a half a-week to half-a-cromn, he 
engaged him for three guineas, he said, and insisted on his taking 
up his station at the side of the bed, in order that he might minute 

dow n every word that was uttered. M told him he was going 

to dictate a romance ! 

It would have required, in truth, the “pen of a ready writer” 

to keep pace with poor M ’s utterance ; for he raved on at a 

prodigious rate, in a strain, it need hardly be said, of unconnected 
absurdities. Really it was inconceivable nonsense ; rhapsodical 
rantings in the Maturin style, full of vaults, sepulchres, spectres, 
devils, magic — with here and there a thought of real poetry. It 
was piteous to peruse it! His amanuensis found it imppssible to 
keep up with him, and, therefore, profited by a hint from one of 
us, and, instead of writing, merely moved his pen rapidly over the 
paper, scrawling all sorts of ragged lines and figures to resemble 

writing ! M never asked him to read it over, nor requested to 

see it himself; but, after about fifty pages were done, dictated a 
title-page— pitched on publishers — settled the price and number 
of volumes — four! and then exclaimed — “Well! — thank God — 
that’s off my mind at last !” He never mentioned it afterwards; 
and his brother committed the whole to the flames about a week 
after. 

M had not, however, yet done with his amanuensis, but put 

his services in requisition in quite another capacity, — that of reader. 
Milton was the book he selected ; and actually they went through 

very nearly nine books, M perpetually interrupting him with 

comments, sometimes, saying surpassingly absurd, and occasion- 
ally very fine, forcible tilings. All this formed a truly touching 
illustration of that beautiful, often quoted sentiment of Horace — 

Quo semel esl imbuta recens, servabit odorem 

Testa diu. Epist. Lib. I. Ep. 1 . #9. 70. 
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As there was no prospect of his speedily recovering the use of 
his reasoning faculties, he was removed to a private asylum, where 
I attended him regularly for more than six months. He was re- 
duced to a state of drivelling idiocy ; complete fatuity ! Lament- 
able 1 heart-rending ! Oh, how deplorable to see a man of supe- 
rior intellect — one whose services are really wanted in society — 
the prey of madness ! 

Dr. Johnson was well known to express a peculiar horror of 
insanity. “Oh, God!” said he, “afflict my body with what tor- 
tures thou wiliest ; but spare my reason! ” Where is he that does 
not join him in uttering such a prayer? 

It would be beside my purpose here to enter into abstract spe- 
culations, or purely professional details, concerning insanity ; but 
one or two brief and simple remarks, the fruits of much expe- 
rience and consideration, may perhaps be pardoned me. 

It is still a vexata gucestio in our profession, whether persons Of 
strong or weak minds— ^whether the ignorant or tlie highly culti- 
vated — are most frequently the subjects of insanity. If we are 
disposed to listen to a generally shrewd and intelligent writer, (Dr. 
Monro, in his “ Philosophy of Human Nature,") we are to under- 
stand, that “ children, and people of weak minds, are never subject 
to madness; for,” adds the Doctor, “how can he despair, who 
cannot think ? ” Though the logic here is somew hat loose and leaky, 
I am disposed to agree with the Doctor in the main ; and I ground 
my acquiescence, — 

First, On the truth of Locke’s distinction, laid down in his great 
work, (Book ii. c. ii. §§ 12 and 13,) where he mentions the diffe- 
rence “between idiots and madmen,” and thus states the sum of 
bis observations : — “ In short, herein seems to lie the difference 
between idiots and madmen, that madmen put wrong ideas toge- 
ther, and do make wrong propositions, but argue and reason right 
from them; but idiots make very few or no propositions, and 
reason scarce at all. ” 

Secondly, On the corroboration afforded to it by my own expe- 
rience. I have generally found that those persons who are most 
distinguished for their powers of thought and reasoning, when of 
sound mind, continue to exercise that power, but incorrectly, and 
be distinguished by their exercise of that power — when of unsound 
mind — their understanding retaining, even after such a shock and 
revolution of its faculties, the bent and bias impressed upon it be- 
forehand ; and I have found, farther, that it has been chiefly those 
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of such character— i. e. thinkers— that have fallen into madness; 
and that it is the perpetual straining and taxing of their strong in- 
tellects, at the expense of their bodies, that has brought them into 
such a calamity. Suppose therefore we say, in short,* that mad- 
ness is the fate of strong minds, or at least minds many degrees 
removed from weak; and idiocy of weak, imbecile minds. This 
supposition, however, involves a sorry sort of complinmnt to the 
fair sex ; for it is notorious that the annual majority of those re- 
ceived into lunatic asylums, are females. . # v . : C 

I have found imaginative, fanciful people, the most liable to at- 
tacks of insanity ; and have had under my care four such instances, 
or at least very nearly resembling the one I am now relating, in 
which insanity has ensued from sudden fright. And.it is easily 
accounted for. The imagination— the predominant faculty— is 
immediately appealed to— and, eminently lively and tenacious of 
impressions, exerts its superior and more practised powers at the 
expense of the judgment, or reason, which it tramples upon and 
crushes. There is then nothing left in the mind that may make 
head against this unnatural dominancy ; and the result is generally 
not unlike that in the present instance. As for my general system 
of treatment, it may.aUl.be comprised in a word or two, — ac- 
quiescence ; submission ; suggestion ; soothing. * Had I pursued 

a different plan with M , what might have been the disastrous 

issue ! , J # . 

To r^urn, however: The reader may possibly recollect seeing 
something like the following expression, occurring in <( The Broken 
Heart !” f “ A candle flickering and expiring in its socket, which 
suddenly shoots up into an instantaneous brilliance, and then is 
utterly extinguished.” I have referred to it, merely because it affords 
a very apt illustration — apter than any that now suggests itself to 
me, of what sometimes takes place in madness. The roaring flame 
of insanity sinks into the sullen smouldering embers of complete 
fatuity, and remains so for months; when, like that of the candle 
just alluded to, it will instantaneously gather up and concentrate 
its expiring energies into one terrific blaze — one final paroxysm of . 
outrageous mania — and lo ! it has consumed itself utterly — -burnt 
Itself out — and the patient is unexpectedly restored to reason. The 
. experience of my medical readers, if it have lain at all in the track 

of insanity, must have presented such cases to their notice not un- 

- - * * 

* , ' 
* « . * * > 

* See the case “ intriguing and Madness p. 82 . 

• +P.9I; , 


THE SPECTRE-SMITTEN. 


Mi 

frequently. However metaphysical ingenuity may set us speculat- 
ing about “the why and wherefore” of it, the fact is undeniable. 
It was thus with Mr. M . He had sunk into the deplorable con- 

dition of a* simple, harmless, melancholy idiot, and was released 
from formal constraint : but suddenly, one morning, while at 
breakfast* he sprang upon the person who always attended him; 
and, had notMhe man been very muscular, and practised in such 
matters, he must have been soon overpowered, and perhaps mur- 
dered. A long and deadly wrestle took place between them. 
Thrice they threw each other; and the keeper saw that the mad- 
man several times cast a longing eye towards a knife which lay 
on the breakfast table, and endeavoured to sway his antagonist so 
as to get himself within its reach. Both were getting exhausted 
with the prolonged struggle — and the keeper, really afraid for his 
life, determined to settle matters as soon as possible. The instant, 
therefore, that he could get his right arm disengaged, he hit poor 

M a dreadful blow on the side of the head, which felled him, 

and he lay senseless on the floor, the blood pouring fast from his 
ears, nose, and mouth. He was again confiued in a strait waistcoat, 
and conveyed to bed — when, what with exhaustion, and the effect 
of the medicines which had been administered, he fell into pro- 
found sleep, which continued all day, and, with little intermission, 
through the night. W hen he awoke in the morning, lo ! he w r as 
“In his right mind!” His calm tranquillized features, and the 
sobered expression of his eyes, show ed that the sun of r«son had 
really once more dawned upon his long benighted faculties. Ay 
— he was 

himself again. 

I heard of the good news before I saw him, and, on hastening to 
his room, found it was indeed so — his altered appearance at first 
sight amply corroborated it ! How different the mild sad smile, 
now beaming on his pallid features, from the vacant stare — the 
unmeaning laugh of idiocy— or the fiendish glare of madness! — 
The contrast was strong as that between the soft, stealing expan- 
sive twilight, and the burning blaze of noonday. He spoke in a 
very feeble, almost inarticulate, voice— complained of dreadful 
exhaustion — whispered something indistinctly about ‘ ‘ waking from 
a long and dreary dream ; ” and said that he felt, as it were, only 
half awake — or alive. All was new— strange — startling ! Fearful 
of taxing too much his new-born powers, I feigned an excuse, and 
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took myleave, recommending him cooling and quieting medicines, 
and perfect seclusion from visitors. How exhilarated 1 felt my v 
own spirits all that day ! 

He gradually^ very gradually, but surely recovered. One of 
the earliest indications of his reviving interest in life. 

And all its busy, tbrouging scenes, 

1 * . 

was an abrupt inquiry whether Trinity term had commenced, and 
whether or not he was now eligible to be called to the bar. ' He 
was utterly unconscious that three terms had flitted over him, while 
he lay in the gloomy wilderness of insanity ; and when I satisfied 
him of this fact, he alluded, with a sigh, to the beautiful thought 
of one of our old dramatists, who, illustrating the unconscious 
lapse of years over “ Endymion, v makes one tell him, — 

And behold, the twig to which thou laidest thy bead, is now become a tree ! * 

It was not till several days after his restoration to reason, that 
I ventured to enter into any thing like detailed conversation with 
him, or to make particular allusions to his late illness ; and on this 
occasion it was that he related to me his rencontre with the fear- 
fill object which had overturned his reason ; adding, with intense 
emotion, that not ten thousand a-year should induce him to live 
in the same chambers any more. 


* Endymion, by Jobs Lyly. The context is so very beautiful, that I am tempted to 
quote it :— 

Cynthia. Endymion! Speak, sweet Endymion ! Knowrst thou not Cynthia? 

Endymion. Oh, Heaven! what do I behold? Fair Cynthia? Divine Cynthia? 

Cynthia. I am Cynthia, and thou Endymion. 

Endymion. Endymion! What do I hear? What ! a grey beard, hollow eyes, wither- 
ed body, and decayed limbs— and all in one night? 

Eumenidet. One night? Thou hast slept here forty years, by what enchantress, as 
yet it is not known : and behold, the twig to which thou laidest thy bead, is now become 
a tree! Caltesl thou not Eumenides to remembrance? 

Endymion. Thy name 1 do remember by the sound, but thy favour I do not yet call 
to mind : only divine Cynthia, to whom time, fortune, death, and destiny are subject, 
I see and remember : and, in all humility, 1 regard and reverence. 

■ Cynthia. You shall have good cause to remember Eumenides, who hath, for thy 
safely, forsaken his own solace. 

Endymion. Ain I that Endymion, whd was wont in court to lead my life, and in 
justs, tourneys, and arras to exercise my youth? Am I that Endymion? 

Eumenides. Thou art that Endymion, and I Eumenides ? Will thou not yet call me 
to remembrance? 

Endymion. Ah, sweet Eumenides! I now perceive thou art he, and that myself 
have the name of Endymion ; but that this should be my body, I doubt; for how could 
my curled locks be turned to grey hair, and my strong body to a dying weakness— hav- 
ing waxed old not knowing it? 
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During the coarse of his progress towards complete recovery, 
memory shot its strengthening rays farther and farther back .into 
the inspissated gloom in which the long interval of insanity had 
shrouded his mind : but it was too dense— too “ palpable an ob- 
scure” — to be ever completely and thoroughly illuminated. The 
rays of recollection, however, settled distinctly on some of the 
more prominent points; and I was several times astonished by his 
sudden reference to things which he had said and done during 
the “ very depth and quagmire of his disorder.” * He asked me 
once, for instance, whether he had not made an attempt on his 
life, and with a razor, and how it was that he did not succeed. He 
had no recollection, however, of the long and deadly struggle with 
his keeper — at least he never made the slightest allusion to it, nor, 
of course, did any one else. 

“I don’t much mind talking these horrid things over with you. 
Doctor, for you know all the ins and outs of the whole affair; but 
if any of my friends or relatives presume to torture me with any 
allusions or inquiries of this short— I’ll fight them ! they’ll drive 
me mad again 1” The reader may suppose the hint was not disre- 
garded. All recovered maniacs have a dread — an absolute hor- 
ror — of any reference being made to their madness, or any thing 
they have said or done during the course of it ; and is it not easily 
accounted for ? 

“ Did the horrible spectre which occasioned your illness in the 
first instance, ever present itself to you afterwards ?” I once in- 
quired. He paused and turned pale. Presently he replied, w ith 
considerable agitation, — “ Yes, yes— it scarcely ever left me. It 
has not always preserved its spectral consistency, but has entered 
into the most astounding— the most preposterous combinations 
conceivable, with other objects and scenes — all of them, however, 
more or less, of a distressing or fearful character — many of them 
terrific ! ” I begged him, if It were not unpleasant to him, to give 
me a specimen of them. 

“ It is certainly far from gratifying to trace scenes of such shame 
and horror; but I will comply as far as I am atyle,” said he, rather 
gloomily. “ Once I saw him,” (meaning the spectre) “ leading 
on an army of huge speckled and crested serpents against me ; 
and when they came upon me — for I had no power to run away 
— I suddenly found myself in the midst of a pool of stagnant water, 

, • Sir Thomas Brown. 
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absolutely alive with slimy, shapeless reptiles; and while en- 
deavouring to make my way out, he rose to the surface, his face 
hissing in the water, and blazing bright as ever ! Again, I thought 
I saw him in single combat, by the gates of Eden, with Satan — 
and the air thronged and heated with swart faces looking on!” 
This was unquestionably some dim confused recollection of the 
Milton readings, in the earlier part of his illness. “Again, I 
thought I was in the act of opening my snulTbox, when he issued 
from it, diminutive, at first, in size— but swelling, soon, into gi- 
gantic proportions, and his fiery features diffusing alight and heat 
around, that absolutely scorched and blasted ! At another time, 

I thought I was gazing upwards on a sultry summer sky ; and, in 
the midst of a luminous fissure in it, made by the lightning, I dis- 
tinguished his accursed figure, with his glowing features wearing 
an expression of horror, and his limbs outstretched, as if he had 
been hurled down from some height or other, and was falling 
through the sky towards me. He came— he came — flung himself 
into my recoiling arms— and clung to me — burning, scorching, 
withering my soul within me ! I thought farther, th^t I was all 
the while the subject of strange, paradoxical, contradictory feel- 
ings towards him, — that I at one and the same time loved and 
loathed, feared and despised him ! ” * He mentioned several other 
instances of the confusions in his “chamber of imagery.” I told 

him of his sudden exclamation concerning Mr. T ’s burial, 

and its singular corroboration ; but he either did not, or affected 
not, to recollect any thing about it. He told me he had a full 
and distinct recollection of being for a long time possessed with 
the notion of making himself a “ sacrifice ” of some sort or other, 
and that he was seduced or goaded on to do so, by the spectre, 
by the most dazzling temp'ations, and under the most appalling 
threats, — one of which latter was, that God would plunge him into 
hell for ever, if he did not offer up himself, — that if he did so, he 
should be a sublime spectacle to the universe,” etc. etc. etc. 

“ Do you recollect any thing about dictating a novel or a ro- 
mance?” He started, as if struck with some sudden recollection. 
“No — but I’ll tell you what I recollect well- — that the spectre and 
I were set to copy all the tales and romances that ever had been 
written, in a large, bold, round hand, and then translate them 
into Greek or Latin verse ! ” He smiled, nay even laughed at the 

* A very curious case has been handed lo me, corroboratory of this strange condition 
of feeling, but 1 am not allowed to make it public. 
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thought, almost the lirst time of his giving way to such emotions 
since his recovery. He added, that, as to the latter, the idea of the 
utter hopelessness of ever getting through such a stupendous un- 
dertaking never once presented itself to him, and that he should 
have gone on with it, but that he lost his inkstand ! 

“ Had you ever a clear and distinct idea that you had lost the 
right use of reason?” 

“Why, about that, to tell the truth, I’ve been puzzling myself 
a good deal, and yet I cannot say any thing decisive. I do fancy 
that at times I had short, transient glimpses into the real state of 
things, but they were so evanescent. I am conscious of feeling at 
these times incessant fury, arising from a sense of personal con- 
straint, and I longed ouce to strangle some one who was giving me 
medicine.” 

But one of the most singular of all is yet to come. He still per- 
sisted — yes, then — after his complete recovery, as we supposed, 
in avowing his belief that we had hired a huge boa serpent from 
Exeter Change, to come and keep constant watch over him, to 
constrain h^ movements when he threatened to become violent ; 
that it lay constantly coiled up under his bed for that purpose ; 
that he could now and then feel the motions — the writhing undu- 
lating motions, of its coils — hear it utter a sort of sigh, and see it 
often elevate its head over the bed, and play with its slippery, de- 
licate forked tongue over his face, to soothe him to sleep. When 
poor M , with a serious, earnest air, assured me he still be- 

lieved all this, my hopes of his complete and final restoration to 
sanity were dashed at once! How such an absurd — in short, 
I have no terms in which I may adequately characterise it— how, I 
say, such an idea could possibly be persisted in, I was bewildered 
in attempting to conceive. I frequently strove to reason him out 
of it, bul in vain. To no purpose did I buries jue and caricature 
the notion almost beyond all bounds ; it was useless to remind him 
of the blank impossibility of it ; he regarded me with such a face 
as I should exhibit to a fluent personage, quite in earnest in de- 
monstrating to me that the moon was made of green cheese. 

I have once before heard of a patient who, after recovering from 
an attack of insanity, retained one solitary crotchet— one little 
stain or speck of lunacy — about which, and which alone, he was 
mad to the end of his life. I supposed such to be the case with 

M . It was possible — barely so, I thought— that he might 

entertain his preposterous notion about the boa, and yet be sound 
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in the general texture of his mind. I prayed God it might ; I 
“ hoped against hope.” The last evening I ever spent with him, 
was occupied with my endeavouring, once for all, to disabuse him 
of the idea in question ; and, in the course of our conversation, he 
t disclosed one or two other little symptoms— specks of lunacy — 
• which made me leave him, filled with disheartening doubts as to 

the probability of a permanent recovery. 

* * * ★ 

My worst fears were awfully realized. In about five years from 
the period above alluded to, M— — , who bad got married, and 
had enjoyed excellent general health, was spending the summer 
with his family at Brussels— and one night destroyed himself— 
alas ! alas ! destroyed himself in a manner too terrible to mention ! 

V. / ' 


CHAPTER XVIII . 

THE MARTYR PHILOSOPHER. 

It has been my lot to witness many dreadful deathbeds. I am 
not overstating the truth when I assert, that nearly eight out of 
every ten that have come under my personal observation — of 
course, excluding children— have more or less partaken of this 
character. I know only one way of accounting for it, and some 
may accuse me of cant for adverting to it,— men will not live as if 
they were to die. They are content to let that event come upon 
them “ like a thief in the night” * They grapple with their final 
foe, not merely unprepared, but absolutely incapacitated for the 
struggle, and then wonder and wail at their being overcome and 
“trodden under foot ” I have, in some of the foregoing chapters, 
attempted to sketch three or four dreary scenes of this description, 
my pencil trembling in my hand the while ; and could I but com- 
mand colours dark enough, it were yet in my power to portray 

‘ One of my patients, whom a long course or profligacy had brought to a painful and 
premature deathbed, once quoted this striking Scriptural expression when within less 
lhan an hour or his end. and with a thrill or terror. 
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others far more appalling than any that have gone before — cases 
of those who have left life “clad in. horror’s hideous robe,”— 
“whose sun has gone down at noon in darkness ” if I may be par- 
doned for quoting the fearful language of a very unfashionable 
book. ' ■ ' . 

Now, however, for a while at least, let the storm pass away; 
the accumulated clouds of guilt, despair, madness, disperse; and 

the lightning of the fiercer passions ceas&to shed its disastrous 

* 

glare over our minds. Let us rejoice beneath the serened heavens ; 
let us seek sunnier spots — by turning to the more peaceful pages 
of humanity. Let me attempt to lay before the reader a short 
account of one whose exit was eminently calm, tranquil, and dig- 
nified; who did not skulk into his grave with shame and fear, but 
laid down life with honour : leaving behind him the influence of 
his greatness and goodness, like the evening sun — who smiles sadly 
on the sweet scenes he is quitting, and a holy lustre glows long on 
the features of nature — • - 

v » 

Quiet, as a nun •• 

Breathless with adoration. — W ordsworth. 


. i 

Even were I disposed, I could not gratify the reader with any 

thing like a fair sketch of the early days of Mr. E . I have 

often lamented, that, knowing as I did tho simplicity and frankness 
of his disposition, I did not once avail myself of several opportuni- 
ties which fell in my way of becoming acquainted with the leading 
particulars of his life. Now, however, as is generally the case, I 
can but deplore my negligence, when remedying it is impossible. 
All that I have now in my power to record, are some particulars 
of his latter days. Interesting I know* they will be considered : 
may they prove instructive ! I hope the few records I have here 
preserved, will shew how a mind long disciplined by philosophy, 
and strengthened by religions principle, may triumph over the as- 
sault of evils and misfortunes combined against its expiring ener- 
gies. It is fitting, I say, the world should hear how nobly E 

surmounted such a sudden influx of disasters as have seldom be- 
fore burst overwhelmingly upon a deathbed. 

And should this chapter of my Diary chance to be seen by any 
of his relatives and early friends, I hope the reception it shall meet 
with from the public may stimulate them to give the world some 
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fuller particulars of Mr. E ’s valuable, if not very varied life. 

More than seven years have elapsed since his death ; and, as yet, 
the only intimation the public has had of the event, has been in 
the dreary corner of the public prints allotted to “Deaths " — and 
a brief enumeration in one of the quarterly journals of some of his 
leading contributions to science. The world at large, however, 
scarcely know that he ever lived — or, at least, how he lived or 
died. — But how often is such the fate of modest merit I 

My first acquaintance with Mr, E commenced accidentally, 

not long before his death, at one of the evening meetings of a 
learned society, of which we were both members. The first 
glimpse I caught of him interested me much, and inspired me with 
a kind of reverence for him. He came into the room within a few 
minutes of the chair’s being taken, and walked quietly and slowly, 
with a kind of stooping gait, to one of the benches near the fire- 
place, where he sat down without taking off his great coat, and, 
crossing his gloved hands on .the knob of a high walking-stick, he 
rested his chin on them, and in that attitude continued throughout 
the evening. He removed his hat when the chairman made his 
appearance ; and I never saw a finer head in my life. The crown 
was quite bald, but the base was fringed round, as it were, with 
a little soft, glossy, silver-hued hair, which, in the distance, look- 
ed like a faint halo. His forehead was of noble proportions; and, 
in short, there was an expression of serene intelligence in his 
features, blended with meekness and dignity, which quite en- 
chanted me. 

“Pray, who is that gentleman?” I inquired of my friend Dr. 

D , who was sitting beside me. “ Do you mean that elderly 

thin man sitting near the fire-place, with a great-coat on?” — 

“The same.” — “Oh, it is Mr. E , one of the very ablest men 

in the room, though he talks the least," whispered my friend; 
“ and a man who comes the nearest to my beau ideal of a philo- 
sopher of any man I ever knew or heard of in the present day.” 

“YVhy, he does not seem very well known here,” said I, ob- 
serving that he neither spoke to, nor was spoken to, by any of the 

members present. “ Ah, poor Mr. E is breaking up. I’m 

afraid, and that very fast,” replied my friend with a sigh. “ He 
comes but seldom to our evening meetings, and is not ambitious 
of making many acquaintance.” 1 intimated an eager desire to be 
introduced to him. “Oh, nothing easier,” replied my friend, “for 
I know him more familiarly than any one present, and he 1$, besides, , 
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simple as a child in his manners, even to eccentricity, and the most 
amiable man in the world. I’ll introduce you when the meeting’s 
over.” While we were thus whispering together, the subject of 
our conversation suddenly rose from his seat, and, with a little 
trepidation of manner, addressed a few words to the chair in cor- 
rection of some assertions which he interrupted a member in ad- 
vancing. It was something, if 1 recollect right, about the atomic 
theory, and was received with marked deference by the president, 
and general “ Hear ! hear ! ” from the members. He then resum- 
ed his seat, in which he was presently followed by the speaker, 
whom he had evidently discomfited ; his eyes glistened, and his 
cheeks were (lushed with the effort he had made, and he did not 
rise again till the conclusion of the sitting. We then made our 
way to him, and my friend introduced me. He received me po- 
litely and frankly. He complained, in a weak voice, that the w’alk 
thither had quite exhausted him— that he feared his health was 
failing him, etc. . 

“ Why, Mr. E- , you look very well,” said my friend. 

“Ay, perhaps I do; but you know r how little faith is to be put 
in the hale looks of an old and w eak man. Age generally puts a 
good face on bad matters even to the last,” he added, with a smile 
and a shake of the head. 

“A sad night!” he exclaimed, on hearing the wind howling 
drearily without, for we were standing by a window at the north- 
east corner of the large building ; and a March wind swept cruelly 
by, telling bitter things to the old and feeble who had to face it. 
“ Allow me to recommend that you wrJp up your neck and breast 
well,” said I. 

“I intend it, indeed,” he replied, as he was folding up a large 
silk handkerchief. “One must guard one’s candle with one’s hand, 
or Death will blow it out in a moment. Thai’s the short of treat- 
ment we old people get from him ; no ceremony — he waits for 
one at a bleak corner, and puffs out one’s expiring light with a 
breath; and then hastens on to the more vigorous torch of youth.” 

“ Have you a coach 1 ” inquired Dr. D . “A coach ! I shall 

walk it in less than twenty minutes,” said Mr. E , buttoning 

his coat up to the chin. 

“Allow me to offer you both a seat in mine,” said I; “it is at 
the door, and I am driving towards your neighbourhood.” He and 
Dr. D accepted the offer, and in a few minutes’ time we en- 

tered and drove off. We soon set down the latter, who lived close 
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by ; and then my new philosophical friend and I were left together. 
Our conversation turned, for a while, on the evenings discussion 
at thesociety ; and, in a very few words, remarkably well chosen, 
he pointed out what he considered to have been errors committed 

by Sir and Dr. , the principal speakers. I was not more 

charmed by the lucidness of his views, than by the unaffected dif- 
fidence with which they were expressed. 

“ Well,” said he, after a little pause in our conversation, “your 
carriage motion is mighty pleasant ! It seduces one into a feeling 
of indolence ! These delicious, soft, yieldiug cushioned backs and 
seats, — they would make a man loath to use his legs again ! Yet 
I never kept a carriage iu my life, though I have often wanted 
one, and could easily have afforded it once.” I asked him why? 
He replied, “ It was not because he feared childish accusations of 
ostentation, nor yet in order to save money, but because he thought 
it becoming to a rational being to be content with the natural means 
God has given him, both as to matter of necessity and pleasure. 
It was an insult,” he said, “ to Nature, while she was in full vigour, 
and had exhibited little or no deficiency in her functions — to hurry 
to Art. For my own part,” he continued, “I have always found 
a quiet but exquisite satisfaction, in continuing independent of her 
assistance, though at the cost of some occasional inconvenience : 
it gives you a consciousness of relying incessantly on Him who 
made you. and sustains you in being. Do you recollect the solemn 
saying of Johnson to Garrick, on seeing the immense levies the 
latter had made on the resources of ostentatious, ornamental art? 
‘ Davie, Davie, these are the things that make a deathbed terrible I 
I. said something about Diogenes. “ Ah,” he replied quickly, “the 
other extreme. He accused nature of superfluity, redundancy. 
A proper subordination of externals to her use, is part of her pro- 
vince, else why is she placed among so many materials, and with 
such facilities of using them ? My principle, if such it may be called, 
is, that art may minister to nature, but not pamper or surfeit her 
with superfluities. 

“You would laugh, perhaps, to come to my house, and see the 
extent to which I have carried my principles into practice. I, yes, 
I, whose life has been devoted, among other things, to the dis- 
covery of mechanical contrivances ! You, accustomed, perhaps, 
to the elegant redundancies of these times, may consider my house 
and furniture absurdly plain and naked — a tree stripped of its 
leaves, where the birds are left to lodge on the bare branches! 
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But I want little, and do not ‘ want that little long/ — Stop, how- 
ever, here is my house ! Come— a laugh, you know', is good before 
bed— will you have it now P Come, see a curiosity— a Diogenes, 
but no Cynic ! ” Had the reader seen the modesty, the cheerfulness, 
the calmness of manner, with which Mr. E— — , from time to time, 
joined in the conversation, of which the above is the substance, 
and been aw are of the weight due to his sentiments, as those of 
one who had really lived up to them all his life, — who had earned 
a noble character in the philosophical world — if he be aware how 
often old age and pedantry, grounded on a small reputation, are 
blended in repulsive union ; he might not consider the trouble I 
have taken, thrown away, in recording this my first conversation 

with Mr- E . He was, indeed, an instance of ‘‘philosophy 

teaching by example ; ” a sort.of character to be sought out for in 
life, as one at whose feet w r e may safely sit down and learn. 

1 could not accept of Mr. E ’s invitation that evening, as I 

had a patient to see a little farther on : but I promised him an 
early calL All my way home my mind was filled with the image 

of E , and partook of the tranquillity and pensiveness of its 

guest 

I scarcely know how it was, but, with all my admiration ofMr. 

E , I suifered the month of May to approach its close before I 

again encountered him. It was partly owing to a sudden increase 
of business, created by a raging scarlet fever— and partly occa- 
sioned by illness in my own family. I often thought and talked, 
however, of the philosopher, for that was the name he went by 

with Dr. D and myself. Mr. E had invited us both to 

take “an old-fashioned friendly cup of tea” with him; and, ac- 
cordingly, about six o’clock, we found ourselves driving down to 

his house. On our way. Dr. D told me, that our friend had 

been h widower nearly five years ; and that the loss, somewhat 
sudden, of his amiable and accomplished wife , had worked a great 
change in him, by divesting him of nearly all interest in life or its 
concerns. He pursued even his philosophical occupations with 
languor — more from a kind of habit than inclination. Still he 
retained the same evenness and cheerfulness which had distin- 
guished him through life. But the blow had been struck which 
had severed him from the world’s joys and engagements. He 
might be compared to a great tree torn up by the root, and laid 
prostrate by a storm, yet which dies not all at once. The sap is 
sot instantaneously dried up; but for weeks, or even months, you 
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may see the smaller branches still shooting unconsciously into 
short-lived existence, all fresh and tender from the womb of their 
dead mother; and a rich green mantle of leaves long concealing 
from view the poor fallen trunk beneath. Such was the pensive 
turn my thoughts had taken by the time we had reached Mr. 
E — ■ — ’s door. 

It was a fine summer evening — thef hour of calm excitement. 
The old-fashioned window panes of the house we had stopped at, 
shone like small sheets of fire in the steady slanting rays of the 
retiring sun. It was the first house of a very respectable antique- 
looking row, in the suburbs of London, which had been built In 
the days of Henry the Eighth. Three stately poplars stood sentries 
before the gateway. 

“ Well, here we are at last, at Plato’s Porch, as I’ve christened 
it,” said Dr. D , knocking at the door. On-entering the par- 

lour, a large old-fashioned room, furnished with the utmost sim- 
plicity, consistent with comfort, we found Mr. E silting near 

the window, reading. He was in a brown dressing-gown, and 
studycap. Heroseandwelcomeduscheerfully. “I have been look- 
ing into La Place,” said he, in the first pause which ensued, “and 
a little before your arrival, had flattered myself that I had detect- 
ed some erroneous calculations ; and only look at the quantity of 
evidence that was necessary to convince me that I was a simpleton 
by the side of La Place ! ” pointing to two or three sheets of paper 
crammed with small algebraical characters in pencil — a fearful 
array of symbols — “ 3a%j |£ 4-9 — m = 9; n x log. e” 

— and sines, cosines, series, etc. without end. I had the curiosity 
to take up the volume in question, whift he was speaking to Dr. 

D , and noticed on the fly-leaf the complimentary autograph 

of the Marquis La Place, who had sent his work to Mr. E . 

Tea was presently brought in ; and as soon as the plain old-fashion- 
ed china, etc. had been placed on the table by The man-servant, 

himself a knowing old fellow as I ever saw in my life. Miss E , 

the philosopher’s niece, made her appearance, — an elegant unaf- 
fected girl, with the same style of features as her uncle. 

“I can give a shrewd guess at your thoughts. Dr. — — ,” said 

Mr. E , smiling, as he caught my eye following the movements 

of the man-servant till he left the room. “You fancy my keep- 
ing a man-servant to wait at table does not tally very well with 
what I said the last time I had the pleasure of seeing you.” 

“ 0 dear ! I’m sure you’re mistaken, Mr. E — -. I was struck 
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with the singularity of his countenance and manners, — those of a 
staunch old family servant. ” 

“ Ah, Joseph is a vast favourite with my uncle,” said Miss E , 

“ I can assure you, and fancies himself nearly as great a man as 
his master.” '' 

“ Why, as far as the pratique of the laboratory is concerned, I 
doubt if his superior is to be found in London. He knows if, and 
all my ways, as well as he knows the palm of his own hand ! He 
has the neatest way in the world of making hydrogen gas, and, 

what is more, found it out himself,” said Mr. E , explaining 

the process ; “ and then he is a miracle of cleanliness and care! 
he has not cost me ten shillings in breakage since I knew him. He 
moves among my brittle wares like a cat on a glass wall.” 

“ And then he writes and reads for my uncle— does all the minor 
work of the laboratory — goes on errands — waits at table — in short, 
he’s invaluable,” said Miss E— — . 

“ Quite a factotum, I protest!” exclaimed Dr. D . 

“ You’d lose your better half, then, if he were to die, I suppose,” 
said I, quickly. 

. “ No ! that can happen but once” replied Mr. E , alluding 

to the death of his wife. Conversation flagged for a moment. 

“ You’ve forgotten,” at length said E- , breaking the melancholy 

pause, “the very chiefest of poor Joseph’s accomplishments — 
what an admirable unwearied nurse he is to me l” At that mo- 
ment Joseph entered the room, with a note in his hand, which he 
gave to Mr. E .’ I guessed where it came from— for, happen- 

ing a few moments before to cast my eye to the window, I saw a 
footman walking up to the door ; and there was no mistaking the 
gorgeous scarlet liveries of the Duke of — — . E— , after glancing 
over the letter, begged us to excuse him for a minute or two, as 
the man was waiting for an answer. 

“You, of course, knew what my uncle alluded to,” said Miss 

E , addressing Dr. D in a low tone, as soon as E had 

closed the door after him, “ when he spoke of Joseph’s being a 

nurse— don’t yon Dr. D nodded. “ My poor uncle,” she 

continued, addressing me, “ has been for nearly twenty-five years 
afflicted with a dreadful disease in the spine ; and during all that 
time he has suffered a perfect martyrdom from it. He could not 
stand straight up, if it were to save his life ; and he is obliged to 
sleep in a bed of a very curious description, — the joint contrivance 
of himself and Joseph. He takes nearly half an ounce of laudanum 
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every night, at bed time ; without which, the pains, which are al- 
ways most excruciating at night-time, would not suffer him to get 
a moment’s sleep ! — Oh, how often have I seen him rolling about 
on this carpet and hearth-rug — yes, even in the presence of visi- 
tors — in a perfect ecstasy of agony, and uttering the most heart- 
breaking groans !” 

“And I can add,” said Dr. D , “that he is the most perfect 

Job — the most angelic sufferer I ever saw ! ” 

“ Indeed, indeed, he is,” rejoined Miss E , with emotion. 

“I can say, with perfect truth, that I never once heard him mur- 
mur or complain at his hard fate. When I have been expressing 
my sympathies, during the extremity of his anguish, he has gasped, 

“Well, well, it might have been worse!” — Miss E suddenly 

raised her handkerchief to her eyes, for they were overflowing. 

“ Do you see that beautiful little picture hanging over the mantle- 

piece ?” she inquired, after a pause, which neither Dr. D nor 

I seemed inclined to interrupt — pointing to an exquisite oil-paint- 
ing of the crucifixion. “ I have seen my poor uncle lying down 
on the floor, while in the most violent paroxysms of pain, and 
with his eyes fixed intensely on that picture, exclaim, * Thine were 
greater — thine were greater!’ And then he has presently clasped 
his hands upwards; a smile has beamed upon his pallid quivering 
features, and he has told me the pain was abated.” 

“I once was present during one of these painfully interesting 

scenes,” said Dr. D , “ and have seen such a heavenly radiance 

on his countenance, as could not have been occasioned by the 
mere sudden cessation of the anguish he had been suffering.” 

“ Does not this strange disorder abate with his increasing years? ” 
I inquired. 

“ Alas, no ! ” replied Miss E , “but is, if possible, more fre- 

‘ quent and severe in its seizures. Indeed, we all think it is w ar- 
ing him out fast But for the unwearied services of that faithful 
creature, Joseph, who sleeps in the same room with him, my uncle 
must have died long ago.” 

“ How did this terrible disorder attack Mr. E , and when?” 

I inquired. I was informed that he himself originated the com- 
plaint with aa injury he sustained when a very young man : he 
was riding, one day, on horseback, and his horse, suddenly rear- 
ing backward, Mr. E ’s back came in violent contact with a 

plank, projecting from behind a cart loaded with timber. He was, 
besides, however, subject to a constitutional feebleness in the 
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spine, derived from his father and grandfather. He had consult- 
ed almost every surgeon of eminence in England, and a few on the 
Continent; and spent a little fortune among them — but all had 
been in vain ! 

‘•Really, you will be quite surprised, Doctor ,”said Miss 

E , “ to know, that though such a martyr to pain, and now 

in his sixty-fourth year, my uncle is more active in his habits, and 
regular in his hours, than I ever knew any one. He rises almost 
invariably at four o’clock in summer, and at six in winter, — and 
this, though so h: Ipless, that without Joseph's assistance, he could 
not dress himself” 

“Ah! by the way,” interrupted Dr. D , “ that is another 

peculiarity in Mr. E ’s case ; he is subject to a sort of nightly 

paralysis of the upper extremities, from which he does not com- 
pletely recover, till he has been up for some two or three hours.” 

How little had I thought of the under current of agony, flowing 
incessantly beneath the calm surface of his cheerful and dignified 
demeanour! Opldlosophy ! — O Christian philosophy ! — Iliad failed 
to detect any marks of suffering in his features, though 1 had now 
had two interviews with him — so completely, even hitherto, had 
“ his unconquerable mind conquered the clay ” — as one of our old 
writers expresses it. If I had admired and respected him here- 
tofore, on the ground of Dr. D ’s opinion— how did I now feel 

disposed to adore him ! I looked on him as an instance of long- 
tried heroism and fortitude, almost unparalleled in the history of 
man. Such thoughts were passing through my mind, when Mr. 

E reentered the room. What I had heard during his absence, 

made me now look on him with tenfold interest. I wondered that 
I had overlooked his stoop — and the permanent print of pain on 
his pallid cheek. I gazed at him, in short, with feelings of syinpa-, 
thy and reverence, akin to those called forth by a picture of one 
of the ancient martyrs. 

“I’m sorry to have been deprived of your company so long,” 

# said he; “but I have had to answer an invitation, and several 
questions besides, from 1 daresay you know w horn ?” address- 
ing Dr. D . 

“ I can guess, on the principle ex ungue the gaudy livery, 

‘ vaunts of royalty ’ — eh! Is it?” 

“Yes. He has invited me to dine with Lord , Sir , 

and several other members of the Society, at , this day 

week, but I have declined. At my lime of life I can’t stand late 
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hours and excitement. Besides, one must learn betimes to wean 
from the world, or be suddenly snatched from it, screaming like a 
child,” said Mr. E , with an impressive air. 

“ I believe you are particularly intimate with ; at least I 

have heard so. Are you?” inquired Dr. D . • 

“ No. I might possibly have been so, for has shewn great 

consideration towards ine; hut I can assure you, I am the sought, 
rather than the seeker, and have been all my life.’* 

“ It is often fatal to philosophical independence to approach too 
frequently, and too nearly, the magic circle of the court,” said I. 

“True. Science is, and should be, aspiring. So is the eagle; 
but the royal bird never approaches so near the sun, as to be 

drowned in its blaze. Q has been nothing since he became 

a courtier.” * * * 

“ What do you think of ’s pretensions to science, generally 

and his motives for seeking so anxiously the intimacy of the learn- 
ed?” inquired Dr. D . 

“ Why. ” replied E ,withsome hesitation; “’tisawon- 

derful thing for him to know even a fiftieth part of what he does. 
He is popularly acquainted with the outlines of most of the leading 
sciences. He went through a regular course of readings with my 
‘ admirable friend : but he has not the time necessary to en- 

sure a successful prosecution of science. It is, however, infinitely 
advantageous to science and literature, to have the willing and 
active patronage of royalty. I never knew him exhibit one trait 
of overbearing dogmatism ; and that is saying much for one whom 
all flatter always. It has struck me, however, that he has rather 
loo anxious an eye towards securing the character and applause 
of a Maecenas,” 

“Pray, Mr. E , do you recollect mentioning to me an incident 

which occurred at a large dinnerparty given by , where you 

were present, when Dr. made use of these words to : 

‘Does not your think it possible for a man to pelt another with 

potatoes, to provoke him to fling peaches in return, for want of other 
missiles? ' — and the furious answer was ” 

“ W'e will drop that subject, if you please,” said E coldly, 

at the same time colouring, and giving my friend a peculiar moni- 
tory look. 

“ I know well, personally, that has done very many noble 

things in his day — most of them, comparatively, iu secret; and one 

magnificent action be has performed lately towards a man of 
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scientific eminence, who iias been as unfortunate as he is deserv- 
ing, which will probably never come to the public ear, unless 

and- die suddenly,” said Mr. E . He had scarcely uttered 

these words, when he turned suddenly pale, laid down his tea- 
awp with a quivering band, and slipped slowly from his chair to 
the floor, w here he lay at his full length, rolling to and fro, with 
his hands pressed upon the lower part of his spine — and all the 
while uttering deep sighs and groans. The big drops of perspira- 
tion. rolling from his forehead down his cheeks, evidenced the 

dreadful agony he was enduring. Dr. D and I both knelt 

down on one knee by his side, proffering our assistance ; but he 
entreated us to leave him to himself for a few moments, and he 
should soon be better. 

“Emma!” he gasped, calling his niece — who, sobbing bitterly, 
was at his side in a moment — “kiss me — that’s a dear girl — and 
go up to bed— but, on your way, send Joseph here directly.” 
She retired, and in a few moments Joseph entered hastily, with a 
broad leathern band, which he drew round his master’s waist and 
buckled tightly. He then pressed with both his hands for some 
time upon the immediate seal of the pain. Our situation was em- 
barrassing and distressing — both of us medical men, and yet com- 
pelled to stand by, mere passive spectators of agonies we could • 
neither alleviate nor remove. 

“Do you absolutely despair of discovering what the precise na- 
ture of this complaint is?” I inquired in an under tone. 

“Yes — in common with every one else that has tried to discover 
it. That it is an affection of the spinal chord, is clear; but what 
is the immediate exciting cause of these tremendous paroxysms I 
cannot conjecture,” replied Dr. D— — . 

“"What have been the principal remedies resorted to?" 

“Oh, every thing— almost every thing that the wit of man could 
devise — local and general bleedings to a dreadful extent ; irrita- 
tions and counter irritations without end ; electricity — galvanism 
— all the resources of medicine and surgery have been ransacked 

to no purpose. — Look at him ! ” whispered Dr. D , “ look — 

look — do you see how his whole body is drawn together in a heap, 
while his limbs are quivering as though they would fall from him ? 
— See— see — how they are now struck out, and plunging about, 
his hands clutching convulsively at the carpet — scarcely a trace of 
humanity in his distorted features — as if this great and good man 
were the sport of a demon I ” 
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“Oh .' gracious God! Can we do nothing to help him ?” I in- 
quired, suddenly approaching him, almost stifled with my emo- 
tions. Mr. E did not seem conscious of our approach ; but 

lay rather quieter, groaning, — “ Oh— oh— oh— that it would please 
God to dismiss inc from my sufferings! ” 

“ My dear, dear Mr. E ,” exclaimed Dr. D , excessively 

agitated, “ can we do nothing for you ? Can’t we be of any service 
to you?” 

“Oh, none — none— none!” he groaned, in tones expressive of 
utter hopelessness. For more than a quarter of an hour did this 
victim of disease continue writhing on the floor, and we standing 
by, ^‘physicians of no value!” The violence of the paroxysm 
abated at length, and again we stooped, for the purpose of raising 
him and carrying him to the sofa— but he motioned us off, exclaim- 
ing so faintly as to be almost inaudible, — “No — no, thank you — I 
must not bcPntovcd for this hour — and when I am, it must be to 
bed.” — “ Then we will bid you good-evening, .and pray to God 
you may be better in the morning.” — “Yes- — yes; better — better; 
good — good-bye,” he muttered indistinctly. 

• “Master’s falling asleep, gentlemen, as he always does after 
these fits,” said Joseph, who had his arm round his suffering mas- 
ter’s neck. We, of course, left immediately, and met Miss E 

in the passage, muflled in her shawl, and sobbing as if she would 
break her heart. 

Dr. D told me, as we were driving home, that, about two 

years ago, E made a week’s stay with him ; and that, on one 

occasion, he endured agonies of such dreadful intensity, as no- 
thing could abate, or in any measure alleviate, but two doses of 
landanum, of nearly half an ounce each, within half an hour of 
each other ; and that even then he did not sleep for more than two 
hours. “ When he awoke,” continued my friend, “ he was lying 
on the sofa in a state of the utmost exhaustion, the perspiration 
running from him like water. I asked him if he did not sometimes 
yield to such thoughts as were suggested to Job by his impetuous 
friends, — to ‘ curse God and die,’ — to repin*e at the long and linger- 
ing tortures he had endured nearly all his life, for no apparent 
crime of his own? ‘No, no,’ he replied calmly; I’ve suffered too 
long an apprenticeship to pain for that ! I own I was at first a little 
disobedient — a little restive — but now I am learning resignation ! 
Would not useless fretting serve to enhance — to aggravate my 
pains?’ ‘ Well!* I exclaimed, ‘it puzzles my theology — if any 
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tiling could make me sceptical ’ E saw the train of my 

thoughts, and interrupted me, laying Ills white wasted hand or 
mine— 1 1 always strive to hear in mind that I am in the hands of 
a God as good as great, and that I am not to doubt his goodness, 
because I cannot exactly see how he brings it about. Doubtless 
there are reasons for my suffering what I do, which, though at 
present incomprehensible to me, would appear abundantly satis- 
factory. could I be made acquainted with them. Oh, Dr. D , 

what would become of me,’ said E , solemnly, ‘were I, instead 

of the rich consolations of religion, to have nothing tq rely on 
but the disheartening speculations of infidelity ! — If in tA»« world 
only I have hope,’ lie continued, looking steadfastly upwards, ‘ J 
am of all men most miserable I ’—Is it not dangerous to know such 
a man, lest one should feel inclined to fall down and worship 
him?’’ inquired my friend. Indeed I thought so. Surely E- — > 
was a miracle of patience and fortitude ! and how he Imd contrived 
to make his splendid advancements in science, while subject to 
such almost unheard-of tortures, both as to duration and intensity 
—had devoted himself so successfully to the prosecution of studies 
requiring habits of long, patient, profound abstraction,— was to 
me inconceivable. 

How few of us are aware of what is suffered by those with whom 
we are most intimate 1 How few know the heavy counterbalancing? 
of popularity and eminence— the exquisite agonies, whether phy* 
deal or mental, inflicted by one irremoveable “ thorn in the flesh 1 ” 
Oh ! the miseries of that eminence whose chief prerogative too 
often is— 

Above the vulgar herd to rot in state! 

* in- 

tern little had I thought, while garing at the — «- Rooms on this 
admirable man, first fascinated with llie placidity of his noble fea- 
tures, that I looked at one who had equal claims to the character 
of a martyr and a philosopher! How my own petty grievances 

dwindled away in comparison with those endured by E 1 How 

contemptible the pusillanimity I had often exhibited ! 

And do you, reader, who, if a man, are, perhaps, in the habit 
of cursing and blaspheming, while smarting under thetoothach, or 
any of those minor “ ills that flesh is heir to,” thiuk, at such times, 
of poor, meek, suffering E , and l>e silent ! 

I could not dismiss from my raiud the painful image of E— 
writhing on the floor, as I have above described, but lay the greater 
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part of the night reflecting on the probable nature of his unusual 
disorder. Was it any thing of a spasmodic nature? Would not 
such attacks have worn him out long ago ? Was it one of the re- 
moter effects of partial paralysis? Was it a preternatural pressure 
on the spinal chord, occasioned by fracture of one’ of the vertebrae, 
or enlargement of the intervertebral ligaments? Or was it owing 
to a thickening of the medulla-spinalis itself? 

Fifty similar conjectures passed through ray mind, excited as 
well by the singularity of the disease, as by sympathy for the suf- 
ferer. Before I fell asleep, I resolved to call on him during the 
next day, and inquire carefully into the nature of his symptoms, 
in the forlorn hope of hitting on some means of mitigating his suf- 
ferings. 

By twelve o’clock at noon I was set down again at his door. A 

maid-servant answered my summons, and told me that Mr. E 

and Joseph were busily engaged In the “ Labbonj!" She took in 
my card to him, and returned with her master’s compliments, and 
he would thank me to step in. I followed the girl to the labora- 
tory. On opening the door, I saw E and his trusty w ork-fel- 

low, Joseph, busily engaged in fusing some species of metal. The 
former was dressed as on the preceding evening with the addition 
of a long black apron, — looked healed and flushed with exercise; 
and, with his stooping gait, was holding some small implement over 
the furnace, while Joseph, on his knees, was puffing away at the 
fire with a small pair of bellows — To anticipate for a moment. 

How little did E or I imagine, that this was very nearly the 

last time of his ever again entering the scene of his long and useful 
scientific labours! 

I w as utterly astonished to see one whose sufferings over night 
had been so dreadful, quietly pursuing his avocations in the morn- 
ing, as though nothing had happened to him ! 

“Excuse my shaking hands with you for the present, Doctor,” 

said E , looking at me through a huge pair of tortoise-shell 

spectacles, “for both hands are engaged, you see. My friend 
Dr. has just sent me a piece of platina, and you see I’m al- 

ready playing pranks with it ! Really, I’m as eager to spoil a 
plaything to see what my rattle’s made of, as any philosophical 
child in the kingdom 1 Here I am analyzing, dissolving, trans- 
muting, and so on. — But I’ve really an important end in view here, 
tning a new combination of metal, and Dr. - — - is anxioup to 
know if the result of my process corresponds with his. — Wow, now. 
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Joseph,” said E , breaking off suddenly, “ it is ready; bring 

the” At this critical instant, by some unlucky accident, poor 

Joseph suddenly overthrew the whole apparatus — and the com- 
pounds, ashes, fragments, etc. were spilled on the floor ! Really, 
I quite lost my own temper with thinking on the vexatious 

disappointment it would be to E . Not so, however, with 

him. 

“ Oh, dear — dear, dear me ! Well, here’s an end of our day’s 
work before we thought for it ! How did you do it, Joseph, eh ?” 

said E , with an air of chagrin, but with perfect mildness of 

lone. What a ludicrous contrast between the philosopher and his 
assistant! The latter, an obese little fellow, with a droll cast of 
one eye, was quite red in the face, and wringing his hands, ex- 
claimed, — “O Lord — O Lord — 0 Lord! what could I have been 
doing. Master?” 

“Why, that’s Surely your concern more than mine,” replied 

E smiling at me. “ Come, come, it can’t be helped — you’ve 

done yourself more harm than me— by giving Dr. such a spe- 

cimen of your awkwardness as J have not seen for many a month. 

See and set tilings to right as soon as possible,” saidE , calmly 

putting away his spectacles. 

“ Well, Dr. , what do you think of my little workshop?” 

hecontinued, addressing me, who still stood with my hat and gloves 
on— surprised and delighted to see that his temper had stood this 
trial, and that such a provoking contre-temps had really not at all 
rutiled hiih. From the position in which he stood, the light fell 
strongly on his face, and I saw his features more distinctly than 
heretofore. I noticed that sure index of a thinking countenance, 
three strong perpendicular marks or folds between the eyebrows, 
at right angles w ith tire deep wrinkles that furrowed his forehead, 
and then the “untroubled lustre” of his cold, clear, full, blue eyes, 
rich and serene as that 

through whose clear medium the great sun 

Lovelh to shoot his beams, all brighl'niug, all 
Turning to gold. 

Reader, when you see a face of this stamp, so marked, and with 
such eyes and forehead, rest assured you are looking at a gifted, 
if not an extraordinary man. 

The lower features were somewhat shrunk and sallow — as well 
they might, if only from a thousand hours of agony, setting aside 
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the constant wearing of his “ever waking mind ; ” yet a smile of 
cheerfulness — call it rather resignation— irradiated his pale coun- 
tenance, like twilight on a sepulchre. He shewed me round his 
laboratory, which was kept in most exemplary cleanliness and or- 
der; and then, opening a door, we entered the “ sanctum sancto- 
rum — his study. It had not more, I should think, than five or 
six hundred books ; but all of them — in plain substantial bindings — 
had manifestly seen good service. Immediately beneath the win- 
dow stood several portions of a splendid astronomical apparatus — 
a very large telescope, in exquisite order — a recently invented in- 
strument for calculating the parallaxes of the fixed stars — a chro- 
nometer of his own construction, etc. “Do you see this piece of 
furniture ?” he inquired, directing my attention to a sort of sideless 
sofa, or broad inclined plane, stuffed, the extremity turned up, to 
rest the feet against — and being at an angle of about forty-five de- 
grees with the floor. “ Ah ! could that thing speak, it might tell 
a tale of my tortures, such as no living being may ! For, when I feel 
my daily paroxysms coming on me, if I am any where near my 
study, I lay my wearied limbs here, and continue till I And relief! ” 
This put conversation into the very train I wished. I begged him 
to favour me with a description of his disease; and he sat down 
and complied. I recollect him comparing the pain to that which 
might follow the incessant stinging of a wasp at the spinal marrow- 
sudden lancinating, accompanied by quivering sensations through- 
out the whole nervous system — followed by a strange sense of 
numbness. He said, that at other times it was as though some 
one were in the act of drilling a hole through his backbone, aud 
piercing the marrow ! Sometimes, during the moments of his 
most ecstatic agonies, he felt as though his backbone were rent 
asunder all the way up. The pain was, on the whole, local — 
confined to the first of the lumbar vertebra; but occasionally fluc- 
tuating between them and the dorsal. 

When he had finished the dreary details of his disease, I was 
obliged to acknowledge, witli a sigh, that nothing suggested itself 

to me as a remedy, but what I understood from Dr. D had 

been tried over and over, and over again. — “You are right,” he 
replied, sorrowfully. “Dreadful as are my sufferings, llie bare 
thought of undergoing more medical or surgical treatment makes 
me shudder. My back is already frightfully disfigured with the 
searings of caustic, seton-marks, cupping, and blistering; and 
1 hope God will give me patience to wait till these perpetual knock- 
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ings, as it were, shall have at length battered down this frail struc- 
ture.” 

"Mr. E , you rival some of the old martyrs!” I faltered, 

grasping his hand as we rose to leave the study. 

44 In poiut of bodily suffering, I may ; but their holiness! Those 
who are put into the keenest parts— the very heart of the * fiery 
furnace’ — will come out most refined at last ! ” 

“ Well, you may be earniug a glorious reward hereafter, for 
your constancy.” < 

44 Or I may be merely smarting for the sins of my forefathers!” 
exclaimed E , mournfully. 

Monday, July 1 8 — . Having been summoned to a patient in the 

neighbourhood of E , I took that oppor unity of calling upon 

him on my return. It was about nine o’clock in the evening ; and 
I found the philosopher sitting pensively in the parlour alone ; for 
his niece, I learned, had retired early, owing to indisposition. A 
peculiar sinumbra lamp, of his own contrivance, stood on the 
table, which was strewn with books, pamphlets, and papers. He 
received me with his usual gentle affability. 

"I don’t know how it is, but I feel in a singular mood of mind 
to-night,” said he : “ I ought to say rather many moods : sometimes 
so suddenly and strongly excited, as to lose the control over my 
emotions — at others sinking into the depths of despondency. I’ve 
been trying for these two hours to glance over tbisNew View of Uie 
Neptunian Theory,” pointing to an open book on the table/ 4 which 

has sent me, to review for him in the ; but Tis useless; 

I cannot command my thoughts.” I felt his pulse: it was one of 
the most irregular I had ever known. “ I know what you suspect,” 
said he, observing my eyes fixed with a puzzled air on my watch, • 

and my finger at his wrist, for several minutes ; 44 some organic mis- 
chief at the heart Several of your fraternity have latterly com- 
forted me with assurances to that effect.” I assured him I did not 
apprehend any thing of the kind, but merely that his circulation 
was a little disturbed by recent excitement. 

“ True— true,” he replied, 44 1 am a little flustered, as the phrase 
is” 

44 Oh— here’s the secret, I suppose?” said I, reaching to a pe- 
riodical publication of the month, lying on the table, aiid in which 
I had a few days ago read a somewhat virulent attack on him. 

44 You’re very rudely handled here, I think?” said I. 
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“ What, do you think that has discomposed me?” he inquired 
with a smile. “ No, no— I’m past feeling these things long ago! 
Abuse — mere personality— now excites in me no emotion of any 
kind ! ” 

“ Why, Mr. E , surely you are not indifferent to the opinion 

of the public, which may be misled by such things as these, if suf- 
fered to go unanswered?” 

“ I am not afraid of that. If I’ve done any thing good in my 
time, as I have honestly tried to do, sensible people won’t believe 
me an impostor at any man’s bidding. Those who would be so 
influenced, are hardly worth undeceiving.”* 

* * “ There’s a good deal of acuteness in the paper, and, in one 
particular, the reviewer has fairly caught me tripping. He may 
laugh at me as much as he pleases ; but why go about to put him- 
self in a passion ? The subject did not require it. But if he is in a 
passion, should I not be foolish to be in one too ?— Passion serves 
only to put out truth ; and no one would indulge it that had 
truth only in view. * * The real occasion of my nervousness,” he 
continued, “ is far different from what you have supposed, — a 
little incident which occurred only this evening, and I will tell it 
you. ’ 

“ My niece, feeling poorly with a cold, retired to bed as soon as 
she had done tea; and, after sitting here about a quarter of an 
hour, I took one of the candles, and walked to the laboratory, to 
see w hether all was right — as is my custom every evening. On 
opening the door, to my very great amazement, I saw a stranger 
in it : a gentleman in dark-coloured clothes, holding a dim taper in 
one hand, aud engaged in going rouud the room, apparently put- 
ting all my instruments in order. I stood at the door almost pe- 
trified, watching his movements, without thinking of interrupting 
them, for a sudden feeling of something like awe crept over me. 
He made no noise whatever, and did not seem aware that any one 
was looking at him— or if he was, he did not seem disposed to no- 
tice the interruption. I saw him as clearly, and what he was doing, 
as I now see you playing with your gloves 1 He was engaged lei- 
surely putting away all myloose implements; shutting boxes, cases, 

* “This gentleman's speculations have long served to amuse children and old people: 
now that he has btcome old hiratelf, he also in i y hope for amusement from them. 
•‘This mountain has so long brought forth mice, that, now it has become enfeebled and 
worn out, it may amuse itself with looking after its progeny.’*— “ Chimeras of a diseased 

brain.”— “ Quackery ” R-oietr, [ neither the Edinburgh nor Quarterly. 1 Mr. E 

knew who wot Ike writer ofthit article. 
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and cup-boards, with the accuracy of one who was perfectly well 
acquainted with his work. Having thus disposed of all the instru- 
ments and apparatus which had been used to-day — and we have had 
very many more than usual out — he opened the inner-door leading 
to the study, and entered — I following in mute astonishment. He 
went to work the same way in the study; shutting up several vo- 
lumes that lay open on the table, and carefully replacing them in 
their proper places on the shelves. 

“ Having cleared away these, he approached the astronomical 
apparatus near the window, put the cap on the object-end of the te- 
lescope, pushed in the joints all noiselessly, closed up in its case my 
new chronometer, and then returned to the table where my desk 
lay, took up the inkstand, poured out the ink into the fireplace, 
flung all the pens under the grate, and then shut the desk, locked 
it, and laid the key on the top of it. When he had done all this, 
he walked towards the wall, and turned slowly towards me, looked 
me full in the face, and shook his head mournfully. The taper he 
held in his hand slowly expired, and the spectre, if such it were, 
disappeared. The strangest part of the story is yet to follow. 
The pale, fixed features seemed perfectly familiar to me— they 
were those which I had often gazed at, in a portrait of Mr. Bgyle, 
prefixed to my quarto copy of his Treatise of Atmospheric Air. As 
soon as I had a little recovered my self-possession, I took down the 
work in question, and examined the portrait. I was right !■ — I 
cannot account for my not having spoken to the figure, or gone 
close up to it. I think I could have done either, as far as courage 
went. My prevailing idea was, that a single word would have dis- 
solved the charm, and my curiosity prompted me to see it out. 1 
returned to the parlour, and rang the bell for Joseph. 

“ ‘Joseph,’ saidl, ‘have yousetthings to rights in the laboratory 
and study to-night?’ — ‘Yes, Master,’ he replied, with surprise in 
his manner; ‘1 finished it before tea-time, and set tilings in parti- 
cular good order — I gave both the rooms a right good cleaning out 
— I’m sure there’s not even a pin in its wrong place.’ 

“ ‘ What made you fling the pens and ink in the fireplace and 
under the grate?’ ' - ' ‘ 

“ ‘ Because I thought they were of no use — the pens worn to 
stumps, and the ink thick and clotted — too much gum in it. ’ He 
was evidently astonished at being asked such questions — and was 
going to explain further, when I said simply, ‘ That will do,’ and he 
retired. Now, what am I to think of all this? If it were a mere 
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ocular spectrum, clothed with its functions from my own excited 
fancy, there was yet a unity of purpose in its doings that is extra- 
ordinal^ ! Something very much like ‘ shutting up the shop ’ — eh ?” 
inquired E , with a melancholy smile. 

“ ’Tis touching — very ! I never heard of a more Aguiar inci- 
dent,” I replied, abstractedly, without removing my eyes from the 
fire ; for my reading of the occurrence was a sudden and strong 

conviction, that, ghost or no ghost, E had toiled his last in the 

behalf of science — that he would never agaip have occasion to use 
his philosophical machinery! This melancholy presentiment in- 
vested E , and all he said or did, with tenfold interest in my 

eyes. “ Don’t suppose, Doctor, that I am weak enough to be se- 
riously disturbed by the occurrence I have just been mentioning. 
Whether or not it really portends my approaching death, I know 
not. Though I am not presumptuous enough tosuppose myself so 
important as to warrant any special interference of Providence on 
my behalf, yet I cannot help thinking I am to look on this as a warn- 
ing — a solemn premonition — t at I may ‘ set my house in order, 
and die.’ ” Our conversation during the remainder of our inter- 
view, turned on the topic suggested by the affecting incident just 
related. I listened to all he uttered, as to the words of a doomed — 
a dying man ! What E advanced on this difficult and interest- 

ing subject, was marked not less by sound philosophy, than un- 
feigned piety. He ended with avowing his belief, that the Omni- 
potent Being, who formed both the body and the soul, and willed 
them to exist unitedly, could surely, nevertheless, if he saw good, 
cause the one to exist separately from the other; either by endow- 
ing it with new properties for that special purpose, or by enabling it 
to exercise, in its disembodied state, those powers which continued 
latent in it during its connexion with the body. Did it follow, he 
asked, that neither body nor soul possessed any other qualities than 
th^se which were necessary to enable them to exist together? Why 
should the soul be incapable of a substantially distinct personal 
existence? Where the impossibility of its being made visible to the 
organs of sense ? Has the Almighty no means of bringing this to 
pass? Are there no latent properties in the organs of vision — no 
subtle sympathies with immaterial substances — which are yet un- 
discovered — and even undiscoverable ? Surely this may be the 
case — though how , it would be impossible to conjecture. He saw 
no bad philosophy, he said, in this; and he who decided the ques- 
tion in the negative, before he had brought forward some evidence 
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of its moral or physical impossibility , was guilty of most presump- 
tuous dogmatism. • , . . - ■ .•? 

This is the substance of his opinions ; but alas ! I lack the chaste, 
nervous, philosophical eloquence in which they were clothed. A 

distinguish £1 living character said of E , that he was the most 

fascinating talker on abstruse subjects he ever heard. I could have 
staid all night listening to him. In fact, I fear I ^trespass on his 
politeness even to inconvenience. I staid and partook of his supper, 
•^simple frugal fare-*-consisting of roast potatoes, and two tum- 
blers of new milk. I left about eleven : my mind occupied but with 

one wish all the way home, — that I had known E intimately 

for as many years as hours ? 


1 4 - 


Two days afterwards, the following hurried note was put into 
my hands, from my friend Dr. D : “ My dear , I am sure 


you will be as much afflicted as I was, at hearing that out inesti- 
mable fiiend, Mr. E , had a sudden stroke of the palsy this 

afternoon, about two o’clock, from which I very much fear he may 
never recover ; for this, added to his advanced age, and the dread- 
ful chronic complaint under which he labours, is surely sufficient to 
shatter the small remains of his strength. I need hardly say, that 
all is in confusion at . I am going down there to-night, and 


shall be happy to drive you down also, if you will be at my house 
by seven. Yours,” etc. I was grieved and agitated, but in nowise 
surprised at this intelligence. What passed the last time I saw him 
prepared me for something of this kii.d ! : 

On arriving in the evening, we were shewn into the parlour. 

Where sat Miss E , in a paroxysm of hysterical weeping, which 

bad forced her a few moments before to leave her uncle’s sick-room. 
It was some time before we could calm her agitated spirits, or get 
her to give us any thing like a connected account of her uncle’s sud- 
den illness. “ Oh, these will tell you all ! ” said she, sobbing, and 
taking two letters from her bosom, one ofwhich bore a black s*al : 
It is these cruel letters that have broken his heart! Both caihe 
by the same pp£t this morning ! ” She withdrew', promising to 
send for us wheu all was ready, and we hastily opened the two let- 
ters she i$<i left. What w ill the reader suppose were the two 
heavy strokes dealt at once upon the head of Mr. E by an in- 

scrutable Providence ? The letter I opened, conveyed the intelli- 
gence of the sudden death, in childbed, of Mrs. , his only daugh- 

ter, to whom he had been most passionately attached. The letter 
- Ik* D held in his hand, disclosed an instance of almost unpa- 
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ralleled perfidy and ingratitude. I shall here state what I learned 

afterwards, — that, many years ago, Mr. E had taken a poor 

lad from one of the parish schools, pleased witii his quickness and 
obedience, and had apprenticed him to a respectable tradesman. 

He served his articles honourably, and Mr. E nobly advanced 

him funds to establish himself in business. He prospered beyond 

everyone’s expecta' ions; and the good, generous, confiding E -, 

was so delighted with his conduct, .and peisuaded of his principles, 
that he gradually advanced him large sums of money to increase 
an extensive connexion ; and, at Iasi, invested his all, amounting to 
little short of 15,000/., in tills man’s concern, for which he received 
five per rent. Sudden success, however, turned this young man’s 
head ; and Mr. E had long been uneasy at hearing current ru- 

mours about his protdgd’s unsteadiness and extravagance. He had 
several limes spoken to him about them ; but was easily persuaded 
that the reports in question were as groundless as malignant. Aud 
as the last half-year’s interest was paid punctually, accompanied 
with a hint, that if doubts were entertained of his probity, the map 
was ready to refund a great part of the principal , Mr. E ’s con- 

fidence revived. Now, the letter in question was from this person ; 
and stated, that, though “ circumstances ” had compelled him to 
withdraw from his creditors for the present — in other words, to 

abscond — he had no doubt that if Mr. E- would wait a little, 

he should in time be able to pay him “ a fair dividend! ” 

“Good God! why, E is ruined!" exclaimed Dr. D , 

turning pale, and dropping the letter, after having read it to me. 
“Yes, ruined! — all the hard savings of many years’ labour and 
economy, gone at a stroke ! ” 

“ Why, w as a//his small fortune embarkedin this man’s concern?” 

“All, except a few hundreds lying loose at his banker’s! — What 
is to become of poor Miss E ? ” 

“ Cannot this infamous scoundrel be brought to justice?” I in- 
quired. 

“ If he were, he may prove, perhaps, not worth powder and 
shot, the viper! ” 

Similar emotions kept us both silent for several moments. 

“ This will put his philosophy to a dreadful trial,” said I. “ How 
do you think he will bear it, should he recover from the present 
seizure so far as to be made sensible of the extent of his misfor- 
tunes ? ” 

“ Oh, nobly, nobly! I’ll pledge my existence to it! He’ll bear 
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it like a Christian as well as a philosopher ! I’ve seen him in trouble 
before this.” 

“ Is Miss E entirely dependent on her uncle ; and has he 

made no provision for her? ” 

“ Alas i he had appropriated to her 5000/. of the 1 5000/. in this 
man’s hands as a marriage portion — I know it, for I am one of his 
executors. The circumstance of leaving her thus destitute will, I 
know, prey cruelly on his mind.” Shortly afterwards, we were 
summoned into the chamber of the venerable sufferer. His niece 
sat at the bedside, near his head, holding one of his cold motion- 
less hands in hers. Mr. E ’sface, deadly pale, and damp with 

perspiration, had suffered a shocking distortion of the features, — 
the left eye and the mouth being drawn downwards to the left side. 
He gazed at us vacantly, evidently without recognising us, as we 
look our stations, one at the foot, the other at the side of the bed. 
"What a melancholy contrast between the present expression of his 
eyes, and that of acuteness and brilliance which eminently charac- 
terised them in health ! They reminded me of Milton’s sun, looking 

through the horizontal misty air, 

Shorn of Us beams. . 

The distorted lips were moving about incessantly, as though with 
abortive efforts to speak, though he could utter nothing but an in- 
articulate murmuring sound, which he had continued almost from 
the moment of his being struck. Was it not a piteous — a heart- 
rending spectacle? Was this the philosopher ! 

After making due inquiries, and ascertaining the extent of the in- 
jury to his nervous system , we withdre w to consult on the treatment 
to be adopted. I considered that the uncommon quantities of lau- 
danum he had so long been in the habit of receiving into his system, 
alone sufficiently accounted for his present seizure. Then, |gain, 
the disease in his spine — the consequent exhaustion of his energies 
• — the sedentary, thoughtful life he led — all these w ere at least pre- 
disposing causes. The sudden shock he had received in the morn- 
ing merely accelerated what had long been advancing on him. We 
both anticipated a speedy fata) issue, and resolved to take the 
earliest opportunity of acquainting him with his approaching 
end. 

[He lies in nearly the same state during Thursday and Friday.] 

Saturday. — We are both astonished and delighted to find that 
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E ’s daily paroxysms have deserted him, at least he has ex- 

hibited no symptoms of their appearance up to this day. On en- 
tering the room, we found to our inexpressible satisfaction, that 
his disorder had taken a very unusual and happy course — having 
been worked out of the system by fever. This, as my medical 
readers will be aware, is a very rare occurrence. — [Three or four 
pages of the Diary are occupied with technical det ..ils, of no in- 
terest whatever to the general reader.] — His features were soon 
restored to their natural position, and, in short, every appearance 
of palsy left him. 

Sunday evening. — Mr. E — ■ — going on well, and his mental ener- 
gies and speech perfectly restored. I called on him alone. Almost 
his first words to me were, — “ Well, Doctor, good Mr. Boyle was 
right, you see!” I replied, that it yet remained to be proved. 

“ God sent me a noble messenger to summon me hence, did he 
not ? One whose character has always been my model, as far as 
I could imitate his great and good qualities. ” 

“ You attach too much weight, Mr. E , to that creature of 

imagination ” 

“ What! do you really doubt that I am on my death-bed? I 
assuredly shall not recover. The pains in my back have left me, 
that my end may be easy. Ay, ay, the ‘ silver cord is loosed.’ ” 
I inquired about the sudden cessation of his chronic complaint. 
He said, it had totally disappeared, leaving behind it only a sensa- 
tion of numbness. “ In this instance of His mercy towards an un- 
worthy worm of the earth , I devoutly thank my Father — my God ! ” 
he exclaimed, looking reverentially upward. — “ Oh, how could I 
in patience have possessed my soul, if to the pains of dying had 
been superadded those which have embittered life ! — My constant 
prayer to God has been, that, if it be His will, my life may run out 
clear to the last drop; and though the stream has been a little 
troubled,” — alluding to the intelligence which had occasioned 
his illness, “I may yet have my prayer answered. — Oh, sweet 
darling Anne! why should I grieve for you? Where I am going, I 
humbly believe you are ! Root and branch, both gathered home ! ” 
He shed tears abundantly, but spoke of the dreadful bereavement 
in terms of perfect resignation. ****** 
“ You are no doubt acquainted,” he continued, “with the other 
afflicting news, which, I own, has cut me to the quick! My con- 
fidence has been betrayed — my sweet niece’s prospects utterly 
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blighted — and I made a beggar of in my old age. This ungrateful 
man has squandered away infamously the careful savings of more 
than thirty years — every penny of which has been earned with the 
sweat of my brow. I do not so much care for it myself, as I have 
still enough left to preserve me from want during the few remain- 
ing days 1 have left me, but my poor dear Emma 1 My heart aches 
to think of it ! ” 

“ I hope you may yet recover some portion of your property, Mr. 
E ; the man speaks in his letter of paying you a fair dividend.” 

“No, no— when once a man has deliberalely acled in such an 
unprincipled manner as he has, it is foolish to expect restitution. 
Loss of character and the confidence of his benefactor, makes him 
desperate. I find, that, should I linger on earth longer than a few 
weeks, I cannot now afford to pay the rent of this house— I must 
remove from it — I cannot die in the house in which my poor wife 
breathed her last —this very room ! ” His tears burst forth again, 
and mine started to my eyes. “ A friend is now looking out lodg- 
ings for me hi the neighbourhood, to which I shall remove the in- 
stant my health will permit. It goes to my heart, to think of the 
bustling auctioneer disposing of all my apparatus,” — tears again 
gushed from his eyes — “ the companions of many years” 

“ Dear, dear sir 1 —Your friends will ransack heaven and earth 
before your fears shall be verified,” said I, w ith emotion. 

“They — you — are veiy good — but you would be unsuccessful! 
— You must think me very weak to let these things overcome me 
in this way —one can't help feeling them! — A man may writhe 
tinder the amputating knife, and yet acknowledge the necessity of 
its use ! My spirit wants disciplining. ” 

“ Allow me to say, Mr. E , that I think you bear your mis- 
fortunes with admirable fortitude — true philosophic” 

“ Oh, Doctor! Doctor! ” be exclaimed, interrupting me, with 
solemn emphasis — “Believe a dying man, to whom ail this world's 
fancied realties have sunk into shadows — nothing c:m make a death- 
bed easy, but BEUCiOK-a humble, hearty faith in Him, whose 
Son redeemed mankiud ! Philosophy— science— is a nothing— a 
mockery— a delusion — if it be only of this world 1 I believe from 
the bottom of my heart, and have long done so, that theesseuee — 
the very crown and glory of true philosophy, is to surrender up the 
soul entirely to God’s teaching, and practically receive and appre- 
ciate the consolations of the gospel of Jesus Christ 1 ” Oh, the fer- 
vency with which he expressed himself — his shrunk clasped hands 
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pointed upwards, and his features beaming: with devotion! I told 
him it did my heart good to hear such opinions avowed by a man 
of his distinguished attainments. 

“ Don’t— don’t— don’t talk in that strain, Doctor ! ” said he, turn- 
ing to me with a reproving air. “ Could a living man but know 
how compliments pail upon a dying man's ear! * * 4 * I am 
going shortly into the presence of Him who is Wisdom itself; and 
shall I go pluming myself of my infinitely less than glow-worm 
glimmer, into the presence of that pure Effulgence? Doctor, I’ve 
felt, latterly, that I would give worlds to forget the pitiful acquire- 
ments which I have purchased by a life’s labour, if my soul mi^ht 
meet a smile of approbation when it first flits into the presence of 
its Maker — its Judge!” Strange language! thought I, for the 

scientific E , confessedly a master-mind among men ! Would 

that the shoal of sciolists, now babbling abroad their infidel cru- 
dities, could have had one moment’s interview witli this dying phi- 
losopher ! Pert fools, who are hardly released from their leading- 
strings— the very go-cart, asitwere, of elemental science— before 
they strut about, and forthwith proceed to pluck their Maker by 
the beard — and this, as an evidence of their “independence,” and 
being released from the “ trammels of superstition !” 

0 Loril and Maker of the universe ! — that thou shouldst be so 
“long-suffering” towards these insolent insects of an hour! 

To return : I left E in agiowing mood of mind, disposed to 

envy him his deathbed, even with all the ills which attended it! 
Before leaving the house, I stepped into the parlour to speak a few 

words to Miss E . The sudden illness of her uncle had found 

its way into llie papers; and I was delighted to find it had brought 
a profusion of cards every morning, many of them bearing the 
most distinguished names in rank and science. It shewed that 

E ’s worth was properly appreciated. I counted the cards of 

five noblemen, aud very many members of the Royal, and other 
learned Societies. 

Wednesday, \bth Jugust. — Well, poorE was yesterday re- 
moved from his house in Rows w here lie had resided upwards 

of twenty-five years— which he had fitted up, working often with 
his ow n hands, at much troub c and expense — having built the la- 
boratory-room since he had the house : he was removed, I say, 
from his house, to lodgings in the neighbourhood. He has three 
rooms on the first floor, small indeed, and in humble style- but 
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perfectly clean, neat, and comfortable. Was not this itself suffi- 
cient to have broken many a haughty spirit ? His extensive philo- 
sophical apparatus, furniture, etc., had all been sold, at less than a 
twentieth part of the sum they had originally cost him ! No tidings 
as yet have been received of the villain who lias ruined his generous 

patron ! E has ceased however to talk of it ; but I see that 

Miss E feels it acutely. Poor girl, well she may ! Her uncle 

was carried in a sedan to his new residence, and fainted on the 
w ay, but has contiuued in tolerable spirits since his arrival. His 
conduct is the admiration of all that see or hear of him ! The first 
words he uttered, as he was sitting before the fire in an easy chair, 
after recovering a little from the exhaustion occasioned by his being 
carried up stairs, were to Dr. D — — , w ho had accompanied him. 
“Well!” — he whispered faintly, with his eyes shut — “What a 

gradation — Reached the halfway-house between Row and the 

‘house appointed for all living ! ’ ” 

“You have much to bear, sir!” said Dr. D . “And more 

to be thankful for ! ” replied E . “ If there was such a thing 

as a Protestant Calendar” said Dr. D to me, enthusiastically, 

While recounting what is told above, “ and I could canonize, E 

should stand first on the list, and be my patron saint !” When 

I saw E , he was lying in bed, in a very low and weak state, 

evidently declining rapidly. Still he looked as placid as his fallen 
features would let him. 

“ Doctor,” said he, soon after I had sat down, “how very good 
it is of you to come so far out of your regular route to see me ! ” 

“ Don’t name it,” said I ; “ proud and happy” 

“ But, excuse me, I wish to tell you that, when I am gone, you 
will find I knew how to be grateful, as far as my means would 
warrant” 

“ Mr. E ! my dear sir!” said I, as firmly as my emotions 

could let me, “if you don’t promise, this day, to erase every men- 
tion of ray name or services from your will, I leave you, and so- 
lemnly declare I will never intrude upon you again ! Mr. E , 

you distress me, —you do, beyond measure !” 

“Well — well— well — I’ll obey you — but may God bless you ! 
Cod Mess you ! ” he replied, turning his head away, while the 
tears trickled down. Indeed ! as if a thousand guineas could have 
purchased the emotions with which I felt his poor damp fingers 


feebly compressing my hand ! 

* • ; ** w* 
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“ Doctor!” he exclaimed, after I had beeu sitting with him 
some time, conversing on various subjects connected with his ill- 
ness and worldly circumstances, —“don’t you think God can speak 
to the soul as well in a night as a day dream ? Shall I presume 
to say he has done so in my case ?” I asked him what he was al- 
luding to. 

“ Don’t you recollect my telling you of an optical, or spectral 

illusion, vrhich occurred to me at Row ! A man shutting up 

the shop — you know ?” I told him I did. 

“Well — last night I dreamed — I am satisfied it was a dream— 
that I saw Mr. Boyle again ; but how different! Instead of gloomy 
clothing, his appearance was wondrously radiant: and his features 
were not, as before, solemn, sad. and fixed, but wore an .air of 
joy and exultation ; and instead of a miserable expiring taper, he 
held aloft a light like the kindling lustre of a star 1 What tfiink you 
of that, Doctor ? Surely, if both these are the delusions of a morbid 
fancy — if they are, what a light they fling over the ‘dark valley’ 
I am entering ! ” 

I hinted my dissent from the sceptical sneers of the day, which 
would resolve all that was uttered on deathbeds into delirious rant 
—confused, disordered faculties— superstition. 

“I think you are right,” said he. “ Who knows what new light 
may stream upon the soul, as the wall between time and eternity is 
breaking down? Who has come back from the grave to tell us 
that the soul’s energies decay with the body, or that the body’s 
decay destroys or interrupts the exercise of the soul’s powers, and 
that all a dying man utters is mere gibberish ? The Christian philo- 
sopher would be loath to do so, when he recollects that God chose 
the hour of death to reveal futurity to the patriarchs, and others, 
of old ! Do you think a superintending Providence would allow 
the most solemn and instructive period of our life, the close- 
scenes where men’s hearts and eyes are open, if ever, to receive 
admonition and encouragement, to be mere exhibitions of absur- 
dity and weakness ? Is that the way God treats his servants ?” 

Friday afternoon. —In a more melancholy mood than usual, on 
account of the evident distress of his niece about her altered pros- 
pects. He told me, however, that he felt the confidence of his 
soul in no wise shaken. “ I am,” said he, “like one lying far on 
the shores of Eternity, thrown there by the waters of the world, 
and whom a high and strong w ave reaches once more and over- 
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flows. One may be pardoned a sudden chillness and heart-flut- 
tering.- — After all, ” he continued, “only consider what an easy 
end mine is. comparatively with that of many others! How very 
— very thankful should I be for such an easy exit as mine seems 
likely to be! God be thanked that I have to endure no such ago- 
nies of horror and remorse as ! ” (alluding to Mr. , whom 

I was then attending, and whose case I had mentioned on a former 
occasion to Mr. E— , the one described in a former part of this 
Diary, under the title , — A man about town ) — “ that I am writhing 
under no accident — that I have not to struggle with utter desti- 
tution! — Why am I not left to perish in prison ?^-to suffer on a 
scaffold?— to be plucked suddenly into the presence of my Maker 
in battle,* ‘with all my sins upon my head?’ Suppose I were 
grovelling in the hopeless darkness of scepticism or infidelity ? 
Suppose I were still to endure the agonies arising from disease in 

my spine? — Oh God!” exclaimed Mr. E , “give me a more 

humble and grateful heart!” 

»•« diftsfe . 

Monday , \llh September .- — Mr. E- — — is still alive, to the equal 

astonishment of Dr. D and myself. The secret must lie, J 

think, in his tranquil frame of mind. He is as happy as the day is 
long! Oh, that my latter days may be like his! I was listening 

with feelings of delight unutterable to E- ’s description of the 

State of his mind — the perfect peace he felt towards all mankind, 
$nd his humble and strong hopes of happiness hereafter, — whim 
the landlady of the house knocked at the door, and, on entering, 

told Mr. E that a person was down stairs very anxious to see 

him. “ Who is it?” inquired E . She did not know. “ Has 

he ever been here before?” — “No;” but she thought she had 
several limes seen him about the neighbourhood. — “ What sort of 

a person is he?” inquired E , with a surprised air.— “ Oh, he 

is a tall p?le man, in a brown great-coat.” E— — requested her 
to go dow n ani) ask his name. She returned and said, “ Mr. H — — , 
sir.” E-— — , on hearing her utter the word, suddenly raised 
himself in bed ; the little colour he had fled from his cheeks : he 
lifted up his hands and exclaimed, — “ W r hat can the unhappy man 
want with me?” He paused throughtfully for a few moments. 
“ You’re of course aware who this is?” he inquired of me in a 

• i * . ^ ' I * I • , • * 9 ■ 

whisper. I nodded. , “ Shew birn up stairs,” said he, and the 
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woman withdrew. I helped hastily to remove him from his bed 
to an arm-chair near the fire. “ For your own sake,” said I hur- 
redly— “ I beg you to be calm ; don’t allow your feelings” — - 
I was interrupted by the door opening, and just such a person as 

Mrs. had described entered, with a slow hesitating step, into 

the room. He held his hat squeezed in both his hands, and he 
stood for a few moments motionless, just within the door, with his 

eyes fixed on the floor. In that posture he continued till Mrs. 

bad retired, shutting the door after her, when he turned suddenly 

towards the easy chair by the fire, in which Mr. E was silting, 

much agitated — approached, and falling down on his knees, co- 
vered his eyes with his hands, through which the tears presently 
fell like rain ; and after many sobs and sighs, he faltered, “ Oh, 
Mr. E 1” 

“ W hat do you want with me, Mr. H !” inquired Mr. E , 

in a low lone, but very calmly. 

“Oh, kind, good, abused sir! I have behaved like a villain to 
you ” 

“ Mr. H , I beg you will not distress me ; consider I am in 

a very poor and weak state.” 

“ Don’t, for God’s sake, speak so coldly, sir. I am heartbroken 
to think how shamefully I have used you ! ” 

“Well, then, strive to amend” 

“ Oh, dear, good Mr. E — -, can you forgive me?” Mr. E 

did not answer. I saw he could not. The tears were nearly over- 
flowing. The man seized his hand, and pressed it to his lips with 
fervency. 

“Rise, Mr. n , rise! I do forgive you, and I hope that God 

will! Seek His forgiveness, which will avail you more than mine!” 

“Oh, sir!” exclaimed the man, again covering his eyes with 
his hands, — “ How very— very ill you look— how pale and Uiin! 
— It’s / that have done it all — I, the d dest” 

“ Hush, hush, sir!” exclaimed Mr. E with more sternness 

than I had ever seen hint exhibit, “do pot curse in a dying man’s 
room.” 

“ Dying— dying— dying, sir!” exclaimed the man hoarsely. 
Staring horror-struck at Mr. E- , and retiring a step from him. 

“ Ves, James,” replied E mildly, calling him for the first 

time by his Christian name, “ I am assuredly dyin^— but not 
through you, or any thing you have done. Come, don’t 

distress yourself unnecessarily.” he continued in the kindest tones; 
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for he saw the man continued deadly pale, speechless, and clasp- 
ing bis hands convulsively over his breast, — “ Consider, James, 
the death of my daughter, Mrs. 

“Oh, no, no, no, sir — no ! It’s I that have done it all; my in- 
gratitude has broken your heart — I know it has !• — What will be- 
come of me?” the man resumed, still staring vacantly at Mr. E- . 

“James, I must not be agitated in this way — it destroys me — 
you must leave the room, unless you can become calm. What is 
done, is done ; and if you really repent of it ” 

“ Oh ! I do, sir; and could almost weep tears of blood for it! 
But, indeed, sir, it has been as much my misfortune as ray fault. ” 

“ Was it your misfortune, or your fault, that you kept that in- 
famous woman on whom you have squandered so much of your 
property — of mine, rather? ” inquired Mr. E , with a mild, ex- 

postulating air. The man suddenly blushed scarlet, and continued 
silent. 

“It is right I should tell you that it is your misconduct which 
has turned me out, in my old age, from the house which has shel- 
tered me all my life, and driven me to die in this poor place ! You 
have beggared my niece, and robbed me of all the hard earnings 
of my life — wrung from the sweat of my brow, as you well know, 
James. How could your heart let you do all this ? ” The man 
made him no answer. “I am not angry with you — that is past; 
but I am grieved — disappointed — shocked — to find my confidence 
in you has been so much abused.” 

“ Oh, sir, I don’t know what it was that infatuated me ; but — 
never trust a living man again, sir — never,” replied the man ve- 
hemently. 

“ It is not likely thatl shall, James— I shall nothave the oppor- 
tunity,” said Mr. E , calmly. The man’s eye continued fixed 

on Mr. E , his lip quivered, in spite of his violent compression, 

and the. fluctuating colour in his cheeks showed the agitation he 
was suffering. 

“ Do you forgive me, sir, for what I have done ?” he asked al- 
most inaudibly. 

“ Yes— if you promise to amend — yes ! Here is my hand — I do 
forgive you, as I hope for my own forgiveness hereafter ! ” said 

Mr. E , reaching out his hand. “ And if your repentance is 

sincere, remember, should it ever be in your power, whom you 

have most heavily wronged, not me, but — but— Miss E , my 

poor niece. If you should ever be able to make her any repara- 
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lion” the tears stood in Mr. E ’s eyes, and his emotions 

prevented his completing the sentence. “ Really, you must leave 
me, James — you must — I am too weak to bear this scene any lon- 
ger,” said E , faintly, looking deadly pale. 

“ You had better withdraw, sir, and call some other time,” 
said I. He rose, looking almost bewildered ; thrust his hand into 
his breast pocket, and taking out a small p cket, laid it hurriedly 

on Mr. E ’s lap — snatched his hand to his lips, and murmuring, 

“Farewell, farewell, best — most injured of men!” withdrew. 

1 watched him through the window; and saw that as soon as he had 
left the house, he set off running, almost at the top of his speed. 

When I returned to look at Mr. E , he had fainted. He had 

opened the packet, and a letter lay open in his lap, w'ith a great 
many bank-notes. The letter ran as follow s Injured and re- 
vered sir, — When you read this epistle, the miserable writer will 
have fled from his country, and be on his way To America. He has 
abused the confidence of one of the greatest and best of men, but 
hopes the enclosed sum will show he repented what he had done ! 

If it is ever in his power he will do more. J H .” The 

packet contained bank-notes to the amount of 3000/. When E 

had recovered from his sw r oon, I had him conveyed to bed, where 
be lay in a state of great exhaustion. He scarcely spoke a syllable 
during the time I continued w ith him. 

Tuesday .■ — Mr. E still suffers from the effects of yesterday’s 

excitement. It has, I am confident, hurried him far on his journey 
to the grave. He told me he had been turning over the affair in his 
mind, and considered that it would be wrong in him to retain -the 
3000/., as it would be illegal, and a fraud on H ’s other credi- 

tors; and this upright man had actually sent in the morning for the 
solicitor to the bankrupt’s assignees, and put the whole into his 
hands, telling him of the circumstances under which he had re- 
ceived it, and asking him w hether he should not be wrong in keep- 
ing it. The lawyer told him that he might perhaps be legally, but 
not morally wrong, as thelaw certainly forbade such payments j and 
yet he w as by very far the largest creditor. “ Let me act rigidly, 

then,” said Mr. E , “ in the sight of God and man ! Take the 

money, and let me come in with the rest of the creditors. Mr. 

withdrew. He must have seen but seldom such an instance of noble 

conscientiousness! I remonstrated with Mr. E . . “No.no, 

Doctor,” he replied, " I have endeavoured strictly to do my 
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duty during life — I will not begin roguery on my deathbed!” 

“ Possibly you may not receive a penny in the pound, Mr. E 

said I. 

“ But I shall have the comfort of quilting life with a clear con- 
science ! ” - . . t - 

* * * . * * ♦ * 

Monday — ( a w'eek afterwards) —The “ weary wheels of life ” 

will soon “stand still 1” All is calm and serene with Er as a 

summer evening's sunset! He is at peace with all the world, and 
with his God. It is like entering the porch of heaven, and listening 

to an angel, to visit and converse with E . This morning he 

received the reward of his noble conduct in the matter of H ’s 

bankruptcy. The assignees have wound up the affairs, and found 
them not nearly so desperate as had been apprehended. The bu- 
siness was still to be carried on in H- — ’s name ; and the solicitor, 
who had been seut for by E — - — to receive the 3000/. in behalf of 
the assignees, called this morning with a cheque for 3300/., and a 
highly complimentary letter from the assignees. They informed 
him that there was every prospect of the concern's yet discharging 
the heavy amount of his claim, and that they would see to its being 

paid to whomsoever he might appoint. H had set sail for 

America the very day he had called on E , and had left word 

that he should never return. E altered his w ill this evening, 

in the presence of myself and Dr. D . He left about 4000/. to 

bis niece, “ and whatever sums might be from time to time paid in 

from H 's business;” five guineas for a yearly prize to the writer 

of {he best summary of the progress of philosophy every year, in 
one of the Scotch colleges; and ten pounds to be delivered every 
Christmas to ten poor men, as long as they lived, and who had aU 
ready received the gratuity forscveral years; “ audio J-— H- — 
my full and hearty forgiveness, and prayers to God that he may 
return to a course of virtue and true piety, before it is too late.” 

* * * “ How is it,” said he, addressing Dr. D andme,“that 

you have neither of you said any thing to me about examining my 

bqdy after my decease?” Dr. D replied, that he had often 

thought of aAing his permission, but had kept delaying from day 

to day. “ Why ?” inquired £• , with a smile ofsurprise ; “ do 

you fancy I have any silly f ;ars or prejudices on the subject, — that 
l *m anxious about the shell when the kernel is gone ? J^can assure 
yon that it would rather give me pleasure than otherwise, ip think 
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that, by an examination of my body, the cmsc of medical science 
might be advanced, and so I might minister a little to my species. 

I must, however, say you nay ; for 1 promised my poor w ife that 
I would forbid it. She had prejudices, and I have a right to respect 
them.” 

Wednesday. — He looked much reduced this evening. I had hur- 
ried to his lodgings, to communicate what I consi lered would be 
the gratifying intelligence, that the highest prize of a foreign learn- 
ed society had just behn awarded him, for his work oni — to- • 
gelher with a fellowship. My hurried manner somew hat discom- 
po ed him ; and before I had communicated my news, he asked, 
with some agitation, “What! — Some new misfortune?” — When 
I had told him my errand, — “ Oh, bubble! bubble ! bubble l” he 
exclaimed, shaking his head with a melancholy smile, “ would I 
not give a thousand of these for a poor inau’s blessing ? A ft these, 
these, the trifles men toil through a life for ? — Oh, if it ha<? pleased 
God to give me a single glimpse of what I now see, tlurty years 
ago, how true an estimate I should have formed of the liltleucss — . 
the vanity— of human applause I How' much happier would my 
end have been 1 How much nearer should I have come to the cha- 
racter of a true philosopher — an impartial, indepeudent, sincere 
searcher after truth, for its own sake 1 ” 

“ But honours of this kind are of admirable service to science, 

Mr. E ,” said I, “ as supplying strong incentives and stimulants 

to a pursuit of philosophy.” 

“ Yes — but does it not argue a defect in the constitution of men’s 
minds to require them? What is the use of stimulants in medicine. 
Doctor ? Don’t they presuppose a morbid sluggishness in the parts 
they are applied to? Do you ever stimulate a healthy organ ?--S q 
is it with the little honours and distinctions we are speaking of. 
Directly a man becomes anxious about obtaining them, his mind 
has lost its healthy tone-r-its sympathies with truth— with real 
philosophy.” 

Would you, then, discourage striving for them? Would you 
banish honours and prizes from the scientific world 1” 

“ Assuredly — altogether— did we but exist in a better state of 
society lhau we do. * * What is the proper spirit in which, as 
matters at present stand, a philosopher should accept of honours ? 

— Merely as evidences, testimonials, to the multitude of (hose who 
are otherwise incapable of appreciating his merits, and would set 
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him down as a dreamer — a visibnary — but that they saw the esti- 
mation in which he was held by those who are likely to canvass his 
claims strictly. They compel the deference, if not respect, of the 
oi 7roX).ot. A philosopher ought to receive them, therefore, as it 
were, in self-defence — ashut-mouth to babbling envious gainsayers. 
Were all the world philosophers in the tme sense of the word, not 
merely would honours be unnecessary, but an insult — a reproach. 
Directly a philosopher is conscious that the love of fame, the am- 
bition to secure such distinctions, is gradually interweaving itself 
* with the very texture of his mind, — that such considerations are 
becoming necessary in any degree to prompt him to undertake or 
prosecute scientific pursuits, — he may write iciiAiiooon the door of 
his soul’s temple, for the glory is departed. Ilis motives are spu- 
rious, hisfires false ! To the exact extent of the necessity forsuch 
motives is, as it w ere, the pure ore of his soul adulterated. Mi- 
nerva’s %alous eyes can delect the slightest vacillation or inconsis- 
tency in by votaries, and discover her rival even before the votary 
himself is sensible of her existence ; and withdraws from her faith- 
less admirer, in cold disdain, perhaps never to return. 

“ Do you think that Archimedes, Plato, or Sir Isaac Newton, 
would have cared a straw for even royal honours? The true test, 
believe me— the almost infallible criterion of a man’s having at- 
tained to real greatness of mind— to the true philosophic temper, 
is, his indifference to all sorts of honours and distinctions. Why 
— what seeks he — or at least professes to seek — but truth ? Is 
he to stop in the race, to look with Atalanta after the golden 
apples ? 

“ He should endure honours, not go out of his way to seek them. 
If one apple hitch in his vest, he may carry it with him, not stop 
to dislodge iL Scientific distinctions are absolutely necessary in 
the present state of society, because it is defective. A mere am- 
bitious struggle for college honours, through rivalry, has induced 
many a man to enter so far upon philosophical studies, as that 
their charms, unfolding in proportion to his progress, have been, 
of themselves, at last sufficient to prevail upon him to go onw ards 
— to love Science for herself alone. Honours make a man open his 
eyes, who would else have gone to his grave w ith them shut : and 
when once he has seen the divinity of truth, he laughs at obstacles, 
and follows it, through evil and through good report — if his soul 
be properly constituted — if it have any of the nobler sympathies of 
ournature. Thatismy homily on honours," saidE . witha faiul 
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smile. “ I have not wilfully preached and practised different things, 

1 assure you,’* he continued, with a modest air, “ but through life 
have striven to act upon these principles. Still, I never saw so 
clearly as at this moment how small my success has been — to w hat 
an extent I have been influenced by undue motives — as far as an 
over-valuing of the world’s honours may be so considered. Now, 
melbinks, I see through no such magnifying medium ; the mists and 
vapours arc dispersing; and I begin to see that these objects are 
in themselves little, even to nothingness. The general retrospect 

of my life is far from satisfactory,” continued E , with a sigh, 

“ and fdls me with real sorrow ! ” — “ Why?”Iinquired, with sur- 
prise. “ Why, for this one reason, — because I have in a measure 
sacrificed my religion to philosophy ! Oh — will my Maker thus be 
put off with the mere lees — the refuse — of my time and energies? 
F,pr one hour in the day, that I have devoted to Him, have I not 
given-twelve or fourteen to my own pursuits? What shall I say of 
this shbrtly — in a few hours— perhaps moments — when I stand 
suddenly in the presence of God — when I see Him face to face ! Oh, 
Doctor! my heart sinks and sickens at the thought I Shall I not be 
speechless as one of old ? ” 

I told him I thought he was unnecessarily severe with himself— 
that he “ wrote bitter things against himself.” 

“ I thought so once, nay, all my life — mj'self — Doctor” — said he, 
solemnly — “but, mark my words, as those of a dying man — you 
will think as I (Jo now when you come to be in my circumstances!” 

The above, feebly conveyed perhaps to the reader, may be con- 
sidered “ the last words of a philosopher ! ” They made an 
impression on my mind which has never been effaced ; and I trust 

never will. The reader need not suspect Mr. E of “ prosing.” 

The sentiments I have here endeavoured to record, were uttered 
with no pompous pedantry of manner, but with the simplest, most 
modest air, and in the most silvery tones of voice I ever listened to. 
He often paused, from faintness : and, at the conclusion, his voice 
grew almost inaudible, and he wiped the thick-standing dews from 
his forehead. He begged me, in a low whisper, to kneel down, 
and read him one of the church prayers — the one appointed for 
those in prospect of death : I took down the prayer-book, and 
complied, though my emotions would not suffer me to speak in 
more than an often-interrupted whisper. He lay perfectly silent 
throughout, with his clasped hands pointing upwards; and, when 
I had concluded, he responded feebly, but fervently, “ Amen — 
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Amen ! ” — and the tears gxfshed down his cheeks. My heart was 
melted within me. The silk cap had slipped from his head, and 
his long loose silvery hair streamed over his bed-dress : his appear- 
ance was that of a dying prophet of old ! 

I fear, however, that I am going ou at too great length for the 
reader’s patience, and must pause. For my own part, I could 
linger over the remembrances of these solemn scenes for ever : but 
1 shall hasten on to the “ last scene of all.” It did not take place 
till near a fortnight after the interview above narrated. His man- 
ner during that lime evinced no tumultuous ecstasies of soul ; none 
of the boisterous extravagance of enthusiasm. His departure was 
like that of the sun, sinking gradually and finally, lower — low er- 
lower— no sudden upllas' ings — no quivering — no flickering un- 
steadiness about his fading rays. 

• 

Tuesday, 16th October, — Miss E sent word that hcr'uncle 

appeared dying, and had expressed a wish to see both Dr. D 

and me. I therefore despatched a note to Dr. D requesting 

him to meet me at a certain place, and then hurried through my 
list of calls , so as to have finished by three o’clock. By four we 

were both in the room of the dying philosopher. MissE sat 

by his bedside, her eyes swollen with weeping, a> d was in the act 
of kissing her uncle’s cheek when we entered. Mr. F , an ex- 

emplary clergyman, who had been one of E — »-’s earliest and 
dearest friends, sat at the foot of the bed, with a copy of Jeremy 
Taylor's Holy Living and Dying, from which he was reading in a 

low tone, at the request of E . The appearance of the latter 

was very interesting. At his ow n instance, hehad not long before 
been shaved, washed, and had a change of linen ; and the bed was 
also but recently made, and was not at all tumbled or disordered. 
The mournful tolling of the church bell for a funeral was also heard 
at intervals, and added to the soleriinily of the Scene. I have sel- 
dom felt in such a state of excitement as I was on first entering the 
room. He shook hands with each of us, or rather we shook his 
hands, for he could hardly lift them from the bed. “ Well — thank 
you for coming to bid me farew ell ! ” said he. with a smile ; adding 

presently, “ Will you allow Mr. F to proceed with what he is 

reading?” Of course we nodded, and sat iu silence, listening. I 

watched E ’s features ; they were much wasted— but exhibited 

no traces of pain. His eye, though rather sunk in the socket, was 
full of the calmness and confidence .of unwavering hope, and often 
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directed upwards, with a devout expression. A most heavenlyse- 
renity was diffused over his countenance. His lips occasi* nally 

moved, as if in the utterance of prayer. When Mr. F had 

closed the book, the first words uttered by E were, “ Oh! the 

infinite goodness of God ! ” 

“ Do you feel that your ‘anchor is within the veil?’ ” inquired 

F . • , • ' ' ’ . • ' ; • 

“ Oh!— yes — yes!— My vessel is steadily moored— the tide of 
life goes fast away — I am forgetting that I ever sailed on its sea ! ” 
replied E , closing his eyes. 

“ The Aar of faith shines clearest in the night of expiring na- 
ture ! ” exclaimed F . „ , y 

“ The Sun— the Sun of faith, say rather, ” replied E , in a 

tone of fervent exultation; “ it turns my night intw day — it warms 
my soul— it rekindles my energies! — Sun— Sun of Righteousness!” 

he exclaimed, faintly. Miss E- kissed him repeatedly with deep 

emotion. “ Emma, my love ! ” lie whi pered, “ hope thou in 
God! &e how he will support thee in death!” — She b irst into 
tears. — “Will you promise me, love, to read the little Bible I 
gave you, when I am gone— especially the New Testament ?— Do- 
do, love.” 

“I will— I” , replied Miss E« , almost choked with her 

emotions. She could say no more. 

“ Dr. ,” he addressed me, “ I feel more towards you than I 

can express ; your services— services ” he grew very pale and 

faint. I rose and poured out a gla s of wine, and put it to his lips. 
He ikank a few teaspoonfuls, and it revived him. 

“ Well!” he exclaimed, in a stronger voice than I had before 
heard him speak. “ I thank God I leave the World in perfect peace 
with all mankind! There is but one thing that grieves me, in these 
my last thoughts on life, — the general neglect of religiou among 
men of science.” Dr. D ! said it must afford him great conso- 

lation to reflect on the steadfast regard for religion which he him- 
self had always evidenced. “ No, no — I have gone nearly as faf 
astray as any of them : but God’s rod has brought me back again. 

I thank God devoutly, that He ever afflicted me as I have been af- 
flicted through life — He knows I do ! ” * * * Some one men- 

tioned the prevalence of Materialism. He lamented it bitterly; but 
assured us that several of the most eminent men of the age — nam- 
ing them— believed firmly in the immateriality and immortality of 
the human soul. , 
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. “ Do you feel firmly convinced of it — on natural and philoso- 
phical grounds?" inquired Dr. D . 

“ I do ; and have, ever since I instituted an inquiry on the sub- 
ject I think the difficulty is to believe the reverse — when it is 
owned on all hands, that nothing in Nature’s changes suggests the 
idea of annihilation. I own that doubts have very often crossed 
my mind on the subject— but could never see the reason of them! ” 

“ But your confidence does not rest on the barren grounds of 
reason,” said I; “ you believe Him who brought ‘ life and immor- 
tality ’ into the world.” 

“ Yes — ‘ Thanks be to God, who giveth us the victory through 
our Lord Jesus Christ ! ’ " 

“ Do you never feel a pang of regret at leaving life ? ” 1 inquired. 

“No, no, no! ” he replied with emphasis! “life and I are grown 
unfit for each other ! My sympathies, my hopes, my joys! are too 
large for it ! Why should I, just got into the haven, think of risk- 
ing shipwreck again ? ” 

* * ★ * * # % 

He lay still for nearly twenty minutes without speaking. His 
breathing was evidently accomplished with great difficulty ; and 
when his eyes occasionally fixed on any of us, we perceived that 
their expression was altered. He did not seem to see what he 
looked at. I noticed his fingers, also, slowdy twitching or scratch- 
ing the bed-clothes. Still the expression of his features was calm 

and tranquil as ever. He was murmuring something in MissE ’s 

ear; and she whispered to us, that he said, “Don’t go — l shall 
want you at sir.” Within about a quarter of sjx o’clock, he in- 
quired where Emma was, and Dr. D , and Mr. F , an<f my- 

self. We severally answered, that we sat around him. 

“ I have not seen you for the last twenty minutes. Shake hands 
with me!” We did. “Emma, my sweet love! put your arm 
round my neck — I am cold, very cold. ” Her tears fell fast on his 
face. “ Don’t cry, love, don’t — I am quite happy ! God — God 
bless you, love ! ” 

His lower jaw began to droop a little. 

Mr. F , moved almost to tears, rose from his chair, and noise- 

lessly kneeled down beside him. 

“ Have faith in our Lord Jesus Christ ! ” he exclaimed, look- 
big steadfastly into his face. 

* “ I do !” he answered distinctly, while a faint smile stole over 

his drooping features. 
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“ Let us pray! whispered Mr, F ; and we all knelt down 

in silence. I was never so overpowered in my life. I thought I 
should have been choked with suppressing my emotions. “O 

Lord our heavenly Father!” commenced Mr. F , in alow tone/ 

“ receive Thou the spirit of this our dying brother” E 

slowly elevated his left hand, and kept it pointing upwards for a 
few moments, when it suddenly dropped, and a long, deep re- ; 
spiration announced that this great and good man had breathed 
his last! -M--/- ; * -\V 

% No one in the room spoke or stirred for several minutes ; aiid I 
almost thought I could hear the beatings of our hearts. He died 
within a few moments of six o’clock. Yes— there lay the sad 
effigy of our deceased 66 guide, philosopher, and friend,”*— and 
yet, why call it sad ? I could detect no trace of sadness in his 
features. He had left the world in peace and joy ; he had lived 
well, and died as he had lived. I can now appreciate the force of 
that prayer of one of old — “ Let me die the death of the righteous, 
and let my last end be like his! ” - * t 




,1. • 


There was some talk among his friends of erecting a tablet to 
his memory'in Westminster Abbey ; but it has been dropped. We 
soon lose the recollection of departed excellence if it require any 
thing like active exertion. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

* . > ' ' . 

• • ( * 

THE STATESMAN. 

Ambition! — Its sweets and bitters — its splendid miseries — its 
wrinkling cares — its wasting agonies — its triumphs and downfalls 
— who has not, in some degree, known and felt them? Moralists, 
historians, and novelists, have filled libraries in picturing their 
dreary yet dazzling details ; nevertheless. Ambition’s votaries, or 

■ t ** * 

rather victims, are as numerous, ds enthusiastic, as ever ! 

Such is the mounting quality existing in almost every one’s ♦ 
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breast, that uo“Pellon upon Ossa” heapings, and accumulations 
of facts and lessons, can keep it down. Fully as I feel the truth 
of this remark, vain and futile though the attempt may prove, I 
cannot resist the inclination to contribute my mite towards the 
vast memorials of Ambition’s martyrs ! 

My specific purpose in first making the notes from which the 
ensuing narrative is taken, and in now presenting it to the public — 
in thus pointing to the spectacle of a sun suddenly and disastrously 
eclipsed while blazing at its zenith — is this : To show the steps by 
which a really great mind — an eager and impetuous spirit— was 
voluntarily sacrificed at the shrine of political ambition ; foregoing, 
nay, despising the substantial joys and comforts of elegant privacy, 
and persisting, even to destruction, in its frantic efforts to bear 
up against, and grapple with cares too mighty for the mind of 
man. It is a solemn lesson, imprinted on my memory in great 
and glaring characters; and if I do but succeed in bringing a few 
of them before the reader, they may serve at least to check ex- 
travagant expectations, by disclosing the misery which often lies 
cankering behind the most splendid popularity. — If, by the way, 
I should be found inaccurate in my use of political technicalities 
and allusions, the reader will be pleased to overlook it, on the 
score of my profession. 

I recollect, when at Cambridge, overhearing some men of my 
college talk about the “splendid talents of young Stafford,” * who 

had lately become a member of Hall ; and they said so much 

about the “great hit" he had made in his recent debut at one of 
the debating societies — which then flourished in considerable num- 
bers — that I resolved to take the earliest opportunity of going to 
hear and judge for myself. That w as soon afforded me. Though 
not a member of the society, I gained admission through a friend. 
The room was crammed to the very door; and I was not long in 
discovering the “star of the evening” in the person of a young 
fellow-commoner, of careless and even slovenly appearance. The 
first glimpse of bis features disposed me to believe all I had*heard 
in his favour. There was no sitting for effect „• nothing artificial 
about his demeanour — no careful carelessness of attitude — no 
knitting of llie brows, or painful straining of the eyes, to look 
brilliant or acute 1 The mere absence of all these little conceits 
and fooleries, so often disfiguring “ talented young speakers,” 

II can hardly be necessary, I presume, to reiterate, that whatever names individuals 
are indicated by in these pa|>ert, are fictitious. 
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went, in my estimation, to the account of his superiority. His 
face was “sick lied o’er with the pale cast of thought,” and its li- 
neaments were very deeply and strongly marked. There was a 
wondrous pow er and fire in the eyes, which gleamed with restless 
energy whichever way he looked. They were neither large nor 
prominent — but all soul — all expression. It was startling to find 
their glance suddenly settled on one. His forehead, as much as 
I saw of it, was knotted and expansive. There was a prevailing 
air of anxiety about his worn features, young as he was — being 
then only twenty-one — as if his iniud were every instant hard at 
work — which an inaccurate observer might have set down to the 
score of ill-nature, especially when coupled with the matter-of- 
fact unsmiling nods of recognition, with which he relumed the 
polite inclinations of those who passed him. To me, sitting watch- 
ing him, it seemed as though his mind were of too iulcnse and 
energetic a character to have any sympathies with the small matters 
transpiring <around him. I knew his demeanour was simple, unaf- 
fected, genuine, and it was refreshing to see it. It predisposed me 
to like him, if only for being free fi om the ridiculous airs assumed 
by some with whom I associated. He allowed live or six speakers 
to address the society, without making notes, or joining in the 
noisy exclamations and interruptions of those around him. At 
length he rose amid perfect silence — the sileuce of expectant cri- 
ticism whetted by rivalry. He seemed at first a little flustered, and 
for about five minutes spoke hesitatingly and somewhat uncon- 
nectedly — with the air of a man who does not know exactly how 
to get at his subject, which he is yet conscious of having thoroughly 
mastered. At length, however, the current ran smooth, and gra- 
dually widened and sw elled iuto such a stream — a torrent of real 
eloquence-— as I never before or since heard poured from the lips 
of a youug speaker — or possibly any speaker whatsoever, except 
himself in after life. He steined long (lisclined to enhance the 
effect of what he was uttering by oratorical gesture. His hands 
both grasped his cap, which, erelong, was compressed, twisted, 
and crushed out of all shape ; but as he warmed, he laid it down, 
and used his arms, the levers ol eloquence, with the grace and 
energy of a natural orator. The effect he produced was prodigious. 
We were all carried away with him, as if by whirlwind force. As 
for myself, I felt for the first time convinced that oratory such as 
that could persuade me to any tiling. As might have been expect- 
ed, bis speech was fraught with the faults incident to youth and 
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inexperience, and was pervaded with a glaring hue of extrava- 
gance and exaggeration. Some of ins “ facts ” were preposterously 
incorrect, and his inferences false ; but there was such a pro- 
digious power of language' — such a blaze of fancy — such a stretch 
and grasp of thought — and such casuistical dexterity evinced 
throughout, as indicated the presence of flrst-rate capabilities. He 
concluded amid a storm of applause; and before his enthusiastic 
auditors, whispering together their surprise and admiration, could 
observe his motions, he had slipped away and left the room. 

The excitement into which this young man’s “ first appearance” 
had thrown me, kept me awake the greater part of the night ; and 
I well recollect feeling a transient tit of disinclination for the dull 
and sombre profession of medicine, for which 1 was destined. 
That evening’s display w arranted my indulging high expectations 
of the future eminence of young Stafford ; but I hardly went so far 
as to think of once seeing him Secretary of State, and leader of the 
British House of Commons. Accident soon afterw ard»introduced 
me to him, at the supper-table of a mutual friend. I found him 
distinguished as well by that simplicity and frankness ever attend- 
ing the consciousness of real greatness, as by the recklessness, 
irritability, impetuosity of one, aware that he is far superior to 
tiiose around him, and in possession of that species of talent which 
is appreciable by all — of those rare pow ers which ensure a man 
the command over his fellows — keen and bitter sarcasm, and ex- 
traordinary readiness of repartee. Then, again, all his predi- 
lections were political. He utterly disregarded the popular pursuits 
at college. Whatever he said, read, or thought, had reference to 
his “ruling passion” — and that not by tits and starts, under the 
arbitrary impulses of rivalry or enthusiasm, but steadily and sys- 
tematically. I knew from himself, that before his twenty-third 
year, he had read over, and made notes of the whole of the Par- 
liamentary debates, and have seen aTable w hich he constructed 
for reference, on a most admirable and useful plan. The minute 
accuracy of his acquaintance w ith the w hole course of political 
affairs, obtained by such laborious methods as this, may be easily- 
conceived. His pow ers of memory were remarkable — as well for 
their capacity as tenacity ; and the presence of mind and judgment 
with which he availed himself of his acquisitions, convinced his 
opponent that he had undertaken an arduous, if not hopeless task, 
in rising to reply to him. It was impossible not to see, even in a 
few minutes’ interview with him. that Ambition had “ marked him 
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l'or her own.” Alas ! what a stormy career is before this young 
man ! — I have often thought, while listening to his fervid harangues 
and conversations, and witnessing the twin fires of intellect and 
passion flashing from his eyes. One large ingredient in his com- 
position was a most morbid sensibility ; and then he devoted him- 
self to every pursuit with a headlong, undistinguLhing enthusiasm 
and energy, which inspired me with lively apprehensions, lest he 
should wear himself out and fall by the way, before he could ac- 
tually enter on the great arena of public life. His forehead was 
already furrowed with premature wrinkles ! 

His application was incessant. He rose every morning at live, 
and retired pretty regularly by eleven. 

Our acquaintance gradually ripened into friendship ; and w e vi- 
sited each other with mutual frequency and cordiality. When he 
left college, lie entreated me to accompany him to the Continent, 
but financial difliculties, on my part, forbade it. He was possessed 
of a tolerably ample fortune; and, at the time of quitting England, 

was actually in treaty with Sir for a borough. I left 

Cambridge a few months after Mr. Stanford ; and as we were 
mutually engaged with the arduous and absorbing duties of our 
respective professions, we saw and heard little or nothing of one 
another for several years. In the very depth of my distress — during 
the first four years of my establishment in London — I recollect 
once calling at the hotel which he generally made his tow n quar- 
ters, for the purpose of soliciting his assistance in the way of in- 
troduclions ; when, to my anguish and mortification, I heard, that 
on that very morning he had quitted the hotel for Calais, o» his 
return to the Continent. • 

At length Mr. Stafford, who had long stood contemplating on the 
brink, dashed into the tempestuous waters ofpubliclife, and emerg- 
ed — a member of Parliament for the borough of . I happened 

to see the gazette which announced the event, about two years after 
the occurrence of the accident which elevated me into fortune. I 
did not then require any one’s interference on my behalf, being 
content with the independent exercise of my profession; and even 
if I had been unfortunate , too long an interval had elapsed , I thought, 
to warrant my renewing a mere college acquaintance with such a 
man as Mr. Stafford. I was content, therefore, to keep barely 
w ithin the extreme rays of this rising sun in the political hemisphere. 
I shall not easily forget the feelings of intense interest with which I 
saw, in one of the morning papers, the name of ray quondam college 
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friend, “Mr. Stafford,” standing at the head of a speech of two 
columns’ length — or the delight with w hich r paused over the fre- 
quent interruptions of “Hear, hear'.” ~“Llear, hear, hear !” — 
“Cheers!” — “Loud Cheers!” which marked the speaker’s progress 
in the favour of the House. “We regret,” said the reporter, In a 
note at the end, “that the noise in the gallery prevented our giving 
at greater length the eloquent and effective maiden speech of Mr. 
Stafford, which was cheered perpetually throughout, and excited a 
strong sensation in the House.” In ray enthusiasm I did not fail to 
purchase a copy of that newspaper, and have it now in my posses- 
sion. It needed not the inquiries which every where met me, 
“ Have you read Mr. Stafford’s maiden speech ?” to assure me of 
his splendid prospect, the reward of his early and honourable toils. 
His “ maiden speech ” formed the sole engrossing topic of conver- 
sation to my wife and me as we sat at supper that evening ; and she 
was asking me some such question as is generally uppermost in 
ladies’ minds on the mention of a popular character, “ What sort 
of looking man he was when I knew him at Cambridge?” — when 
a forcible appeal to the knocker and bell, followed by the ser- 
vant’s announcing, that “ a gentleman wished to speak to me 
directly,” brought me into my patients’ room. The candles, which 
were only just lit, did not enable me to see the person of my visitor 
very distinctly ; but the instant he spoke to me, removing a hand- 
kerchief which he held to bis mouth, I recognised — could it be 
possible? — the very Mr. Stafford we had been speaking of! I 
shook him affectionately by the hand, and should have proceeded 
to compliment him warmly on his last evening’s success in the 
House, but that his dreadful* paleness of features, and discompo- 
sure of manner, disconcerted me. 

“My dear Mr. Stafford, what is the matter? Areyouill! Has 
any thing happened ! ” I inquired anxiously. 

“Yes, Doctor — perhaps fatally ill,” he replied, with great agita- 
tion. “ I thought I would call on you on my way from the House, 
which I "have but just left. It is not my fault that we have not 
maintained our college acquaintance ; but of that more hereafter. 

I wish your advice — your honest opinion on my case. For God’s 
sake don’t deceive me 1 Last evening I spoke for the first time in 
the House, at some length, and with all the energy I could com- 
mand. You may guess the consequent exhaustion I have suffered 
during the whole of this day; aud this evening, though much in- 
disposed with fever and a cough, I imprudently went down to the 
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House, when Sir — — so shamefully misrepresented certain 

portions of the speech I had delivered the preceding night, that I 
felt bound to rise and vindicate myself. I was betrayed into greater 
length and vehemence than I had anticipated; and on sitting down, 
was seized with such an irrepressible fit of coughing, as at last for- 
ced me to leave the House. Hoping It would abate, I walked for some 
time about the lobby — and at length thought it better to return 
home than re-enter the House. While hunting after my carriage, 
the violence of the cough subsided into a small, hacking, irritating 
one, accompanied with spitting. After driving about as far as 
Whitehall, the vivid glare of one of the street lamps happened to 
fall suddenly on my white pocket handkerchief, and, O God ! ” 
continued Mr. Stafford, almost gasping for breath, “ this horrid 
sight met my eye!” He spread out a pocket handkerchief, all 
spotted and dabbled with blood ! It was with the utmost difficulty 
that he communicated to me what is gone before. “Oh ! it’s all 
over with me — the chapter’s ended. I’m afraid!” he murmured al- 
most inarticulately; and, while I was feeling his pulse, he fainted. 
I placed him instantly in a recumbent, position — loosened his 
neckerchief and shirt-collar — dashed some cold water in his face — 
and he presently recovered. He shook his head, in silence, very 
mournfully — his features expressing utter hopelessness. I sat down 
close beside him, and, grasping his hand in mine, endeavoured to 
re-assure him. The answers he returned to the few questions I 
asked him, convinced me that the spitting of blood was unattended 
with danger, provided he could be kept quiet in body and mind. 
There was not the slightest symptom of radical mischief in the 
lungs. A glance at his stout build of body, especially at his ample 
sonorous chest, forbade the supposition. I explained to him, 
with even professional minuteness of detail, the true nature of the 
accident, its effects, and method of cure. He listened to me with 
deep attention, and at last seemed convinced. He clasped his 
hauds, exclaiming, “ Thank God ! thank God I” and entreated me to 
do on the spot, what I had directed to be done by the apothe- 
cary,— to bleed him. I complied, and from a large orifice took a 
considerable quantity of blood. I then accompanied him home 
— saw him consigned to bed— prescribed the usual lowering re- 
medies — absolutely forbade him to open his lips, except in the 
slightest whisper possible; and left him calm, and restored to a 
tolerable measure of self-possession. 

One of the most exquisite sources of gratification, arising from 
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the discharge of our professional duties, is the disabusing our pa- 
tients of their harrowing and groundless apprehensions of danger. 
One such instant as is related above, is to me an ample recom- 
pense for months of miscellaneous, and often thankless toil, in the 
exercise of my profession. Is it not, in a manner, plucking a pa- 
tient from the very brink of the grave, to which he had despair- 
ingly consigned himself, and placing him once more in the busy 
throng of life— the very heart of society ? I have seen men of the 
strongest intellect and nerve— whom the detection of a novel and 
startling symptom has terrified into giving themselves up for lost, 
—in an instant dispossessed of their apprehensions, by explaining 
to them the real nature of what has alarmed them. * The alarm, 
however, occasioned by the rupture of a bloodvessel in or near the 
lungs, is seldom unwarranted, although it may be excessive ; and 
though we can soon determine whether or not the accident is in 
the nature of a primary disease, or symptomatic of some incurable 
pulmonary affection, and dissipate or corroborate our patient’s ap- 
prehensions accordingly, it is no more than prudent to warn one 
who has once experienced this injury, against any exertions or 
excesses which have a tendency to interfere with the action of the 
lungs, by keeping in sight the possibility of a fatal relapse. To re- 
turn, however, to Mr. Stafford. 

His recovery was tardier than I could have expected, llis ex- 
traordinary excitability completely neutralised the effect of my 
lowering and calming system of treatment. I could not persuade 
him to give his mind rest; and the mere glimpse of a newspaper oc- 
casioned such a flutter and agitation of spirits, that I forbade them 
altogether for a fortnight. I was in the habit of writing my pre- 
scriptions in his presence, and pausing long over them for the pur- 
pose of unsuspectedly observing him ; and though he would tell me 
that his “ mind was still as a stagnant pool,” his intense air, his 
corrugated brows and fixed eyes, evinced the most active exercise 

* One instance presses so strongly on my recollection, that I cannot help adverting to 
it : — I was one day summoned in haste to an eminent merchant in the city, who thought 
he had grounds for apprehending occasion for one of the most appalling operations 
known in surgery. When I arrived, on finding the case not exactly within my province, 
1 was going to leave him in the hands of a surgeon; but seeing that his alarm had posi- 
tively hair maddened him, I resolved to give him what assistance I could. I soon found 
that his fears were chimerical ; but he would not believe me. When, however, I suc- 
ceeded in convincing him that “all was yet right with him,” by referring the sensations 
which had alarmed him to an unperceived derangement of his dress , tongue can not 
utter, nor I ever forget, the ecstasy with which he at last “ gave to the winds his fears.” 
He insisted on my accepting one of the largest fees that had ever been tendered me. 
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of thought. When in a sort of half-dozing state," he would often 
mutter about the subjects nearest his heart. “ Ah ! must go out — 
the —y Bill, their touchstone — aye— though — —and his Belial- 
tongue.” ; • ‘ - ' 

* * #• * f * . * * 

“ ’Tis cruel— ’tis tantalizing. Doctor,” he said one morning, “to 
find one’s self held by the foot in this way, like a chained eagle ! 
The world forgets every one that slips for a moment from public 
view. Alas, alas! my plans — my projects— are all unravelling ! ” 
— “ Thysun, young man, may go down at noon! ” I often thought, 
when reflecting on his restless and ardent spirit. . He wanted case- 
hardening — long physical training, to fit him for the harassing and 
exhausting campaign on which he had entered. Truly, truly, 
your politician should have a frame of adamant, and a mind 
“ thereto conforming strictly.” He should be utterly inaccessible 
to emotion — and especially to the liner feelings of our nature, 
since there is no room for their exercise. He should forget his 
heart, his family, his friends— every thing except his own interest 
and ambition. It should be with him as with a consummate in- 
triguer of old, — 

No rest, no breathing time had he, or lack’d — 

Lest from the slippery steep he suddenly 
Might fall. Of every joy forgetful quite. 

Life's softness had no charm for him — - > 

His object sole 

To cheat the silly world of her applause — his eye 
Fix’d with stern steadfastness upon the Star 
That shed but madness on him. 

I found Mr. Stafford one day in high chafe about a sarcastic al- 
lusion in the debate to a sentiment which he had expressed in Par- 
liament — “Oh ! —one might wither that fellow with a word or two, 
the stilted noodle ! ” said he, pointing to the passage, while his eye 
glanced like lightning. 

“ You’ll more likely wither your, own prospects of ever making 
the trial, if you don’t moderate your exertions, ” I replied. He 
smiled incredulously, and made me no answer, but continued twist- 
ing about his pencil-case with a rapidity and energy which showed 
the high excitement under which he was labouring. His hard, 
jerking, irregular pulse, beating on the average a hundred a-mi- 
uule, excited my lively apprehensions, lest the increased action of 
the heart should bring on a second fit of blood-spitting. I saw 
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clearly that it would be in vain for him to coart the repose esses* 
tial to his convalescence, so long as he continued in town ; and, 
with infinite difficulty, prevailed on him to betake himself to the 
country. We wrung a promise from him that he would set about 
“unbending” — “unharnessing.” as he called it — that he would 
give “ his constitution fair play.” He acknowledged that, to 
gain the objects he had proposed to himself, it was necessary for 
him “ to husband his resources; ” and briskly echoed my quota- 
tion — “ neque semper arcum tendit Apollo !” In short, we dismissed 
him in the confident expectation of seeing him return, after a re- 
quisite inlerval, with recruited energies of body and mind. He 
had scarcely, however, been gone a fortnight, before a paragraph 
ran the round of the daily papers, announcing, as nearly ready for 
publication, a political pamphlet, “by Charles Stafford, Esq. M. P.;” 
— and in less than three weeks — sure enough — a packet was for- 
warded to my residence, from the publisher, containing my rebel- 
lious patient’s pamphlet, accompanied with the following hasty 
note : — “ ApOuixt* — Even with you !— you did not, you will recol- 
lect, interdict writing; and I have contrived to amuse myself with 
the accompanying trifle. — Please look at page — — , and see the 
kind things I have said of poor Lord , the worthy who at- 

tacked me the other evening In the House, behind my back.” 
This “ trifle” was in the form of a pamphlet of sixty-four pages, 
full of masterly argumentation and impetuous eloquence ; but, un- 
fortunately, owing to the publisher’s dilatoriness, it cipue “ a day 
behind the fair,” and attracted but little attention. 

His temporary rustication, however, was attended with at least 
two beneficial results, — recruited health, and the heart of Lady 
Emma , the beautiful daughter of a nobleman remotely con- 

nected with Mr. Stafford’s family. This attachment proved power- 
ful enough to alienate him for a while from the turmoils of political 
life; for not only did the beauty, wealth, and accomplishments of 
Lady Emma— render her a noble prize, worthy of great effort 
to obtain, but a powerful military rival had taken the field before 
Mr. Stafford made his appearance, and seemed disposed to move 
heaven and earth to carry her off. It is needless to say, how 
such a consideration was calculated to rouse and absorb all the 
energies of the young senator, and keep him incessantly on the 
qui vive. It is said that the lady wavered for some time, uncertain 
to which of her brilliant suitors she should give the nod of prefe- 
rence. Chance decided the matter. It came to pass that a con- 
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tested election arose in the county ; and Mr. Stafford made a very 
animated and successful speech from the hustings — not far from 
which, at a window, was standing Lady Emma— in favour of her 
ladyship’s brother, one of the candidates. Iotriumphe! That happy 
evening the enemy “ surrendered at discretion : ” and ere long 
it was known far and wide, that~*-in newspaper slang — “ an 
affair was on the tapis ” between Mr. Stafford and the “ beautiful 
and accomplished Lady Emma etc. etc. 

It is my firm persuasion, that the diversion in his pursuits effected 
by this “ affair,” by withdrawing Mr. Stafford for a considerable 
interval from cares and anxieties which he was physically unable 
to cope with, lengthened his life for many years ; giving England a 
splendid statesman, and this, my Diary, the sad records which 
are now to be laid before the reader. 


One characteristic of our profession, standing, as it were, in such 
sad and high relief, as to scare many a sensitive mind from enter- 
ing into itsservice, is, that it is concerned, almost exclusively, with 
the dark side of humanity. As carnage and carrion guide the 
gloomy flight of the vulture, 60 misery is the signal for a medical 
man’s presence. We have to do, daily, with broken hearts, 
blighted hopes,' pain, sorrow, death ! And though the satisfaction 
arising from the due discharge of our duties be that of the good 
Samaritan — a rich return — we cannot help counting theheavy cost, 
— aching hearts, weaiyt limbs, privations, ingratitude. Dark 
array ! It may be considered placing the matter in a whimsical 
point of view ; yet I have often thought that the two great profes- 
sions of Law and Medicine are but foul carrion birds,— the one 
preying on the moral, as the other on the physical, rottenness of 
mankind. 

“ Those who are well, need not a physician,” say the Scriptures: 
and on this ground, it is easy to explain the melancholy hue per* 
vading these papers. They are mirrors reflecting the dark colours 
exposed to them. It is true, that some remote relations, arising out 
of the particular combinations of circumstances, first requiring our 
professional interference, may afford, as it were, a passing gleam 
of distant sunshine, in the development of some trait of beautiful 
character, some wondrous ‘ ‘ good , from seeming ill educed ; ” but 
these are incidental only, and evanescent — enhancing, not reliev- 
ing the gloom and sorrow amid which we move. A glimpse of 
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Heaven would bnt aggravate the horrors of Hell ’—These chilling 
reflections force themselves on my mind, when surveying the very 
many entries in my Diary , concerning the eminent individual whose 
case I am now narrating — concerning one who seemed born to 
bask in the brightness of life — to reap the full harvest of its joys 
and comforts, and yet “ walked in darkness ! ” Why should it 
have been so? Answer, — Ambition! 


The reader must hurry on With me through the next ten years 
of Mr. Stafford’s life, during which period he rose with almost un- 
precedented rapidity. He had hardly time, as it were , to get warm 
in his nest, before he was called to lodge in the one above him, and 
then the one above that, and so on upwards, till people began to 
view his progress with their hands shading their dazzled eyes, while 
they exclaimed, “ fast for the top of the tree /” He was formed for 
political popularity. He hadamost winning, captivating, command- 
ing style of delivery, which was always employed in the steady 
consistent advocacy of one line of principles. The splendour of his 
talents — his tact and skill in debate — the immense extent and ac- 
curacy of his political information — early attracted the notice of 
ministers, and he was not suffered to wait long before they secured 
his services, by giving him a popular and influential oflice. Du- 
ring all this time, he maintained a very friendly intimacy with me, 
and often put into requisition my professional services. About 
eight o’clock one Saturday evening, I received the following note 
from Mr. Stafford : — 

“ Dear , excuse exbessive haste. Let me entreat you ( I will 

hereafter account for the suddenness of this application ) to make 
instant arrangements for spending v with me the whole of to-morrow, 

( Sunday, ) at , and to set off from town in time for breakfasting 

With Lady Emma and myself. Your presence is required by most 
urgent and special business; but allow me to beg you will appear 
at breakfast with an unconcerned air — as a chance visitor. Yours 
always faithfully, 

" C. Stafford.” 

The words * ‘ whole ” and “ special ’’ were thrice underscored ; and 
this, added to the very unusual illegibility of the writing, betrayed 
an urgency, and even .agitation, which a little disconcerted me. 
The abruptness of the application occasioned me some trouble in 
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making the requisite arrangements. As, however, it was not a 
busy time with me, I contrived to find a substitute for the morrow 
in my friend Dr. D . 

It was on a lovely Sabbath morning, in July 18 — , that, in obe- 
dience to the above hurried summons, I set off on horseback from 
the murky metropolis; and, after rather more than a two hours’ 
ride, found myself entering the grounds of Mr. Stafford, who had 
recently purchased a beautiful villa on the banks of the Thames. 
It was about nine o'clock, and nature seemed but freshly awakened 
from the depth of her overnight’s slumbers , her tresses all uncurled , 
as it were, and her perfumed robes glistening with the pearls of 
morning dew. A deep and rich repose brooded over the scene, 
subduing every feeling of my soul into sympathy. A groom took 
my horse ; and finding that neither Mr. Stafford nor Lady Emma 
were yet stirring, I resolved to walk about, and enjoy the scenery. 
In front of the house stretched a fine lawn, studded here and there 
with laurel bushes, and other elegant shrubs, and sloping down to 
the river’s edge, and on each side of the villa, and behind, were 
trees disposed with the most beautiful and picturesque effect imagin- 
able. Birds were carolling cheerfully and loudly on all sides of me, 
as though they were intoxicated with their own “ woodland melody. ” 
I walked about as amid enchantment, breathing the balminess 
and fragrance of the atmosphere, as the wild horse snuffs the sceut 
of the desert. How keenly are Nature's beauties appreciable when 
but rarely seen by her unfortunate admirer, who is condemned to 
a town life ! 

I stood on tbe lawn by the river’s edge, watchiug the ripple of 
the retiring tide, pondering w ithin myself whether it was possible 
for such scenes as these to have lost all charm for their restless 
owner. Did he relish or. tolerate them? Could the pursuits of 
ambition have blunted — deadened, his sensibilities to the beauty of 
nature, the delights of home ? These thoughts were passing 
through my mind, when I wasstartled by the lapping of a loose glove 
over my shoulder, and on turning round, beheld Mr. Stafford, in 
his flowered morning gown, and his face partially shaded from the 
glare of the morning sun, beneath a broad-rimmed straw hat. “Good 
morning, Doctor — good morning,” saidhe ; “ a thousand thanksfor 
your attention to my note of last night; but see! yonder stands Lady 
Emma, waiting breakfast for us.” pointing to her ladyship, who 
was standing at the w indow of the breakfast room. Mr. Stafford 
put his arm into mine, aud we walked up to the house. “ My 
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dear sir, what can be the meaning of your” said I with an 

anxious look. 

“ Not a word — not a breath — if you please, till we are alone 
after breakfast. ” 

“ Well — you are bent on tantalizing 1 — What can be the matter? 
What is this mountain-mystery ? ” » . 

“ It may prove a molehill, perhaps,” said he carelessly; “ but 
we’ll see after breakfast.” 

“ What an enchanting spot you have of it!” I exclaimed, 
pausing and looking around mo. 

“ Oh, very paradisiacal, I dare say,” he replied, with an air of 
indifference that was quite laughable. “ By the way,” he added, 
hurriedly, “ did you hear any rumour about Lord ’s resigna- 

tion late last night?” — “ Yes.” — “ And his successor, is he talked 

of?” he inquired eagerly. “ Mr. O .’•’ — “ Mr. G 1 Is if 

possible ? Ah, ha” he muttered, raising his hand to his cheek, 

and looking thoughtfully downwards. 

“ Come, come, Mr. Stafford, ’tis now my turn. Do drop these 
eternal politics for a few moments, I beg.” — “ Ay, ay, * still 
harping on my daughter ! ’ I’ll sink the shop, however — for a while, 
as our town friends say. But I really beg pardon, 'tis rude, very. 
But here we are. Lady Emma, Dr. ,’’ said he, as we approach- 

ed her ladyship through the opened stained-glass doorway. She 
sat before the breakfast urn, looking, to my eyes, as bloomingly 
beautiful as at the time of her marriage, tiiougb ten summers had 
waved their silken pinions over her head, but so softly as scarcely 
to flutter or fade a feature in passing. Yes, thus the sat in her 
native loveliness and dignity, the airiness of girlhood passed away 
into the mellowed maturity of womanhood ! She looked the beau- 
ideal of simple elegance in her long snowy morning dress, her 
clustering auburn hair surmounted with a slight gossamer network 
of blonde — not an ornament about her 1 I have her figure, even at 
this interval of time, most vividly before me, as she sat on that me- 
morable morning, unconscious that the errand which made me her 
guest involved — but I will not anticipate. She adored, nay idoliz- 
ed, her husband — little as she saw of him — and he was in turn as 
fondly attached to her as a man could be, whose whole soul was 
swallowed up in ambition. Yes, he was not the first to whom poli- 
tical pursuits have proved a very disease, shedding blight and 
mildew over the heart 1 

I thought I detected an appearance of restraint in the manner of 
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each. Lady Emma often cast a furtive glance of anxiety at her 
husband — and with reason — for his features wore an air of re- 
pressed uneasiness. He was now and then absent, and, when ad- 
dressed by either of us, would reply with a momentary sternness of 
manner — passing, however, instantly away — which showed that his 
mind was occupied with unpleasant or troubled thoughts. He 
seemed at last aware that his demeanour attracted our observation, 
and took to acting. All traces of anxiety or uneasiness disappear- 
ed, and gave place to his usual perfect urbanity and cheerfulness. 
Lady Emma’s manner towards me, too. was cooler than usual, 
which I attributed to the fact of my presence not having been suf- 
ficiently accounted for. My embarrassment may be easily con- 
ceived. 

“ What a delicious morning! ” exclaimed Lady Emma, looking 
through the window at the fresh blue sky, and the cheery prospect 
beneath. We echoed her sentiments. “ I think,” said I, “ that 
could I call such a little paradise as this mute, I would quit the 
smoke and uproar of London for ever!” — “ I wish all thought with 
you. Dr. ,” replied her ladyship with a sigh, looking touching- 

ly at her husband. 

“ What opportunities for tranquil thought!” I went on. 

“ Ay, and so forth !” said Mr. Stafford, gaily. “Listen to an- 
other son of peace and solitude, my Lord Roscommon- — 

■» Hail, sacred Solitude ! from this calm bay. 

I view the world's tempestuous sea. 

And w ith wise pride despise 
All those ^useless vanities: 

With pity moved for others, cast away 
On rocks of hopes and fears, I see them toss’d 
On rocks of folly, and of vice, J see them lost : 

Some the prevailing malice of the great, 

Unhappy men, or adverse fate, 

Sunk deep into the gull's of an afflicted state : 

But more, far more, a numberless prodigious train, 

Whilst Virtue courts them, but, alas! in vain, 

Fly from her kind embracing arms, 

Deaf to her fondest call, blind to her greatest charms. 

And, sunk in pleasures and in brutish ease, 

They, in their shipwreck'd stale, themselves obdurate please. 
.•*.•** * * 

Here may I always on this downy grass. 

Unknown, unseen, my easy moments pass, 

Till, with a gentle force, victorious Death 
My solitude invade, v - 
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And, .stopping for a while my breath, 

With ease convey me to a better shade ! 

‘ There’s for you, my lady ! Well sung, my Lord Roscommon ! 
Beautiful as true ! ” exclaimed Mr. Stafford', gaily, as soon as he had 
concluded repeating the above ode, in his own distinct and beau- 
tiful elocution, with real pathos of manner ; but his mouth and eye 
betrayed that bis own mind sympathized not with the emotions of 
the poet, but rather despised the air of inglorious repose they 
breathed. The tears were in Lady Emma’s eyes, as she listened to 
him ! Presently one of his daughters, a fine little girl about six 
years of age, came sidling and simpering into the room, and made 
her way to her mother. She was a lively, rosy, arch-eyed little 
creature, and her father looked fondly at her fora moment, ex- 
claiming, “ Well, Eleanor!” and his thoughts had evidently soon 
passed far away. The conversation turned on Mr. Stafford’s reck- 
less, absorbing pursuit of politics, which Lady Emma and I de- 
plored, and entreated him to give more of his time and affections 
to domestic concerns. * * “ Youtalkto measiflweredying,” 
said he, rather petulantly, “ why should I not pursue my profession 
—my legitimate profession? — As for your still waters— your pas- 
toral simplicities — your Arcadian bliss— pray what inducements 
have 1 to run counter to my ow n inclinations to cruise what you are 
pleased to call the stormy sea of politics ? ” — “ What inducements ? 
— Charles, Charles, can’t you find them Acre?” said his lady, point- 
ing to herself and her daughter. Mr. Stafford’s eyes filled with 
tears, even to overflowing, and he grasped hgr hand with affec- 
tionate energy, took his smiling unconscious daughter on his knee, 
and kissed her with passionate fervour. * “ Semet insanivimus 
omnes," he muttered to me, a few moments after, as if ashamed of 
the display he had recently made. For my own part, I saw that 
he occasionally lost the control over feelings which were, for some 
reason or other, disturbed and excited. What could possibly have 
occurred? Strange as it may seem, a thought of tile real state of 
matters, as they will presently be disclosed, never for an instant 
crossed my mind. I longed — I almost sickened — for the promised 
opportunity of being alone with him. It was soon afforded me by 
the servants appearing at the door, and aunounciug the carriage. 

“ Oh dear ! positively prayers will be over ! ” exclaimed Lady 
Emma, rising, and looking hurriedly at her watch, we’ve quite 
forgotten church hours ! do you accompany us, Doctor?” said she, 
looking at me. 
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“ No, Emma,” replied Mr. Stafford, quickly, “you and the fa- 
mily must go alone this morning — I shall stop and keep Dr. — - 
company, and take a walk over the country for once.” Lady Em- 
ma, with an unsatisfied glance at both of us, withdrew. Mr. Staf- 
ford immediately proposed a walk; and we were soon on our way 
to a small gothic alcove near the water side. 

“ Now, Doctor, to the point,” said he abruptly, as soon as we 
were seated. “ Can I reckon on a real friend in you ?” scrutinizing 
my features closely.. 

“ Most certainly you may,” I replied, with astonishment. “ What 
can I do for you ? — Something or other is wrong, I fear ! Can / 
do any thing for you in any way ? ” 

“ Yes,” said he deliberately, and looking fixedly at me, as if to 
mark the effect of his words; “ I shall require a proof of your 
friendship soon ; I must have your services this evening — at^even 
o’clock.” / • 

“Gracious Heaven, Mr. Stafford! — why — why — is it possible 
that — do I guess aright?” I stammered almost breathless, and 
rising from my seat. 

“Oh, Doctor — don’t be foolish — excuse me — but don’t — don’t, 
I beg. Pray give me your answer ! I’m sure you understand my 
question.” Agitation deprived me for a while of utterance. 

“ I beg anauswer, Dr. ,”hc resumed coldly, “ as if you re- 

fuse, I shall be very much inconvenienced. ’Tis but a little affair 
— a silly business, that circumstances have ma’de inevitable — I’m 
sure you must have seen a hint at it in the last night’s papers. 
Don’t misunderstand me,” he proceeded, seeing me continue silent; 
“ I don’t wish you to take an active part in the business — but to be 
on the spot — and, in the event of any thing unfortunate happening 
to me — to hurry home here, and prepare Lady Emma and the fa- 
mily— -that is all. Mr. G ,” — naming a well-known army sur- 

geon — “ will attend professionally.” I was so confounded with the 
suddenness of the application that I could do nothing more than 
mutter indistinctly my regret at what had happened. # 

“ Well, Doctor- ,” he continued, in a haughty tone, “ I find 

that, after all, I have been mistaken in my man. I own I did not 
expect that this — the first favour I have ever asked at your hands, 
and, possibly, the last— would have been refused. But I must in- 
sist on an answer one way or another; you must be aware I’ve no 
time to lose. ” 

“ Mr. Stafford — pardon me --you mistake me! Allow mea word; 

ao 
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you cannot have committed yourself rashly in this affair 1 Consi- 
der Lady Emma— your children” — 

t “I have — I have,” he answered, grasping my hand, while his 
voice faltered, “ and I need hardly inform you that it is that con- 
sideration only which occasions the little disturbance of manner 
you may have noticed. But you are man of the world enough to 
be aware that I must go through with the business. I am not the 
challenger.” . : ••• ', ' 

I asked him for the particulars of the affair. It originated in a 
biting sarcasm which be had uttered, with reference to a young 
nobleman, in the House of Commons, on Friday evening, which 
had been construed into a personal affrout, and for which an apo- 
logy had been demanded, — mentioning the alternative, in terms 
almost approaching to insolence, evidently for the purpose of pro- 
voking him into a refusal to retract or apologize. 

‘‘It’s my firm persuasion that there is a plot among a certain 
party to destroy me — to remove an obnoxious member from the 
House — and this is the scheme they have hit uponl I have suc- 
ceeded, I find, in annoying the interest beyond me sure; 

and so they must at all events get rid of me ! Ay, this cur of a 
lordlingitis,” he continued, with fierce emphasis, “who is to make 

my sweet wife a widow, and my children orphans — for Lord 

is notoriously one of*the best shots in the country! Poor— poor 
Emma ! ” he exclaimed with a sigh, thrusting his hand into his bo- 
som, and looking down dejectedly. We neither of us spoke for 
some time. “ Would to Heaven we had never been married !” he 
resumed. “Poor Lady Emma leads a wretched life of it, Ifear! 
But I honestly warned her that my life w ould be strewn with thorny 
cares, even to the grave’s brink !” 

“ So you hq^e really pitched upon this evening — Sunday even- 
ing, for this dreadful business?” I inquired. 

“ Exactly. We must be on the spot by seven precisely. I say 
we, Doctor,” he continued, laying his hand on mine. I consented 
to accompany him. “Come, now, that’s kind! I’ll remember 
you for it * * * It is now nearly half-past twelve,” looking 

at his watch, “ and by one, my Lord A ,” mentioning a well- 

known nobleman, “ is to be here; w ho is to stand by me on the 
occasion. I wish he were here ; for I've added a codicil lo my 
will, and want you both to witness my signature. * * * I look 
a little fagged— don’t I?” he asked, with a smile. 1 told him he 
certainly looked rather sallow and worn. “ How does our friend 
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walk bis paces ? ” he inquired, baring his wrist for me to feel his 
pulse. The circulation was little, if at all disturbed, and I told 
him so. “It would not have been very wonderful if it had, I think ; 
for I've been up half the night — till nearly five this morning, cor- 
recting the two last proof-sheets of my speech on the— — Bill, 

which is publishing. I think it will read w ell ; at least I hope 

it will, in common justice to myself, for it was most vilely cur- 
tailed and misrepresented by the reporters. By the way— would 
you believe it? — Sir — —’s speech that night was nothing but a 
hundredth h sh of mine which I delivered in the House more than 
eight years ago 1 ” said he, with an eager and contemptuous air. 
I made him no reply; for my thoughts were loo sadly occupied 
with the dreadful communication he had recently made me. 
I abhorred, and do abhor and despise duelling, both in theory and 
practice; and now, to have to be present at one, and one in which 
my friend — suen a friend ! — was to be a principal. This thought, 
and a glance at the possible, nay, probable, desolation and 
brokenheartedness which might follow', was almost too much 
for me. But I knew Mr. Stafford’s disposition too well to attempt 
expostulation — especially in the evidently morbid state of his 
feelings. 

“ Come, come, Doctor, let’s walk a little. Your feelings (lag. 
You might be going to receive salt faction yourself,” with a bitter 
sneer, “ instead of seeing it given and taken by others. Come, 
cheer, cheer up.” He put his arm in mine, and led me a few steps 
across the law n, by the water-side. “ Dear, dear me !” said he, 
with a chagrined air, pulling out his watch hastily, “I wish to 
Heaven my Lord A — — w ould make his appearance. I protest 
her ladyship will have returned from church before we have settled 
our few matters, unless, by the way, she drives round by Admiral 

’s, as she talked of last night. Ob, my God! think of my 

leaving her and the girls, w ith a gay air, as if we parted but for an 
hour, w hen it may be for ever ! And yet what can one do ? ” While 
he w as speaking, my eye caught sight of a servant making his way 
towards us rapidly through the shrubbery, bearing in his hand a 
letter, which he put into Mr. Stafford’s hands, saying, a courier 
bad brought it that moment, and was waiting to take an answer 
back to town. “ Ah — very good — let him wtait till I come,” said 
Mr. Stafford. “ Excuse me. Doctor ,” bursting open the en- 

velope with a little trepidation, and putting it into my hands, while 
be read the enclosed note. The envelope bore in one corner the 
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name of the premier, and in the other the words ‘'private and . 
confidential,” and was sealed With the private crest and coronet • 
of the Earl. 

“Great God!— read it!” exclaimed Mr. Stafford, thrusting the 
note before roe, and elevating his eyes and hands despairingly. 
Much agitated myself, at witnessing the effect of the communication 
on my friend, I took it, and read nearly as follows: — “ My dear 
Stafford,— 1 had late last night his Majesty’s commands to offer 
you the seals of the office, accompanied with the most gra- 

cious expressions of consideration for yourself personally, and his 
conviction that you will discharge the important duties henceforth 
devolving upon you, with honour to yourself, and advantage to 
his Majesty’s councils. In all which, I need hardly assure you, 

I most heartily concur. I beg to add, that I shall feel great pride 
and pleasure in having you for a colleague — and it has not been 
my fault that such was not* the case earlier. May I entreat your 
answer by the bearer’s return ? as the slate of public affairs wiH 
not admit of delay in filling up so important an office." 1 beg you 
will believe me, ever yours, most faithfully. > J 

“ Whitehall, Sunday noon, 12 o'clock.” 

After hurriedly reading the above, I continued holding the letter 
in my hands, speechlessly gazing at Mr. Stafford. Well might Such 
a bitter balk excite the tumultuous conflict of passions which the 
varying features of Mr. Stafford — now flushed— now pale — too 
truly evidenced. This dazzling proffer made him only a few hours 
before his standing the fatal fire of an accomplished duellist! 

I watched him in silent agony. At length he clasped his hands , 
With passionate energy , and exclaimed — “Oh ! madness — madness 
— madness! — Just within reach of the prize I have run for all my 
life!” At that instant a wherry, full of bedizened Londoners, 
passed close before us on their way towards Richmond ; and I saw 
by their whispers that they had recognised Mr. Stafford. He also ' 
saw them, - and exclaimed to me in a tone I shall never forget, 
“Happy, happy fools ! ” and turned away towards the house. He 
removed his arm from mine, and stood pondering for a few mo- 
ments with his eyes fixed on the grass. 

“ Doctor, w hat’s to be ione?” — he almost shouted, turning 
suddenly to me, grasping my arm, and staring vacantly into my 
face. I began to fear lest he should totally lose the command of 
himself. 

“ For God’s sake, Mr. Stafford, becalm! — recollect yourself! — 
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or madness— ruin— rl know not what — is before you ! ” 1 said iu 
an earnest imploring tone, seeing his eye still glaring fixed upon 
me. At length he succeeded in overmastering his feelings. “Oh! 
— folly, folly, this! Inevitable! — Inevitable!” he exclaimed in 
a calmer tone. ‘ ‘ But the letter must be answered. What can 
I say, Doctor?” putting his arm in mine, and walking up to the 
house rapidly. We made our way to the library, and Mr. Stafford 
sat down before his desk. He opened his portfeuille slowly and 
thoughtfully. “ Of course — decline ?” said he, with a profound 
sigh, turning to me with his pen in his hand. 

“ No — assuredly, it would be precipitate. Wait for the issue 
of this sad business. You may escape.”— “N o — - no — no! My 
Lord 1 is singularly prqrapt and decisive in all he does — espe- 

cially in disposing of his places. Tmust— I must — ay ” — beginning 
to write — “ I must respectfully decline —altogether. But on what 
grounds ? O God ! even should I escape to-day, I am ruined for 
ever in Parliament! Wljat will become of, me?” He laid down 
the pen, and moved his hand rapidly over his face. 

“Why — perhaps it would be better. — Tell his lordship frankly 
How.you are circumstanced. ” J 

“ Tut ! ” he exclaimed impetuously, “ ask him for peace-officers! 
a likely thing! ” He pressed both his hands on his forehead, lean- 
ing on his elbows over the desk. A servant that moment appear- 
ed, and said — “ Please, sir, the man says he had orders not to 
wait more than five minutes” — 

“Begone! Let him wait, sir!” thundered Mr. Stafford — and 
resumed his pen. 

“ Can’t you throw yourself on his lordship’s personal good feel- 
ing towards you, and say that such an offer requires consideration 
— that it must interfere with, and derange, on the instant, many 
of your political engagements— -and that your answer shall be at 
Whitehall by — say nine o’clock this evening ? So you will gain 
time at least.” t 

“ Good. ’Twill do — a fair plea Ijpr time ; but I’m afraid ! ” said 
he, mournfully ; and taking his pen, he wrote off an answer to that 
effect. He read it to me — folded it up — sealed it — directed it iu 
his usual bold and flowing hand— I rang for the servant — and, in 
a few moments, we saw the courier galloping past the window. 

“Now, Doctor, isn’t this enough to madden me? O God! it’s 
intolerable ! ” said he, rising and approaching me, — “my glorias 
prospects to be darkened by this speck — this atom of puppyism-^ 
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Of worthle ssness,”— namirg Lord •*, his destined opponent 

Oh—i/ (here were— if there he resumed, speaking 

fiercely lhrcuph his closed teeth, his eyes glaring downwards, and 
his hands clenched. He soon relaxed; “ W ell, well! it can’t be 
helped ; ’tis inevitable — 7rxvr6>c 7r£7rpwTcu v ura xnw ia-r^stai-I must 

say with Medea. Ah ! —Lord A at last,” he said, asagentleman, 

followed by his groom, rode past the window. In a few moments 
he entered the library. His stature was lofty, his features com- 
manding, and his bearing fraught with composure and military 
hauteur. .“ Ah — Stafford, —good morning!” said he, approach- 
ing and shaking him warmly by the hand, “ upon my soul I’m 
. sorry for the business I’m come about.” . . 

“ I can sympathize with you, I think,” replied Mr. Stafford, 
calmly. “My Lord, allow me— -Dr. ^ ” I bowed. “Fully 

in my confidence — an old friend,” he whispered Lord A , in 

consequence of his Lordship’s inquisitive suspicious glance. *. * 
“Well, you must teach the presumptuQus puppy better manners 
this evening ! ” said his Lordship, adjusting his black stock with an 
indifferent air. 

“ Ay — nothing like a leaden lesson,” replied Mr. Stafford with 
a cold smile. ‘ / < 

“For a leaden head , too, by ! ” rejoined his Lordship, 

quickly. “We shall run you pretty fair through, I think ; for we 

have determined on putting you up at six paces ” 

“Six paces!— why we shall blow one another to !” 

echoed Mr. Stafford, with consternation. “’ Twould be rather 
hard to go there in such bad company, I own. Six paces ! ” con- 
tinued Mr. Stafford, “how could you be so absurd! — It will be 

deliberate murder ! ” 

, 1 • 

“Poh, poh !— never a bit of it, my dear fellow— never a bit 
of it! — I’ve put many up at that distance —and, believe me, the 
chances are ten to two that both miss.” 

“Both miss at six paces! ” inquired Mr. Stafford, with an incre- 
dulous smile. ' . • \ > 

* “Ay! both miss, I say; and no wonder either.. Such con- 
tiguity Egad, ’twould make a statue nervous ! ” 

“But, A ! have you really determined on putting us up at 

six paces?” again inquired Mr. Stafford earnestly. 

“Most unquestionably,” replied his Lordship, briskly; adding, 
t^her coldly, “ I flatter myself, Stafford, that when a man’s honour 
^ at stake, six, or sixty paces, are matters equally indifferent. • 
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“Ay, ay, A , I dare say,” replied Mr. Stafford, with a me- 

lancholy air; “but ’ti? hard to die by Lie hands of a puppy, and 
undersuch circumstances! I)id you not mseta man on horseback ?” 

“ Ay, ay,” replied his Lordship, eagerly; “I did— a courier of 
my Lord— — -’s, and thundering townward, at a prodigious rate. 
Any doings there between you and the premier ?” 

“Read!” said Mr. Stafford, putting Lord ’s letter into his 

hand. Before his Lordship had more than half read it, he let It 
fall on the table, exclaiming, “ Good God ! was there ever such an 
unfortunate thing in the world before ! — Ha’n’t it really driven you 
mad, Stafford ? ” 

“No,” he replied with a sigh; “the thing must be borne!” 

Lord A walked a few steps about the room, thoughtfully, with 

energetic gestures. “ If — if I could but find a pretext — if I could 
but come across the puppy, in the interval— I’d give my life to 
have a shot preparatory with him ! ” he muttered. Mr. Stafford 
smiled. “While I think of it,” said he, opening his desk, “ here’s 
my will. I wish you and Dr. — — to see me sign. ” We did — 
and affixed our names. 

• ». * * * * ; *• ★ * 4 

“By the way,” said his Lordship, suddenly addressing Mr. 
Stafford, who, with his chin resting on his hands, and his features 
wearing an air of intense thought, had been silent for some mi- 
nutes; “how do you put off Lady Emma to-day? How do you 
account for your absence ? ” 

“Why, I’ve told her we three were engaged to dinner at 

Sir ’s,” naming a neighbouring Baronet “ I’m afraid it will 

kill Lady Emma if I fall,” he faltered, while the tears rushed to his 
eyes. He stepped towards the decanters, which had, a little while 
before, been brought in by the servant ; and, after asking us to do 
the same, poured out a glass, and drank it hastily — and another— 
and another. 

“Well, this is one of the saddest affairs, altogether, that I ever 
knew! ’’'exclaimed his Lordship. ,“ Stafford, I feel for you Jpm 
my heart’s core — Ido 1” he continued, grasping him affectionately 
by the hand ; “here’s to your success to-ni ht, and God’s btes- 
sing to Lady Emnfa!” Mr. Stafford started suddenly from him, 
and walked to the window, where he stood for a few minutes in 
silence. “ Lady Emma is returning, I see,” said he, approaching 
us. His features exhibited little or no traces of agitation. He 
poured out another glass of wine, and drank it off at a draught. 
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and bad hardly set down the glass, before the carriage steps were 
heard letting down at the door. Mr. Staffoftl turned to them with 
an eye of agony , as his lady aad one of her little girls descended. 

“I think we’d perhaps better not join her Ladyship before our 
setting off,” said Lord A- — , looking anxiously at poor Stafford. 

“ Oh, but we will,” said he, leading to thedoor. He had perfect- 
ly recovered his self-possession. I never knew a man that had such 
remarkable command of face and manner as Mr. Stafford. 1 was 
amazed at the gay — almost nonchalant— air with which he walked 
up to Lady Emma' — asked her about the sermon— whether she 
had called at Admiral — ■ — ’s — and several other such questions. 

“Ah ! and how is it with you. my little Hebe — eh ?” said he, „ 

taking the laughing 'girl into his arms, laughing, tickling and kiss- • 

ing her, with ail a fatiier’s fondness. I saw his heart was swelling 
within him ; and the touching sight brought, with powerful force, 
to my recollection a similar scfne in the Medea of Euripides, where 
the mother is bewailing over the “last smile” of her children.* 

He succeeded in betraying no painful emotion in his lady’s pre- 
sence, and Lord A took good care to engage her in incessant 

conversation. >• 

“ What does your Ladyship say to a walk through the grounds ? ” 
said he, proffering his arm, which she accepted, and we all walked 
out together. The day was beautiful, but oppressively sultry, and 
we turned our steps towards the plantations. Mr.. Stafford and I 
walked together, and slipped a little behiud for the purpose of 
conversation. “ I sha’n’t have much opportunity of speaking with 
you. Doctor,” said he, “so I’ll say what is uppermost now. Be 
sure, my dear Doctor, to hurry from the field; — which is about four 
miles from my bouse— to Lady Emma, in the event of my being 
either killed or wounded, and do what you think best, to prepare 
my wife for the event. I cannot trust her to better, gentler hands 

than yours — my old, my tried friend ! You know where my 

will is — and I’ve given directions for my funeral. ” 

• - 

* t shall he pardoned, I am sure, by the classical reader, for reminding him of the 
exquisite language of the original : # 

♦tv ! ftu !— rt KpoailpyevSi ft' bftftotvtv , TtxvSt ; » 

4 — rt KpoayO&Tt rov «stvvffr«TOv ytAwv ; # 

at — at !— ^-xo tp-fia lap ottered 

• "■ 1 bu/JLX tpxlOpOY dt^OV TtXVWVl 

ovx «v dvvat/ttYjv ! 

. Ecu. Med. 1036— *0. 
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“ 0 dear, dear Stafford ! ” I interrup'ed him, moved almost to 
tears, “don’t speak so hopelessly!” 

“ O Doctor — nonsense ! there’s no disguising matters from one’s 
self. Is there a chance for ine? No : I’m a murdered man; and 

can you doubt it? Lord can do only one thing well in the 

world, and that is, hit his man at any distance ; and then six paces 

offe ch other! Lord A may say what he like-. ; but I call it 

a murder. However, the absurd customs of society must be com- 
plied with! — I hope,” he added, after a pause, “that when the 
nine days’ wonder of the affair shall have passed off — if I fall — 
when the press shall cease its lying about it — that my friends will 
do justice to my memory. God knows, I really love my country, 
and would have served it : it was my ambition to do so; but it’s 
useless talking now ! — I am excessively vexed that this affair should 

have occurred before the- question comes on, in preparation 

for which I have been toiling incessantly, night and day, for this 

month past. I know that great expectations ” At that instant. 

Lord A and Lady Emma met us, and we had no farther oppor- 

tunity of conversing. We returned to lunch after a few minutes’ 
longer walk. 

“God bless you, Emma!” said Mr. Stafford, nodding, with an 
affectionate smile, as he look w ine with his lady. He betrayed no 
emotion throughout the lime we sat together, but conversed long 
— and often in a lively strain — on the popular topics of the day. 
He rang for his valet, and directed him to have his toilet ready 
and to order the carriage for four o’clock. He then withdrew : and 
in about a quarter of an hour’s time, returned, dressed in a blue 
surtout and w hile trowsers. He was a very handsome, well-made 
man, and seemed dressed with particular elegance, I thought. 

“Upon my honour, Charles, you are in a pretty dinner-trim,” 
said Lady Emma, “and all of you, I protest!” she continued, 
looking round with surprise at our walking dress. Mr. Stafford 
told her, with a laugh, that we were going to meet none but 
bachelors. # 

“ What!— why, where will the Miss s be?” 

“Ordered out, my lady, for the day,” replied Lord A— — , 
with a smile, promptly, lest his friend should hesitate; “’tis to be 
a model of a divan, I understand!” 

“ Don’t be late, love ! ” said Lady Emma to her husband, as he 
was drawing on his gloves; “ you know I’ve little enough of you 
at all times — don’t— don’t be late ! ” 
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“No — no late/ than I can help, certainly!” said he, moving to 
the door. - # 

“Say eleven — will you?— come, for once!" 

“’Well— yes. I will return by eleven,” he replied, pointedly, 
and I detected a little tremulousness in his tone. 

“ Papa 1 papa ! ” exclaimed his little daughter, running across 
the hall, as her father was on the carriage steps; “Papa! papa! 
may I sit up to-night till you come home ?” He made no reply, 
but beckoned' us in, hurriedly — sat back in his seat — thundered, 
“Drive on. sir!” and burst into tears. 

“ Oh. my dear fellow — Stafford — Stafford! This will never do. 

What will our friends on the ground say?” inquired Lord A • 

“ AVhat they like !” replied Mr. Stafford, sternly, still in tears. 
He soon recovered himself. '. . • 

* * After driving some time, “Now, let megive you a bit*of 

advice,” said Lord A , in an earnest tone, “ we shall say only 

one word, by way of signal — ‘ Fire !’ and be sure to fire while yon 
are in the act of raising your pistol.” 

“Oh, yes— yes— yes — I understand” — 

“Well, but be sure; don’t think of pointing first, and then firing 
— or, by — , you’ll assuredly fire over his head or fire far on 
one side. Only recollect to do as I say, and you will take him full 
In the ribs, or clip him in the neck, or at least wing him.” 

“ My dear fellow, do you take me for a novice? Do you forget 

my affair with ?” inquired Mr. Stafford, impatiently. 

“ I promised to meet C, about here,” said Lord A , put- 

ting his head out of the window. “ F,gad, if he is not punctual, I 
don’t know what we shall do, for he’s got my pistol-case. Where 
— where is he ?” he continued, looking up the road. “ There! ” 
be exclaimed, catching sight of a horseman riding at a very slow 

pace. After we had overtaken him, and Lord A-: had taken 

the pistol-case into the carriage, and Mr. Stafford had himself 
examined the pistols carefully, we rode side by side till we came 
near the scene of action. During that tim^, we spoke but little, 
and that little consisted of the most bitter and sarcastic expressions 
of Mr. Stafford’s contempt for his opponent, and regret at the oc- 
currence which had so tantalized him, alluding to Lord ’s offer 

of the office. About ten minutes to seven, we alighted, and 

gave the coachman orders to remain there till we returned. The 
evening was lovely — tire glare of day “ mellowed to that tender 
light’.’ which characterises a summer evening in the country. As 

• 
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we walked across the fields towards the appointed spot, I felt sick 
and faint with irrepressible agitation, and Mr. G , the sur- 

geon, with whom I walked, joked vvi h me at my “ squeamishness,” 
much in the style of tars with sea-sick passengers. “ There’s no- 
thing in it — nothing,” said he; “ they’ll take care not to hurt one 
another. ’Tis a pity too that such a man as Mr. Stafford should 
run the risk. What a noise it will make ! ” I let him talk on, for 
I could not answer, till we approached the fatal field, which we 

entered by a gap. Lord A got through first. “ Punctual, 

however,” said he, looking round at Mr. Stafford, who was fol- 
lowing. “ There they are — just getting over the stile, inimitable. * 
coxcomb ! ” * 

“ Ay, there they are, sure enough,” replied he, shading his eyes. 

“ A- , for God’s sake, take care not to put me against the sun- 
shine— it will dazzle” 

“ Oh, nevei fear ; it w ill go down before then ; ’tis but just above 
the horizon now.” A touching image, I thought! It might be so 
with Mr. Stafford — his sun “might go down — tit noon!" 

“Slop, my lord,” said Mr. Stafford, motioning Lord A back, 

and pressing his hand to his forehead. “ A moment — allow me ! 
Let me see— is there any thing I’ve forgot? Oh, I thought there 

was!” He hurriedly requested Lord A , after the affair, in 

the event of its proving bloody, to call on the minister .md explain 
it all. Lord A promised to do so. “ Ah — here, too," un- 

buttoning his surtout, “ this must not be here, I suppose ; ” and he 
removed a small gold snuff-box from his right to his left waistcoat 
pocket “ Let the blockhead have his full chance.” 

“ Stuff, stuff, Stafford ! That’s Quixotic !” muttered Lord A . 

He was much paler, and more thoughtful than I had seen him all 
along. All this occurred in much less time than I have taken to 
tell it. We fill passed into the field; and as we approached, saw 
Lord and his second, who were waiting our arrival. The ap- 

pearance of the fornier was that of a handsome fashionable young 
roan, with very light hair, and lightly dressed altogether; and he 
walked to and fro, switching about a little riding-cane. Mr. Staf- 
ford released Lord A- — , who joined the other secoud, and com- 
menced the preliminary arrangements. ' # 

•I never saw a greater contrast, than there was between the de- 
meanour of Mr. Stafford and his opponent. There stood the former 
his hat shading his eyes, his arms folded, eyeing the motions of 
his antagonist with a look of supreme— of utter contempt ; for I 
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saw his compressed and curled upper lip. Lord betrayed an 

anxiety — a visible effort to appear unconcerned. He ‘^overdid 
it.” He was evidently as uneasy, in the contiguity of Mr. Stafford, 
as the rabbit shivering under the baleful glare of the rattlesnake’s 
eye. One little circumstance was full of character at that agitating 
moment. Lord — — , anxious to manifest every appearance of 
coolness and indifference, seemed bent on demolishing a nettle, 
or some other prominent weed, and was making repeated strokes 
at it with the little whip lie held. This, a few seconds before his * 
life was to be jeopardied ! Mr. Stafford stood w atching this puerile 
• /eat in the position I have formerly mentioned, and a witherii g 
•smile stole over his features, w hile he muttered — if I heard cor- 
rectly — “ Poor boy ! poor boy ! ” ' • 

At length the work ofloadiug being completed, and the distance 
— six paces — duly stepped out, the duellists walked up to their 
respective stations. Their proximity was perfectly frightful. The 
pistols were then placed in their hands, and we stepped to a little 
distance from them. 

“Fire ! ” said Lord A ; and the word had hardly passed his 

Ups, before Lord ’s bail w hizzed close past the ear of Mr. 

Stafford. The latter, who had not even elevated his pistol at the 
word of command, after eyeing his antagonist for an instant with 
a scowl of contempt, fired in the air, and then jerked the pistol 

away towards Lord , with the distinctly audible words— 

“ Kennel, sir ! kennel ! ” He then walked towards the spot where 

Mr. G and I were standing. Would to heaven he had never 

uttered the words in question! Lord had heard them, and 

followed him, furiously exclaiming, “Do you call this satisfaction, 
sir?” and, through his second, insisted on a second interchange 

of shots. In vain did Lord A vehtmently protest that it was 

contrary to all the law s of duelling, and that he would leave the 
grouud — they were inflexible. Mr. Stafford approached Lord 

A , and whispered, “For God’s sake, A , don’t hesitate. 

Load — load again ! The fool will rush on his fate. Put us up 
again, and see' if I fire a second time in the air!” His second 
slowly and reluctantly assented , and reloaded. Again the hostile 
# couple stood at the same distance from each other, pale with fury ; 
and at the word of command, both fired, and both fell. At oue 
bound I sprung towards Mr. Stafford, almost blind witli agitation. 

Lord A had him propped against his knee, and with bis white 

pocket-handkerchief was endeavouring to stanch a wound in the 
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right side. Mr. Stafford’s fire had done terrible execution, for his 
ball had completely shattered the lower jaw of his opponent, who 
was bor e off the field instantly. Mr. Stafford swooned, ai.d was 
some minutes bdfore he recovered, when he exclaimed feebly, 
“God forgive me and be wi;h my poor wife ! ” We attempted to 
move him, when Iw swooned a second time, and we were afraid it 
was all over with him. Again, however, he recovered ; and, open- 
ing his eyes, he saw me with my fingers at his pulse. “Oh, Doctor, 
Doctor! what did you promise! Remember Lady Emm — ” he 
could not get out the word. I waited till the surgeon had ascer- 
tained generally the nature of the wound, which he presently 
pronounced not fatal, and assisted in binding it up, and conveying 
him to the carriage. 1 then mounted Mr. G ’s horse, and hur- 

ried on to communicate the dreadful intelligence to Lady Emma. 
I galloped every step of the way and found, on my arrival, that 
her ladyship had but a few moments before adjourned to the draw- 
ing-room, w 1 ere she was silting at coffee. Tl it ier T followed the 
servant, who announced me. Lady Emma was sitting by (he (ea- 
table, and rose on hearing my name. When she saw my agitated 
manner, the colour suddenly faded from her cheeks. She elevated 
her arms, as if deprecating my intelligence; and before I could 
reach her, had f lien fainting on the floor. 

* * * * * # * * 

I cannot undertake to describe, what to >k place on that dread- 
ful night. All was confusion — agony — despair. Mr. Stafford was 
in a state of insensibility when he arrived at home, and was im- 
mediately carried up to bed. The surgeon succeeded in extract- 
ing the ball, which had seriously injured the fifth and sixth ribs, 
but had not penetrated to the lungs. Though the wound was* 
serious, and would require careful and vigilant treatment, there 

was no ground for apprehending a mortal issue. As for Lord , 

I may anticipate his fate. The wound he had received brought 
on a lockjaw , of which he died in less than a week. And this is 
what is called satisfaction. 

To return : All my attention was devoted to poor Lady Emma. 
She did not even ask to see her husband, or move to leave the 
drawing-room, after recovering from her Swoon. She listened 
with apparent calmness to my account of the transaction, which, 
the reader may imagine, was as mild and mitigated in its details as 
possible. As I went on, she became more and more thoughtful, 
and continued, with her eyes iixed on the floor, motionless and 
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silent. In vain did I attempt to rouse her, by soothing— threats 
—surprise. She would gaze full at me, and relapse into her former 
abstracted mood. 0 . At length the drawing-room door was opened 

by some one— who proved to be Lord A , borne to take his 

leave. Lady Emma sprang from the sofa, burst from my grasp, 
uttered a long, loud, and f ightful peal of laughter, and then came 
fit after fit of the strongest hysterics I ever saw. * * About 

midnight. Dr. Baillie and Sir arrived, and found their patients 

each insensible, and each in different apartments. Alas! alas! 
what a dreadful contrast between that hour and the hour of my 
arrival in the morning ! 0 ambition! O political happiness ! — 

* v . . 

mockery !'•:•* 

.Towards morning Lady Emma became calmer, and, under the 
influence of a pretty powerful dose of laudanum, fell into a sound 
sleep. I repaired to the bedside of i\lr. Stafford. He lay asleep, 

Mr. G the surgeon silting on one side of the bed, and a nurse 

on the other. Yes, there lav the Statesman f his noble features, 
though overspread with a pallid, a cadaverous hue, still bearing 
the ineffaceable impress of intellect There was a loftiness about 
the ample expanded forehead , and a stern commanding expres- 
sion about the partially knit eyebrows, and pallid compressed lips, 
which, even in the absence of the flashing eye, bespoke 

the great soul, 

« i «• 

Like an imprisoned eagle, pent within, • 

That fain would fly ! ‘ * 

“On what a slender thread hangs every thing in life! ” thought 
I, as I stood silently at the foot of the bed, gazing on Mr. Stafford, 
lo think of a man like Stafford falling by the hand of an insigni- 
ficant lad of a lordling— a titled bully! Oh, shocking and exe- 
crable custom of duelling ! — blot on the escutcheon of a civilised 
people ! — which places greatness of every description at the mercy 
of the mean and worthless; which lyingly pretends to assert a 
man’s honour and atone for insult, by turning the tears of out- 
raged feeling into — blood ! . , . 

About eight o’clock in the morning, (Monday,) I set off for town, 

leaving my friend in thfe skilful hands of Mr. G , and promising 

to return, if possible, in the evening. About noon, what was my 
astonishment to hear street-criers yelling every where a “ full, 
true, and particular account of the bloody duel # fought last night 
between Mr. Stafford and Lord- f” Curiosity prompted me 
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to purchase the trash. I need hardly say that it was preposterous 
nonsense. The “ duellists, ” it seemed, “ fired at shots a-piece" 

— and what will the reader imagine were the “ dying” words of , 
Mr. Stafford — according to these precious manufjeturers of the 
marvellous?— “ Mr. Stafford then raised himself on his second’s 
knee, and with a loud aud solemn voice, said, * 1 leave my ever- 
lasting hatred to Lord , my duty to my king and country— 

my love to my family — and my precious soul to God! 

The papers of the day, however, gave a tolerably accurate ac- 
count of the affair, and unanimously stigmatized the “ presump- 
tion” of Lord — —in calling out such a man as Mr. Stafford — and 
on such frivolous grounds. My name was, most fortunately, not 
even alluded to. I was glancing through th i columns of the even- 
ing ministerial paper, while the servant was saddling the horses for 
my return to the country, when my eye lit on the following para- 
graph : “ Latest news. Lord — — is appointed Secretary. 

We understand that Mr. Stafford had the refusal of it.” Poor Staf- 
ford ! Lord A had called on the minister late on Sunday 

evening, and acquainted him with the whole affair. “Sorry — 
very,” said the premier. “ Rising man that— but we could not 
wait. Lord — * is to be # the man ! " 

I arrived at Mr. Stafford’s about nine o’clock, and made my way 
immediately to his brdrooin. Lady Emma, palt and exhausted, 
sat by his bedside, her eyes swollen with weeping. At my re- 
quest she presently withdrew, and I took her place at my patient’s _ 
side. He was notsensible of my presence for some time, but lay with 
his eyes half open, and in a state of low muttering delirium. An 
unfortunate cough of mine close to his ear, awoke him, and after 
gazing steadily at me for nearly a minute, he recognized me and 
nodded. He seemed gomg to speak to me— but 1 laid my linger 
on my lips to warn him against making the effort. * 

“ One word— one only, Doctor,” he whispered tastily, — “Who 

is the Secretary?” “Lord. ,” I replied. On hearing 

tbe name, he turned his head away from me with an air of intense 
chagrin, and lay silent for some time. He presently uttered some- 
thing like the words— “ too hot to hold him,”— “ unseat him,” — 
and apparently fell asleep. 1 fouud from the attendant that all was 
going on well— and that Mr. Stafford bade fair for a rapid rocovery, 
if he would but keep bis mind calm aud easy. . Fearful lest my 
presence, in the event of his waking again, might excite him into 
a talking mood, I slipped silently from the room, and betook 
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4 myself to Lady Emma, who sat awaiting me in ber boudoir.. I 
found her in a flood of tears. I did all in my power to soothe her, 

. by reiterating my solemn assurances that Mr. Stafford was beyond 
all danger, and wanted only quiet to recover rapidly. ' 

“ Oh, Doctor ! How could you deceive me so yesterday ? 

You knew all about it ! How could you look at my little children, 
and” — — Sobs choked her utterance. “Well— I suppose you 
could not help it! I don’t blame you— but my heart is nearly 
broken about it! Oh, this honour — this honour! I always thought 
Mr. Stafford above the foolery of such things!” She paused — I 
replied not — for I had not a word to say against what she uttered. 

I thought and eit with her. 

“ I would to Heaven that Mr. Stafford would forsake Parlia- 
ment for ever! These hateful politics ! He has no peace or rest by *■ 
day or night!” continued Lady Emma passionately. “ His nights 
are constantly turned into day — and his d y is ever full of hurry 
and trouble ! Heaven knows 1 would consent to be banished from 
society' — to work for my daily bread— I would submit to any thing, 
if I could but prevail on Mr. Stafford to return to the bosom of his 
family ! Doctor, my heart’s happiness is cankered and gone ! 

Mr. Stafford does but tolerate me— bis heart* is not mine — it 

isn’t ” Agign she burst into tears. “ W hat can your ladyship 

mean?” I inquired with surprise. 

“ W’hat I say, Doctor,” she replied, sobbing. “ He is wedded 
to ambition ! ambition alone ! Oh ! I am often tempted to wish I 
had never seen or known him ! For the future, I shall live trem- 
bling from day to day, fearful of the recurrence of such frightful 
scenes as yesterday ! his reason will be failing him — his reason!” 
she repeated with a shudder, “ and then — /” . Her emotions once 
more deprived her of utterance. I felt for her from my very soul ! 

1 was addressii^ some consolatory remark to her, when a gentle 
tapping was heard at the door. Come in,” said Lady Emma, 
and Mr. Stafford’s valet made his appearance, saying, with hurried 
gestures and grimaces — “ Ah! Docteur! Monsieur d6raisonne— *-il 

est fou ! II veut absolument voir mylord ! Je ne puis lui faire 

passer cette idde-14 ! ” 

' ‘-What can be the matter?” exclaimed Lady Emma, looking at 
me with alarm. 

, “ Oh, only some little wandering, I dare say , but I’ll soon return 
and report progress ! ” said I, prev .iling on her to wait my return, 
and hurrying to the sick chamber. To my surprise and alarm, I 
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found Mr. Stafford sitting nearly bolt upright in bed, his eyes di- 
rected anxiously to the door. 

“ Dr said he, as soon as I had taken my seat beside him, 

“I insist on seeing Lord /’naming the prime minister; “I 

positively insist upon it ! Let his Lordship be shown up instantly.” 
I implored him to lie down, at the peril of his life, and be calm — 

but he insisted on seeing Lord . “ He isgone, and left word 

that he would call at this time to-morrow,” said I, hoping to quiet 
him. 

“ Indeed? Good of him! What can he want? The office is 
disposed of. There ! there ! he is stepped back again ! Show 
him up — show him up! What, insult the King’s Prime Minister? 
Show him up, Louis,” addressing his valet, adding drowsily, in a 
fainter tone, “and the members — the members — the — the — who 
paired off — who pair” — he sank gradually down on the pillow, 
the perspiration burst forth, and he fell asleep. Finding he slept 
on tranquilly and soundly, I once more left him, .and having ex- 
plained it to Lady Emma, bade her good evening, and relumed 
to town. The surgeon who was in constant attendance on him, 
called at my house during the afternoon of the following day, and 
gave me so good an account of him, that I did not think it neces- 
sary to go down till the day after, as I had seripusly broken in 
upon my own practice. When I next saw him he was mending 
rapidly. He even persuaded me into allowing him to have the 
daily papers read to him, — a circumstance I much regretted after 
Heft him, and suddenly recollected how often the public prints 
made allusions to him— some of them not very kindly or compli- 
mentary. But there was no resisting his importuuity. He had a 
wonderful wheedling way with him. 

Two days after, he got me to consent to his receiving the visits 
of his political friends; and really the renewal of his accustomed 
stimulus conduced materially to hasten his recovery. 

Scarcely six weeks from the day of the duel, was this indefati- 
gable and ardent spirit, Mr. Stafford, on his legs in the House of 
Commons, electrifying it and the nation at large, by a speech of 
the most overwhelming power and splendour ! He flung his scor- 
ching sarcasms mercilessly at the astounded Opposition, especially 
at those who had contrived to render themselves in any way pro- 
minent in their opposition to his policy, during his absence! By 
an artful manoeuvre of rhetoric— a skilful allusion to “recent 
unhappy circumstances,” he carried the House with him, from the 
* at 


Digitized by Google 





3ii THE STATESMAN. 

. * - • 

very commencement, enthusiastically, to the end, and was at last 
obliged to pause almost every other minute, that the cheering 
might subside. The unfortunate nobleman who had stepped into 
the shoes which had been first placed at Mr. Stafford’s feet — so to 
speak — came in for the cream of the whole ! A ridiculous figure 
be cut! Jokes, sneers, lampoons, fell upon him like a shower of 
missiles on a man in the pillory. He was a fat man, and sat 
perspiring under it. The instant Mr. Stafford sat down, this un- 
lucky personage arose to reply. His odd and angry gesticulations, 
as he vainly attempted to make himself heard amidst incessant 
shouts of laughter, served to clinch the nail which had been fixed 
by Mr. Stafford; and the indignant senator presently left the 
House. Another — and another — and another of the singed ones, 
arose and “followed on the same side,” but to no purpose. It 
was in vain to buffet against the spring-tide of favour which had set 
in to Mr. Stafford ! That night will not be forgotten by either 
his friends r.r his foes. He gained his point ! within a fortnight he 

bad ousted his rival, and was gazetted Secretary ! The effort 

he made, however, ou the occasion last alluded to, brought him 
again under my hands for several days. Indeed, I never had such 
an intractable patient ! He could not be prevailed on to show any 
mercy to his constitution — he would not give nature fair play. 
Night and day — morning, noon, evening — spring, summer, au- 
tumn, winter — found him toiling on the tempestuous ocean of poli- 
tics, his mind ever laden with the most harassing and exhausting 
cares. The emiuent situation he filled, brought him, of course, 
an immense accession of cares and anxieties. He was virtually 
the leader of the House of Commons; and, though his exquisite 
tact and talent secured to himself personally the applause and 
admiration of all parties, the government to which he belonged 
was beginning to disclose symptoms of disunion and disorganiza- 
tion, at a time when public affairs were becoming every hour more 
and more involved — our domestic and foreign policy perplexed — 
tbe latter almost inextricably — every day assuming a new and dif- 
ferent aspect, through the operation of the great events incessantly 
transpiring on the Continent. The national confidence began 
rapidly to ebb away from the ministers, and symptoms of a most 
startling character appeared in different parts of the country. 
The House of Commons— the pulse of popular feeling — began to 
beat Irregularly — now intermitting— now with feverish strength 
and rapidity — clearly indicating that the circulation was disor- 
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dered. Nearly the whole of the newspapers turned against the 
ministry, and assailed them with the bitterest and foulest obloquy. 
Night after night poor Mr. Stafford talked himself hoarse, feeling 
that he was the acknowledged mouth- piece of the ministry, but in 
vain. Ministers were perpetually left in miserable minorities; 
they were beaten at every point. Their ranks presented the 
appearance of a straggling disbanded army ; those of the Opposi- 
tion hung together like a shipwrecked crew clinging to the last 
fragments of their wreck. Can the consequences be wonder- 
ed at?; 

At length came the Budget, — word of aw ful omen to many a 
quaking ministry ! In vain were the splendid powers of Mr. Staf- 
ford put into requisition. In vain did hrynasterly mind fling light 
and order over his sombrous chaotic subject, and simplify and 
make clear to the whole country the, till then, dreary jargon and 
mysticism of financial technicalities. In vain, in vain did he dis- 
play the sweetness of Cicero, the thunder of Demosthenes. The 
leader of the Opposition rose, and coolly turned all he had said 
into ridicule; one of his squad then stated to his feet, and made 
out poor Mr. Stafford to be a sort of ministerial swindler ; and the 
rest cunningly gave the cue to the country , and raised up in every 
quarter clamorous dissatisfaction. Poor Stafford began to look 
haggard and wasted ; and the papers said he stalked into the House, 
nifht after night, like a spectre. The hour of the ministry was 
conje. They were beaten on the first item, in the committee of 
supply. Mr. Stafford resigned in disgust and indignation ; and that 
broke up the government. 

I saw him the morning after he had formally tendered his resig- 
nation, and given up the papers, etc. of oflice. He was pitifully 
emaciated. The lire of his eye was quenched, his sonorous voice 
broken. I could scarcely repress a tear, as I gazed at his sallow, 
haggard features, and his languid limbs drawn together on bis li- 
brary sofa. 

“ Doctor — my friend ! This frightful session has killed me, I’m 
afraid !” said he. “I feel equally wasted in. body and mind. 
I loathe life— every thing ! ” 

“ I don’t think you’ve been fairly dealt with ! You’ve been 
crippled — shackled ” 

“ Yes— cursed— cursed— cursed in my colleagues,” he inter- 
rupted me, with eager bitterness ; <# it is their execrable liltle-mind- 
edness and bigotry that have concentrated on us the hatred of 
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the nation. As for myself, I am sacrificed, and to no purpose. I 
feel I cannot long survive it ; for I am withered, root and branch 
—withered!” j 

“ Be persuaded, Mr. Stafford,” said I gently, “to withdraw for 
a while, and recruit.” 

• “ Oh, ay, ay — any whither— any whither — as far off as possible 
from London— that’s all! God pity the man that holds office in 
these times. The talents of half the angels in heaven wouldn’t 
avail him ! Doctor, I rave. Forgive me — I’m in a morbid, nay, 
almost rabid mood of mind. Foiled at every point- — others rob- 
bing me of the credit of my labours — sneered at by fools— tram- 
pled on by the aristocracy— oh ! tut, tut, tu — fie on it all ! ” 

* * • * ★ * . 

• ; . . 

“Have you seen the morning papers, Mr. Stafford?” 

“ Not T, indeed. Sick of their cant — lies — tergiversation — scur- 
rility, I’ve laid an embargo on them all. I won’t let one come to 
my house for a fortnight ’Tis adding fuel to the fire that is con-; 
suming me.” 

“ Ah, but they represent the nation as calling loudly for your 
reinstatement in office.” 

“ Faugh — let it call ! Let them lie on ! I’ve done with them — 
for the present, at least.” 

The servant brought up the cards of several of his late col- 
leagues. “Not at home, sirrah! — Harkee — ill — ill,” thundei%d 
his msater. I sat with him nearly an hour longer. Oh, ^at 
gall and bitterness tinctured every word he uttered ! How this 
chafed and fretted spirit spurned at sympathy, and despised — 
even acquiescence ! He complained heavily of perfidy and ingra- 
titude on the part of many members of the House of Commons ; 
and expressed his solemn determination — should he ever return to 
power— to visit them with his signal vengeance. His eyes flashed 
fire, as he recounted the instance of one well-known individual, 
whom he had paid heavily beforehand for his vote, by a sinecure, 
and by whom he was after all unblushingly “jockeyed,” on the 
score of the salary being a few pounds per annum less than had 
been calculated on! “Oh, believe me,” he continued, “ of all 
knavish trafficking, there is none like your political trafficking ; of 
all swindlers, your political swindler is the vilest.” Before I next 
saw him, the new ministry had been named, some of the leading 
members of which were among Mr. Stafford’s bitterest and most 
contemptuous enemies, and had spontaneously pledged themselves 
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to act diametrically opposite to the policy he had adopted. This 
news was too much for him ; and, full of unutterable fury and 
chagrin, he hastily left town, and, with all his family, betook him- 
self, for an indefinite period, to a distant part of England. I de- 
voutly hoped that he had now had hissurfeit of politics, and would 
henceforth seek repose in the domestic circle. Lady Emma par- 
ticipated anxiously in that wish ; she doated on her husband more 
foudly than ever ; and her faded beauty touchingly told with what 
deep devotion she had identified herself with her husband's in- 
terests. i • . 

As I am not writing a life of Mr. Stafford, I must leap over a far- 
ther interval of twelve anxious and agitating years. He returned 
to Parliament, and for several sessions shone brilliantly as the leader 
of the Opposition. Being freed from the trammels of office, his 
spirits resumed their wonted elasticity, and his health became 
firmer than it had been for years ; so that there was little necessity 
for my visiting him on any other footing than that of friendship. 

A close observer could not fail to detect the system of Mr. Staf- 
ford’s parliamentary tactics. He subordinated every thing to ac- 
complish the great purpose of his life. He took every possible 
opportunity, in eloquent and brilliant speeches, of. familiarizing 
Parliament, and the country at large, with his own principles ; 
dexterously contrasting with them the narrow and inconsistent 
policy of his opponents. He felt that he was daily increasing the 
number of his partisans, both in and out of the House — and secur- 
ing a prospect of his speedy return to permanent power. I one 
day mentioned this feature, and told him I admired the way in 
which he gradually insinuated, himself into the confidence of the 
country. 

“ Aha, Doctor!”— he replied briskly — “ to borrow one of your 
own terms — I’m vaccinating the nation ! ” 

July — , 18 — . — The star of Stafford again Lord of the Ascen- 
dent ! This day have the seals of the — — office been intrusted to 
my gifted friend Stafford, amid the thunders of the Commons, 
and the universal gratulalious of the country. He is virtually the 
Leader of the Cabinet, and has it “all his own way” with the 
House. Every appearance he makes there is the signal for a per- 
fect tempest of applause — with, however, a few lightning gleams 
of inveterate hostility. His course is full of dazzling dangers. 
There are breakers a-hcad — he must tack about incessantly amid 
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shoals and quicksands. God help him, and give him calmness and 
self- possession — or he is lost ! 

I suppose there will be no getting near him, at least to such an 
insignificant person as myself — unless he should unhappily require 
my professional services. How my heart beats when I hear It 
said in society, that he seems to feel most acutely the attacks in- 
cessantly made on him — and appears ill every day ! Poor Stafford! 

I wonder how Lady Emma bears all this ! 

I hear every where, that a tremendous opposition is organizing, 
countenanced in very high quarters, and that he will have hard 
work to maintain his ground. He is paramount at present, and 
laughs his enemies to scorn ! His name, coupled with almost ido- 
latrous expressions of homage, is in every one’s mouth of the va- 
rium el mutabile semper! His pictures are in every shop window ; 
dinners are given him every week ; addresses forwarded from all 
parts of the country ; the freedom of large cities and corporations 
voted him; in short, thcre4s scarcely any thing said or done in 
public, but Mr. Stafford’s name is coupled with it. 

March — , 18 — . — Poor Stafford, baited incessantly in the House, 
night after night. Can he stand? every body is asking. He has 
commenced the session swimmingly — as the phrase is. Lady Em- 
ma, whom I accidentally met to-day at the house of a patient— 
herself full of feverish excitement— gives me a sad account of 
Mr. Stafford. Restless nights — incessant sleep-talking — continual 
indisposition — loss of appetite ! 

Oh, the pleasures of politics, the sweets of ambition ! 

Saturday. — A strange hint in one of the papers to-day about 
Mr. Stafford’s unaccountable freaks in the House, and treatment of 
various members. What car. it mean ? A fearful suspicion glanced 
across my mind— Heaven grant it may be groundless ! — on coupling 
with this dark newspaper hint an occurrence which took place 

some short time ago. It was this : Lady Amelia was suddenly 

taken ill at a b ll given by the Duke of — - — , and I was called in 
to attend her. She had swooned in the midst of (he dance, and 
continued hysterical for some time after her removal home. I asked 
her what had occasioned it all — and she told me that she happened . 
to be passing, in (he dance, a part of the room where Mr. Stafford . 
stood, who had looked in for a few minutes to speak to the Mar- 
quis of . “He was standing in a thoughtful attitude,” she 
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continued, “ and somehow or another I attracted his attention in 
passing, and he gave me one of the most fiendish scowls, accom- 
panied with a frightful glare of the eye, I ever encountered. Ft 
passed from his face in an instant, and was succeeded by a smile, 
as he nodded repeatedly to persons who saluted him. The look 
he gave me haunted me, and, added to the exhaustion I fe't from 
the heat of the room, occasioned my swooning.” Though I felt 
faint at heart while listening to her, I laughed it off, and said it 
must have been fancy. “ No, no, Doctor, it was not,” she re- 
plied, “ for the Marchioness of saw it too, and no later than 

this very morning, when she called, asked me if I had affronted 
Mr. Stafford.” 

Could it be so? Was this “ look” really a transient ghastly 
out-flashing of insanity? Was his great mind beginning to stagger 
under the mighty burden it bore ? The thc^ght agitated me beyond 
measure. When I coupled the fncident in question with the mys- 
terious hint in the daily paper, my fears were awfully corroborated. 
I resolved to call upon Mr. Stafford that very evening. I was at 
his house about eight o’clock, but found he had left a little while 
before tor Windsor. The next morning, however — Sunday — his 
servant brought me word that Mr. Stafford would be glad to see 
me between eight and ten o’clock in the evening. Thither, there- 
fore, I repaired, about half-past eight. On sending up my name, 
bis private secretary came down stairs, and conducted me to the 
minister’s library, — a spacious and richly furnished room. Statues 
stood in the window-places, and busts of British statesmen in the 
four comers. The sides were lined with book-shelves, filled with 
elegantly bound volumes ; and a large table in the middle of the 
room was covered with tape-tied packets, opened and unopened 
letters, etc. A large bronze lamp was suspended from the ceiling, 
and threw a peculiarly riph and mellow light over the whole - and 
especially the figure of Mr. Stafford, who, in his long crimson silk 
dressing-gown, was walking rapidly to and fro, with his arms 
folded on his breast. The first glance showed me that he was la 
bouring under high excitement His face was pale, and his bril- 
liant eyes glanced restlessly from beneath his intensely knit brows. 

“My dear Doctor— an age since I saw you! — Here I am over- 
whelmed, you see, as usual!” said he, cordially taking me by the 
hand, and leading me to a seat — “ My dear sir, you give yourself 
no rest — you are actually — you are rapidly destroying yourself!” 
said I, after he had, in his own brief, energetic, and pointed liar- 
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guage, described a train of symptoms bordering on those of brain- 
fever. He had, unknown to any one, latterly taken to opium, 
which he swallowed by stealth, in large quantities, on retiring to 
bed ; and I need hardly say how that of itself was sufficient to de-’ 
range the functions both of body and mind. He had lost his ap- 
petite, and felt consciously sinking every day into a state of the 
utmost langyor and exhaustion — so much so, that he was reluctant 
often to rise and dress, or go out. His temper, he said, began to 
fail him, and he grew fretful and irritable with every body, and on 
every occasion. “ Doctor, Doctor ! I don’t know whether you’ll 
understand me or not — but every thing glares at me ! ” said he. 
“ Every object grows suddenly invested with personality — ani- 
mation- 1 ! can't bear to look at them ! — I am oppressed — 1 breathe 
a rarified atmospljpre ! ” — “Your nervous system is disturbed, 
Mr. Stafford.” — “I live in a dim dream — with only occasional 
intervals of real conscrousness. *Every thing is false and exagge- 
rated about me. I see, feel, think, through a magnifying medium 
— in a word. I'm in a strange, unaccountable — terrible state. ” 

“ Can you wonder at it — even if it were worse?” said I, expos- 
tulating vehemently with him on his incessant, unmitigating appli- 
cation to public business. “ Believe me,” I concluded, with energy, 

. “you must lie by, or be laid by.” 

“Ah— good, that— terse! — But what’s to be done? Must I re- 
sign ? Must public business stand still in the middle of the session ? 
I’ve made my bed, and must lie on it.” 

I really was at a loss what to say. He could not bear “ preach- 
ing” or “ prosing,” or any thing approaching to it. I suffered him 
to go on as he would — detailing more and more symptoms like 
those above mentioned — clearly enough disclosing to my reluctant 
eyes, reason holding her reins loosely, unsteadily ! 

“I can’t account for it, Doctor — but I feel sudden fits of wild- 
ness sometimes — but for a moment, however, — a second ! — O, 
my Creator ! I hope all is yet sound here, here !” said he, pressing 
his hand against his forehead. He rose and walked rapidly to and 
fro. “ Excuse me, Doctor, I cannot sit still !” said he. * . * * 

“ Have I not enough to upset me? Only listen to a tithe of my 
troubles, now ! — Alter paying almost servile court to a parcel of 
Parliamentary puppies, ever since the commencement of the ses- 
sion, to secure their votes on the Bill — having the boobies 

here to dine with me, and then dining with them, week after week 
— sitting down gaily with fellows whom I utterly, unutterably de- 
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spise — every one of the pack suddenly turned tail on me— stole, 
stole, stole away— every one — and left me in a ridiculous mino- 
rity of 43 ! ” I said it was a sample of the annoyances inseparable 
from office. — “Ay, ay, ay!” he replied, with impetuous bitter- 
ness, increasing the pace at w hich he w as walking. “ Why — why 
is it, that public men have no principle— no feeling — no gratitude 
— no sympathy?” he paused. I said, mildly, that I hoped the throng 
of the session was nearly £bt through, that his embarrassments 
would diminish, and he w'ould have some leisure on his hands. 

“ Oh, no, no, no !— my difficulties and perplexities increase and 
thicken on every side ! Great heavens! how are we to get on?- 
All the motions of government are impeded ; we are hemmed in — 
blocked up on every side — the state vessel is surrounded with 
closing crashing icebergs ! I think I must quit the helm ! Look 
here, for instance. After ransacking all the arts and resources of 
diplomacy, I had, with infinite difficulty, succeeded in devising a 
scheme for adjusting our — — differences. Several of the conti- 
nental powers have acquiesced— all was going on well — when this 
very morning comes a courier to Downing Street, bearing a civil 
hint from the Austrian cabinet, that, if I persevered with my pro- 
ject, such a procedure would be considered equivalent to a de- 
claration of war ! So there we are at a dead stand ! 'Tis all that 
execrable Metteruich ! Subtile devil ! — He’s at the bottom of all 
the disturbances in Europe ! Again— here, at home, we are all on 

our backs ! I stand pledged to the Bill. I will, and must go 

through with it. My consistency, popularity, place — all are at 

stake ! I’m bound to carry it; and only yesterday the , and 

, aud families — ’gad ! half the Upper House — ’have given 

me to understand I must give up them, or the Bilft . Arid 

then we are all at daggers-drawing among ourselves— a cabinet- 

council like a cock-pit, and eternally bickering ! And 

again— last night his Majesty behaved with marked coolness and 
hauteur ; ai^. while sipping his claret, told me, with stern sang 
[void, that nircfnsent to the Bill was * utterly out of the ques- 
tion.’ I must throw overboard the , a measure that I have 

more at heart than any other ! It is w hispered that — — is deter- 
mined to draw me into a duel ; and, as if all this were not enough, 

I am perpetually receiving threats of assassination; and, in fact, a 
bullet hissed close past my hat the other day while on horseback, 
on my way to ! I can’t make the thing public— ’tis impos- 

sible ; and perhaps the very next hour I move out, I may be shot 
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through the heart ! O God ! what is to become of me ? Would 

to Heaven I had refused the seals of the office ! Doctor, do 

you think — the rftmsense of medicine apart — do you think you can 
do any thing for me ? Any thing to quiet the system — to cool the 
brain? Would bleeding do? — Bathing? — What ? But mind I’ve 

not much time for physic; I’m to open the question to-morrow 

night; and then every hour to dictate fifteen or twenty letters ! In 
a word” • 

“Lord , sir,” said the servant, appearing at the door. 

“ Ah, execrable coxcomb ! ” he muttered to me. “ I know what 
‘ he is come about — he has badgered me incessantly for the last six 
weeks! I won’t see him. Not at home!” he called out to the 
servant. He paused. “ Stay, sirrah ! — beg his Lordship to walk 
up stairs.” Then to me — “ The man can command his two bro- 
thers’ votes — I must have them to-morrow night. Doctor, we must 
part,” hearing approaching footsteps. “ I’ve been raving like a 
madman, I fear— But not a word to any one breathing ! Ah, my 
Lord, good evening — good evening !” said he, with a gaiety and 
briskness of tone and manner that utterly confounded me — walk- 
ing and meeting his visitor half-way, and shaking him by the hands. 
Poor Stafford ! I returned to my own quiet home, and devoutly 
thanked God, who had shut me out from such splendid misery as 
I witnessed in the Right Honourable Charles Stafford. 

Tuesday . — Poor Stafford spoke splendidly in the House, last 
night, for upwards of three hours; and, at the bottom of the re- 
ported speech, a note was added, informing the reader, that • 
* Mr. Stafford was looking belter than they had seen him for some 
months, and seemed to enjoy excellent spirits. ” How little did he, 
who penned that note, suspect the true slate of matters — that Mr. 
Stafford owed his “ better looks” and “excellent spirits” to an in- 
toxicating draught of raw brandy, which alone enabled him to face 
the House. I read his speech with agonizing int^qjP; it was full 
of flashing fancy, and powerful argumentative eloquence, and 
breathed throughout a buoyant, elastic spirit, which nothing seem- 
ed capable of overpowering or depressing. But Mr. Stafford might 
have saved his trouble and anxiety,— for he was worsted, and his 
bill lost by an overwhelming majority ! Oh ! could his relentless 
opponents have seen but a glimpse of what I had seen, they would 
have spared their noble victim the sneers and railleries with which 
they pelted him throughout the evening. 
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Friday. — I this afternoon had an opportunity of conversing con- 
fidentially with Mr. Stafford's private secretary, who corroborated 
my worst fears, by communicating his own, and their reasons, 
amounting to infallible evidence, that Mr. Stafford was beginning 
to give forth scintillations of madness. He would sometimes totally 
lose his recollection of what he had done during the day, and dic- 
tate three answers to the same letter. He would, at the public 
office, sometimes enter into a strain of conversation with his as- 
tounded underlings, so absurd and imprudent — disclosing the pro- 
foundest secrets of state — as must have inevitably and instantly 
ruined him. had he not been surrounded by those who were per- 
sonally attached to him. Mr. communicated various other 

little symptoms of the same kind. Mr. Stafford was once on his 
way down to the House, in his dressing-gown, and could be per- 
suaded with the utmost difficulty only to return and change it. He 
would sometimes go down to his country house, and receive his 
Lady and children with such an extravagant — such a frantic — dis- 
play of spirit and gaiety, as at first delighted, then surprised, and 
finally alarmed Lady Emma into a horrid suspicion of the real state 
of her husband’s mind. 

I was surprised early one morning by his coachman’s calling at 
my house, and desiring to see me alone ; and, when he was shown 
into my presence, with a flurried manner, many apologies for his 
“ boldness,” and entreaties — somewhat Hibernian, to be sure, in 
the wording — that I “ would take no notice whatever of what he 
said,” he told me,thathis master’s conduct had latterly been “ very 
odd and queer-like.” That on getting into his carriage, on his re- 
turn from the House, Mr. Stafford would direct him to drive fiveor 
six miles into the country, at the top of his speed — then back again 
— then to some distant part of London, without once alighting, and 
with no apparent object ; so that it was sometimes five or six, or 
even seven o’clock in the morning before they got home! “ Last 
night, sir,” be added, “master did som’mut uncommon ’stroar- 
dinary; he told me to drive to Greenwich; and when I gets there, 
he bids me pull up at the — — , and get him a draught of ale — and 
then he drinks a sup, and tells me and John to finish it — and then 
turn the horses’ hea ls back again for town!” I gave the man 
half a guinea, and solemnly enjoined him to keep what he had 
told me a profound secret. 

"What was to be done? — what steps could we take? — how deal 
with such a public man as Mr. Stafford ? I felt myself in a fearful 
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dilemma. Should I communicate candidly with Lady Emma ? I 
thought it better, on the whole, to wait a little longer; and was de- 
lighted to find, that as public business slackened a little, and Mr. 
Stafford carried several favourite measures very successfully, and 

with comparatively little effort, he intermitted his attention to bu- 

* 

siness, and was persuaded into spending the recess at the house of 
one of his relatives, a score or two miles from town, whose enchant- 
ing house and grounds, and magnificent hospitalities, served to oc- 
cupy Mr. Stafford’s mind with bustling and pleasurable thoughts. 
Such a fortnight’s interval did wonders for him. Lady Emma, 
wI\om I had requested to write frequently to me about him, repre- 
sented things more and more cheerfully in every succeeding letter, 

— saying, that the “ distressing fiightiness ,” which Mr. Stafford had 
occasionally evinced in town, had totally disappeared; that every 
body at- — House was astonished at the elasticity and joyousness * 
of his spirits, and the energy, almost amounting to enthusiasm, 
with which he entered into the glittering gaieties and festivities that 
were going on around* him. “ He was the life and soul of the 
parly.” He seemed determined , to banish business from his 
thoughts, at least for a while ; and when a chance allusion was 
made to it, would put it off gaily with — “ Sufficient for the day is 
the evil thereof.” All this filled me with consolation. I dismissed 
the apprehensions which had latterly harassed my mind concerning 
him, and heartily thanked God that Mr. Stafford’s splendid powers 
seemed likely to be yet long spared to the country— that the ho- 
vering fiend was beaten off from his victim — might it be for ever! 

The House at length resumed ; Mr. Stafford returned to town, 
and all his weighty cares again gathered around him. Hardly a . 
few days had elapsed, before he delivered one of the longest, calm- 
est, most argumentative speeches which had ever fallen from him. 
Indeed, it began to be commonly remarked, that all he said in the 
House wore a matter-of-fact, business-like air, w hich nobody could 
have expected from him. All this was encouraging. The measure 
which he brought forward in the speech last alluded to, was hotly 
contested, inch by inch, in the House, and at last, contrary 
even to hisowm expectations, carried, though by an inconsiderable 
majority. All his friends congratulated him on his triumph. 

“ Yes, I have triumphed at last,” he said, emphatically, as he left 
the House. He went home late at night, and alarmed —confounded 
lus domestics, by calling them all up, and— it is lamentable to have 
to record such things of such a man— insisting on their illuminating 
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llio house — candles in every window — in frout and behind ! It was 
fortunate that Lady Emma and her family had not yet returned 
from House, to witness this unequivocal indication of return- 

ing insanity, lie himself personally assisted at the ridiculous task 
of lighting the candles, and putting them in the windows ; and 
when it was completed, actually harangued the assembled servants 
on the signal triumph he and the country had obtained that night 
in the House of Commons, and concluded by ordering them to 
extinguish the lights, and adjourn to the kitchen to supper, when 
he would presently join them, and give them a dozen of wine! 
He was as good as his word : yes, Mr. Stafford sat at the head of 
his confounded servants — few in number, on account of the family’s 
absence, and engaged in the most uproarious hilarity ! Fortu- 
nately, mosrtortunately, his conduct was unhesitatingly attributed 
to intoxication — in which condition he was really carried to bed 
at an advanced hour in the morning, by those whom nothing but 
their bashful fears had saved from being similarly overcome by 
the wine they had been drinking. All this was told me by the 
coachman, who had communicated with me formerly — and with 
tears, for he was an old and faithful servant. He assiduously kept 
up among his fellow-servants the notion that their master’s drunken- 
ness was tiie cause of his extraordinary behaviour. 

I called on him the day jtfter, and found him silting in his library, 
dictating to iiis secretary, whom he directed to withdraw as soon 
as I entered. He then drew his chair close to mine, and burst 
into tears. • 

“ Doctor, would you believe it,” said he, “I was horridly drunk 
last night — I can’t imagine how — and am sure I did something or 
other very absurd among the servants. I dare not, of course, ask 
any of them— and am positively ashamed to look even my valet in 
the face ! ” 

“ Fob, poll — ScmcL insanivimus unities,” I stammered,' attempt- 
ing to smile, scarcely knowing what to say. 

“Don’t— don’t desert me, Doctor!” he sobbed, clasping my 
hand, and looking sorrowfully in my face — “ Don’t you desert me, 
my tried friend. Every body is forsaking me! The King hates 
me — the Commous despise me — the people would have my blood, 
ir they dared ! And yet why ? — What have I done ? Cod knows, 
I have done every thing for the best— indeed, indeed I have ! ” he 
continued, grasping my hand in silence. 

“ There’s a terrible plot hatching against me!— Hush ! ” Herose, 
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and bolted the door. “ Did you see that fellow whom I ordered 
out on your entrance?” — naming his private secretary — “Well, 
that infamous fellow thinks he is to succeed me in my ollice, and 
has actually gained over the Ring and several of the aristocracy 
to his interest ! ” 

‘‘Nonsense — nonsense — stuff!— You have wine in your head, 
Mr. Stafford,” said I, angrily, trying to choke down my emotions. 

“No, no — sober enough now. Doctor . I’ll tell you what 

(albeit unused to the melting mood) has thus overcome me : Lady 
Emma favours the scoundrel ! They correspond I My children, 
even, are gained over 1 — iiutEmma, my wife, my love, who could 
have thought it ! ” * * * I succeeded in calming him, and he began 
to converse on different subjects, although the fiend was manifest 
again. “Doctor , I’ll intrust you with a secret— a state se- 

cret! You must know that I have long entertained the idea of 
uniting all the European states into one vast republic, and have at 
last arranged a scheme, which will, I think, be unhesitatingly adopt- 
ed, I have written to Prince on the subject, and expect his 

answer soon ! Isn’t it a grand thought ? ” I assented of course. 
“ It will emblazon my name in the annals of eternity, beyond all 
Roman and all Grecian fame,” he continued, waving his hand 
oralorically ; “ but I’ve been — yes, yes — premature ! — My secret 
is safe with you. Doctor ?” 

“ Oh, certainly ! ” I replied, with a melancholy air, uttering a 
deep sigh. 

“But now to business. I'll tell you why I’ve sent for you.” I 
had called unasked, as the reader will recollect. “I’Jl tell you,” 

he continued, taking my hand affectionately; “Dr. , I have 

known you now for many years, ever since we were at Cambridge 
together,” (ray heart ached at the recollection), “ and we have 
been good friends ever since. I have noticed that you have never 
asked a favour from me since I knew you. Every one else has 
teased me — but I have never had a request preferred me from 
you, my dear friend.” He burst into tears, mine very nearly over- 
flowing. There was no longer any doubt that Mr. Stafford — the 
great, the gifted Mr. Stafford, was sitting before me in a state of 
idiocy! — of madness! I felt faint and sick as be proceeded. “Well, 
t thank God I have it now in my power to reward you- -to offer 
you something that will fully show the love I bear you, and my 
unlimited confidence in your talents and integrity. I have deter- 
mined to recall our ambassador at the Court of , and shall 
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supply his place” — he looked at me with a good-natured smile- — 

“by my friend Dr. 1” He leaned back in his chair, and eyed 

me with a triumphant, a gratified air, evidently preparing himself 
to be overwhelmed with my thanks. In one instant, however, 
“a change came o’er the aspect of his dream.” His features grew 
suddenly disturbed, now Hushed, now pale; his manner grew 
restless and embarrassed ; and I felt convinced that a lucid interval 
had occurred, that a consciousness of his having been either say- 
ing or doing something very absurd, had that instant flashed across 

his mindl “ Ah, I see, Dr. ,” he resumed, in an altered tone, 

speaking hesitatingly, while a vivid glance shot from his eye into 
my very soul, as though he would see whether I had detected the 
process of thought which had passed through his mind, “ you look 
surprised — ha, ha ! — and well you may ! But now I’ll explain the 

riddle. You must know that Lord is expecting to be our 

.new ambassador, and, in fact, I must offer it him; but — but — I 
wish to pique him into declining it, when 1 11 take offence — by — 
telling him— hinting carelessly, that one of my friends had the 
prior refusal of it!” 

Did not the promptitude and plausibility of this pretext savour 
of madness? He hinted soon after that he had much business in 
hand, and I withdrew. I fell back in my carriage, and resigned 
myself to bitter and agonizing reflections on the scene I had just 
quitted. What was to be done ? Mr. Stafford, by some extra- 
vagant act, might commit himself frightfully with public affairs. 

Lady Emma, painful as the task was, must be written to. Mea- 
sures must now be had recourse to. The case admitted of no 
farther doubt. Yes— this great — this unfortuuate man must be 
put into constraint, and that immediately. In the tumult of my 
thoughts, I scarcely knew what to decide on ; but at last I ordered 
the man trfprive to the houses of Sir , and Dr. , and con- 

sult with them on the proper course to be pursued. 

* * * * * * ♦ 

Oh, God !— Oh, horror ! — Oh, my unhappy soul! — Despair! 

Hark — what do I hear? — Do I hear aright 

******* 

Have I seen aright — or is it all a dream ?— Shall I wake to-mor- 
row, and find it false ? 
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. CHAPTER XX. 

A SLIGHT COLD. 

Consider “a slight cold ” to be in the nature of a chill, caught 
by a sudden contact with your grave : or as occasioned by the 
damp finger of Death laid upon you, as it were, to mark you for 
his, in passing to the more immediate object of his commission. 
Let this be called croaking, and laughed at as such, by those who 
are “ awearied of the painful round of life,” and are on the look- 
out for their dismissal from it ; but be learnt off by heart, and re- 
membered as having the force and*truth of gospel, by all those 
who would “measure out their span upon the earth,” and are 
conscious of any constitutional flaw or feebleness ; who are distin- 
guished by any such tendency death-ward, as long necks, — nar- 
row, chicken chests— very fair complexions— exquisite sympathy 
with atmospheric variations ; or, in short, exhibit any symptoms 
of an asthmatic or consumptive character, — if they choose to 
NEGLECT A SLIGHT COLD. 

Let not those complain of being bitten by a reptile, which they 
have cherished to maturity in their very bosoms, when they might 
have crushed it in the egg ! Now, if we call “a slight cold” the 
egg,* and pleurisy — inflammation ofthe lungs — asthma— consump- 
tion, the venomous reptile— the matter will be no more than cor- 
rectly figured. There are many ways in which this “•egg” may 
be deposited and hatched. Going suddenly, slightly ’clad, from 
a heated into a cold atmosphere, especially if you can contrive to 
be in a state of perspiration— sitting or standing in a draught, how- 
ever slight, —it is the breath of Death, reader, and laden with the 
vapours of the grave ! Lying in damp beds, for there his cold arms 
shall embrace you — continuing in wet clothing, and neglecting 
wet feet,— these, and a hundred others, are some of the ways in 
which you may slowly, imperceptibly, but surely, cherish the crca- 


* omnium prope quibus afftigimur morbprwn arigo el quasi semen, says an intel- 
ligent medical writer of tbe last century. * 
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lure, that shall at last creep inextricably inwards, and lie coiled 
about your very vitals. Once more, again — again — again— I 
would say, attend to this, all ye who think it a small matter to— 

NEGLECT A SLIGHT COLD ! 

So many painful— I may Shy dreadful illustrations of the truth of the 
above remarks, are strewn over the pagesbf my Diary, thatl scarcely 
know which of them to select. The following melancholy "in- 
stance” will, I hope, prove as impressive, as I think it interesting. 

Captain C had served in the Peninsular campaigns with 

distlnguisheiynerit ; and on the return of the British army, sold 
out, and determined to enjoy in private life an ample fortune be- 
queathed him by a distant relative. At the period I am speaking 
of, he was in his twenty-ninth or thirtieth year ; and in person one 
of the very finest men I ever saw in my life. There was an air of 
ease and frankness about his demeanour, dashed with a little pen- 
siveness, which captivated every body with whom he conversed— 
but the ladies especially. It seemed the natural effect produced 
on a bold but feeling heart, by frequent scenes of sorrow. Is not 
such a one formed to win over the heart of woman? Indeed, it 
seemed so ; for, at the period I am speaking of, our English ladies 
were absolutely infatuated about the military; and a man who had 
otlierwise but little chance, had only to appear in regimentals, to 
turn the scale in his favour. One would have thought the race of 
soldiery was about to become suddenly extinct ; for in almost 
every third marriage that took place within two years of the mag' 
nificent event at Waterloo — whether rich or poor, high or low, a 
redcoat was sure to be the “ principal performer.” Let the reader 
then, being apprized of this influenza — for what else was it? — set 
before his imagination the tall, commanding figure of Captain 

C , his frank and noble bearing — his excellent family — his 

fortune, upwards of four thousand a-year — and calculate the 
chances in his favour ! 

I met him several times in private society, during his stay in 
town, and have his image vividly in my eye as he appeared on the 
last evening we met. He wore a blue coat, white waistcoat, and 
an ample black neckerchief. His hair was very light, and disposed 
w ith natural grace over a remarkably fine forehead, the left corner 
of which bore the mark of a slight sabre cut. His eye, bright 
hazel— clear and full— which you would in your own mind in- 
stantly compare to that of 

\ Mars— to threaten and command, ; 

» 
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was capable of an expression of the most winning and soul-sub- 
duing tenderness. Much more might I say in his praise, and truly 
— but that I have a melancholy eud in view. Suffice it to add, that 
wherever he moved, he seemed the sun of the social circle, gazed 
on by many a soft starlike eye, with trembling rapture— the envied 
object of 

Mods, becks, and wreathed smiles 

. ‘ ' , <r . 

from all that was fair and beautiful. 

He could not remain long disengaged. Intelligenw^soon found 
its way to town of his hating formed an attachment to Miss Ellen 

, a wealthy and beautiful northern heiress, whose heart soon 

surrendered to its skilful assailant. Every body was pleased with 
the match and pronounced it suitable in all respects. I had ah 

opportunity of seeing Captain C and Miss together at an 

eyening party in London ; for the young lady’s family spent the 
season in town, and were, of course, attended by the Captain, who 

took up his quarters in Street. A handsome couple they 

looked. ‘ - 

This was nearly twelve months after their engagement ; and most 
of the preliminaries had been settled on both sides, and the event 

was fixed to take place within a fortnight of Miss and family’s 

return to shire. The last day of their stay in town, they 

formed a large and gay water party, and proceeded up the river 
a little beyond Richmond, in a beautiful open boat, belonging to 

Lord , a cousin of the Captain’s. It was rather late before 

their return ; and long ere their arrival at Westminster stairs, the 
wind and rain combined against the party, and assailed them with 
a fury, against which their awning formed but an insufficient pro- 
tection. Captain C had taken an oar for the last few miles; 

and as they had to pull against a strong tide, his task was not a 
trifling one. When he resigned his oar, he was in a perfect bath 
of perspiration; but he drew on his coat, and resumed the seat he 

had formerly occupied beside Miss , at the back of the boat. 

The awning unfortunately got rent immediately behind where they 
sat ; and what with the splashing of the water on his back, and the 
squally gusts of wind which incessantly burst upon them. Captain 

C got thoroughly wet and chilled. Miss grew uneasy 

about him, but he laughed off her apprehensions, assuring her 
that they were groundless, and that he was “too old a soldier ” to 
suffer from such a trifling thing as a little “wind and wet.” On 
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leaving the boat, he insisted on accompanying them home to 

Square, and stayed there upwards of an hour, busily conversing * 
witli them about their departure on the morrow. While there he 
took a glass or two of wine, but did not change his clothes. On 
returning to his lodgings, he was too busily and pleasantly occupied 
with thoughts about his approaching nuptials, to advert to the ne- 
cessity of using more precautions against cold, before retiring to 
bed. He sat down in his dressing-room, without ordering a fire 
to be lit, and wrote two or three letters; after which he got into 
bed. Now, how easy would it have been for Captain C to ob- 

viate any possible ill consequences, by simply ringing for warm 
water to put his feet in, and a basin of gruel, or posset? He did 
not do either of these, however ; thinking it would be time enough 
to “cry out when he was hurt.” In the morning he rose, and 
though a little indisposed, immediately after breakfast drove to 

Square, to see off Miss — and the family ; for it had been 

arranged that he should remain behind a day or two, in order to 
complete a few purchases of jewellery, etc., and then follow the 

party to shire. He rode on horseback beside their travelling 

carriage a few miles out of town; and then took his leave and re- 
turned. On his way home he called at my house, but finding me 
out, left his card, with a request that I would come and see him in 
the evening. About seven o’clock I was with him. I found him in 
his dressing-gown, in an easy chair, drinking coffee. He looked 
rather dejected, and spoke in a desponding tone. He complained 
of the common symptoms of catarrh; and detailed to me the ac- 
count which 1 have just laid before the reader. I remonstrated with 
him on his last night’s imprudence. 

Ah, Doctor , I wish to Heaven I had rowed on to West- 
minster, tired as I was!” said he— “Good God, what if I have 

caught my death of cold ?— You cannot conceive how singular my 
sensations are. ” 

“ That’s generally the way with patients after the mischiefs 
' done, I replied with a smile . — “ But come ! come ! only take care 
of yourself, and matters are not at all desperate ! ” 

“ Heigh ho!” 1 -- J 

“ Sighing like a furnace,” I continued, gaily, on hearing him * 
utter several sighs in succession— “ You sons of Mars make hot -3 
woik oi it, both in love and war ! ” — Again he sighed. “ Why 
what’s the matter. Captain ! ” 

“ oh > noting— nothing,” he replied, languidly, “ I suppose a 
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cold generally depresses one’s spirits— is it so ? Is it a sign of a 

severe” , 

“ It is a sign that a certain person” 

“ Pho, Doctor, pho!” said he, with an air of lassitude— “ don’t 
think me so childish! — I’ll tell you candidly what has contributed to 
depress my spirits. For this last week or so, I’ve had a strange 

sort of conviction that” 

“ Nonsense— none of your nervous fancies ” 

“ Ah, but I have. Doctor,” be continued , scarcely noticing the in- 
terruption ; “I’ve felt a sort of presentiment — a foreboding that — 
that— that — something or other would occur to prevent my mar- 
riage ! ” 

“ Oh, tush— tush !— every one has these low nervous fancies that 
is not accustomed to sickness.” 

“ Well — it may be so — I hope it may be nothing more ; but I 
seem to hear a voice whispering — or at least, to be under an in- 
fluence to that effect, that the cup will be dashed brimful from my 
lips— a fearful slip ! It seems as if my Ellen were too great a hap- 
piness for the Fates to allow me. ” 

“ Too great a fiddlestick. Captain! — so your schoolboy has a 
fearful apprehension that he cannot outlive the day of his finally 
leaving school — too glorious and happy an era!” 

“ I know well what you allude to — butmine is a calm and rational 

apprehension” "■ v 

“ Come, come. Captain C , this is going too far. Raillery 

apart, however, I can fully enter into your feelings,” — I continued, 
perceiving his morbid excitement. — “ ’Tis but human nature to feel 
trepidation and apprehension when approaching some great crisis 
of one’s existence. One is apt to give unfavourable possibilities an 
undue preponderance over probabilities; and it is easily to be ac- 
counted for, on the known tendency we find within ourselves, on 
ordinary occasions, to shape events according to our wishes —and 

in our over-anxiety to guard against such ” 

“ Very metaphysical — very true, I dare say ” 

“ Well— to be matter-of-fact — / had all your feelings— perhaps 

greatly aggravated — at the time of my own marriage” 

“ Eh ? — indeed ? — Had you really ? ” he inquired , eagerly, laying 
his hand on mine — continuing, with an air of anxious curiosity — 
“ Did you ever feel a sort of conviction that some mysterious agency 
was awaiting your approach towards the critical point, and, when 
Just within reach of your object, would suddenly smite youdown?” 
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Ay, to be sure,” said I, smiling, “ a mere flutter of feeling — 
which you see others have besides yourself; but that you — trained 
to confront danger — change' — casualties of all sorts — that you — 

you, with your frame of Herculean build” 

“ Well — a truce to your Jointer ! ” he interrupted me, somewhat 
impatiently ; “ I shouldn’t mind taking you ten to one that I don’t live 
to be married, after all ! ” 

“ Come, this amounts to a symptom of your indisposition. You 

have got more fever on you than I thought — and you grow light- 
headed 1— you must really get to bed, and in the morning all these 
fantasies will be gone. ” ' ' ' ' . V‘ 

“ Well — I hope in God they may ! But they horridly oppress 
me ! I own that latterly I’ve given in a little to fatalism .” 

This won’t do at all, thought I, taking my pen in hand, and be- 
ginning to write a prescription. 

“ Are you thirsty at all ! any catching in the side when you 
breathe ? Any cough? ” etc. etc. said 1, asking him the usual routine 
of questions. I feared, from the symptoms he described, that he 
had caught a very severe, and possibly obstinate, cold — so I pre- 
scribed active medicines. Amongst others, I recollect ordering 
him one-fourth of a grain of tartarized antimony every four hours, 
for the purpose of encouraging the insensible perspiration, and 
thereby determining the fever outwards. I then left him, pro- 
mising to call about noon the next day, expressing my expecta- 
tions of finding him perfectly recovered from his indisposition. I 
found him the following morning in bed, thoroughly under the 
influence of the medicines I had prescribed, and, in fact, much 
better in every respect. The whole surface of his body was damp 
and clammy to the touch, and he had exactly the proper sensation 
of nausea — both occasioned by the antimony. I contented myself 
with prescribing a repetition of the medicines. 

“ Well, Captain, and what has become of your gloomy forebod- 
ings of last night?” I inquired, with a smile. 

“ Why — hem! I’m certainly not quite so desponding as I was 
last night ; but still, the goal— the goal’s not reached yet 1 I’m not 
welt yet — and, even if I were, there’s a good fortnight’s space for 
contingencies! ” *. * I enjoined him to keep house for a day or 
two longer, and persgvere with the medicines during that time, 
in order to his complete recovery, and he reluctantly acquiesced. 

He had written to inform Miss , that, owing to “ a slight 

cold,” and his jeweller’s disappointing bun about the trinkets he 
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had promised, his stay in town would be prolonged two or three 
days. This circumstance had fretted and worried him a good 
deal. .. . . 

One of the few enjoyments which my professional engagements 
permitted me, was the opera, where Ijpight for a while forget the 
plodding realities of life, and wander amid the magnificent regions 
of music and imagination. Few people, indeed, are so disposed 
to “ make the most” of their time at the opera as medical men, to 
whom it is a sort of stolen pleasure; they sit on thorns, liable to 
be summoned out immediately — to exchange the bright scenes of 
fairyland for the dreary bedside of sickness and death. I may not, 
perhaps, speak the feelingS of my more phlegmatic brethren ; but 
the considerations above named always occasion me to sit listening 
to what is going on in a state of painful suspense and nervous- 
ness, which is aggravated by the slightest noise at the Sox-door — 
by the mere trying of the handle. On the evening of the day in 
question, a friend of my wife’s had kindly allowed us the use of 
her box ; and we were both sitting in our places at a musical ban- 
quet of unusual splendour ; for it was Catalani’s benefit In look- 
ing round the house, during the interval between the opera and 
ballet, I happened to cast my eye towards the opposite box* at the 
moment it was entered by two gentlemen of very fashionable ap- 
pearance. Fancying that the person of one of them w as familiar 
to me, I raised my glass, my Sight being rather short I almost 
let it fall out of my hand with astonishment — for one of the gen- 
tlemen was — Captain C ! —be whom I had that morning left 

ill in bed 1 Scarcely believing that I had seen aright, I redirected 
my glass to the same spot, but there was no mistaking the stately 
and handsome person of my patient There he stood, with the 
gay, and even rather flustered air of one who has but recently 
adjourned thither from the w r ine-table I He seemed in very high 
spirits — his face flushed — chatting incessantly with his companion, 
and smiling and nodding frequently towards persons in various 
parts of the house. Concern and wonder at his rashness — his 
' madness — in venturing out under such circumstances, kept me for 
some time breathless. Could I really be looking at my patient. 

Captain C ? him whom I had left in bed, under the influence 

of strong sudorifics ?— who had faithfully promised that he would 
keep within doors for two or three days longer ? What had in- 
duced him to transgress the order of his medical attendant— 4h us 
to put matters in a fair train for verifying his own gloomy appre- 
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hensions expressed but the evening before? — Thoughts like these 
made me so uneasy, that, after fading to attract his eye, I resolved 
to go round to his box and remonstrate with him. After tapping 
at the door several times without being heard, on account of the 
loud tones in which they were laughing and talking, th^ door was 
opened. * 

“ Good God ! Doctor ! ” exclaimed Captain C , in amaze- 

& ment, rising and giving me his hand. “Why, what on earth is 
the matter? What has brought you here? Is any thing wrong? 
Heavens! Have you heard any thing about Miss ?” he con- 

tinued, all in a breath, turning pale. 

“ Not a breath — not a word — But what has brought YOU here. 
Captain? Are you stark staring mad?” I replied, as I continued 
grasping his hand, which was even then damp and clammy. 

“ Why— why— nothing particular,” he stammered, startled by 
my agitated manner. “ What is there so very wonderful in ray 
coming to the ppera ? Have I done wrong, eh?” he inquired, 
after a pause. 

“ You have acted like a madman , Captain ! in venturing even 
. out of your bedroom, while under the influence of the medicines 
you were taking! ” 

“ Oh, nonsense, my dear Doctor— nonsense ! What harm can 
there be ? I felt infinitely better after you left me this morning ; ” 
and he proceeded to explain, that his companion, to whom he in- 
troduced me, was Lieutenant , the brother of his intended 

bride; that he had that morning arrived in town from Portsmouth, 
had called on the Captain, and after drinking a glass or two of 
champagne, and forcing the Captain to join him, had prevailed on 

him to accompany him to dinner at his hotel. Lieutenant 

overcame all his scruples — laughed at the idea of his “ slight cold,” 
and said it would be “ unkind to refuse the brother of Ellen!” 
— so, after dinner they both adjourned to the opera. I nodded 
towards the door, and we both left the box for a moment 
or two. 

“ Why, Doctor , you don’t mean to say that I’m running 

any real risk ? ” he inquired, with some trepidation. ‘ c What could 
I do, you know, when the tenant there — only just returned 


from his cruise — Ellen’s br r, you know”—- 
“Excuse me, Captain . Did you take the medicines I or- 

dered regularly, up to the time of your going out?” I inquired 
anxiously. 
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“To be sure I did — punctual as clockwork; and, egad ! now I 
think of it,” he added, eagerly, “I took a double dose of the pow- 
ders, just before leaving my room, by way of making f assurance 
doubly sure ’ you know — ha ha ! Right, eh ? ” 

“Have«you perspired during the day, as usual?” 

“ Oh, profusely — profusely ! Egad, I must have sweated all 
the fever out long ago, I think ! I hadn’t been in the open air 
half an hour, when my skin was as dry as yours— as dry as 
ever it was in my life. Nay, in fact, I felt rather chilled than 
otherwise.” 

“Allow me, Captain — did you drink much at dinner?”" 

“ Why — I own — I think I’d my share ; these tars, you know — t 
such cursed soakers” 

“ Let me feel your pulse,” said I. It was full and thrilling, 
heating upwards of one hundred a minute. My looks, I suppose, 
alarmed him ; for, while I was feeling his pulse, he grew very 
pale, and leaned against the box-door, saying, in a fainter tone 
than before, “ I'm afraid I’ve done wrong in coming out. Your 
looks alarm me. ” 

“ You have certainly acted very — very imprudently ; but I hope 
the mischief is not irremediable,” said I, in as cheerful a tone as X 
could, for I saw that he was growing excessively agitated. “ At 

all events, if you’ll take my advice ” 

“ If l — there’s no need of taunting me” 

“ Well, then, you’ll return home instantly, and muffle yourself 
up in your cloak as closely as possible.” 

“ I will. By the way, do you remember the bet I offered you,” 
said he, with a sickly smile, wiping the perspiration from his fore- 
head. “ I — I — fear you may take it, and win l Good God ! what 

evil star is over me ? Would to Heaven this Lieutenant had 

never crossed my path!— I’ll return home this instant, and do all 
you recommend ; and, for God’s sake, call early in the morning, 

whether I send for you or not ! — By ! your looks and manner 

have nearly given me the brain fever!” — I took my leave, pro- 
mising to be with him early ; and advising him to take a warm bath 
the moment it could be procured — to persevere with the powders 
— and lie in bed till I called. But#alas ! alas ! alas ! the mischief 
had been done ! 

“Dear me, what a remarkably fine-looking man that Captain 
C is," said my w ife, as soon as I had reseated myself be- 

side her. 
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“ He is a dead man, my love, if you like ! ” i replied, with a me- 
lancholy air. The little iucident just recorded, made me too sad 
to sit out the ballet, so we left very early, and I do not thiuk we 
interchanged more than a word or two in going home; and those 

were, * ‘ Poor Miss ! ” — “ Poor Captain C 1 ” Ido not 

pretend to say that even the rash conduct of Captain C , and 

its probable consequences, could in every instance w arrant such 
gloomy fears; but, in his case, I felt with himselfasort of supersti- 
tious apprehension, I knew not why. 

I found him, on calling in the morning, exhibiting the incipient 
symptoms of inflammation of the lungs. He complained of in- 
creasing difficulty of breathing — a sense of painful oppression and 
constriction all over his chest, and a hard harassing cough, at- 
tended w ith excruciating pain. His pulse quivered and thrilled 
under the finger, like a tense harp-string after it has been tw anged ; 
the whole surface of his body was dry and heated ; his face w as 
flushed, and full of anxiety. A man of his robust constitution, and 
plethoric habit, was one of the very worst subjects of inflamma- 
tion. I took from the arm, myself, a very large quantity of 
blood — which presented the usual appearance in such cases — and 
prescribed active lowering remedies, but neither these mea- 
sures, nor the application of a large blister in the evening — when I 
again saw him — seemed to make any impression on the complaint, 

so I ordered him to be bled again. Poor Captain C ! From 

that morning he prepared himself for a fatal termination of his 
illness, and lamented, in the most passionate terms, that he had 
not acted up to my advice in time ! 

On returning home from my evening visit, I found an express, 
requiring my instant attendance on a lady of distinction in the 
country, an old patient of mine ; and was obliged to hurry off, 
w ithout having time to do more than commit the care of Captain 

C , and another case equally urgent, to Dr. D , a friend of 

mine close by, imploring him to keep up the most active treatment 
with the Captain ; and^romising him that I should return during 
the next day. I was detained in the country for two days, during 

which I scarcely left Lady ’s bedroom an instant; and before 

I left for tow n she expired, under heart-rending circumstances. 
Ou returning to town, I found several urgent cases requiring my 
instant attention, and first and foremost that of poor Captain 

G . Dr. D- — was out, so I hurried to my patieut’s bedside at 

once. It cannot injure any one at this distance of time, to state 
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plainly, that the poor Captain’s case had been most deplorably 
mismanaged daring my absence. It was owing to no fault of my 

friend Dr. D , who had done his utmost, and had his own large 

practice to attend to. He was therefore under the necessity of 
committing the case to the more immediate superintendence of a 
young and inexperienced member of the profession, who, in his 
ignorance and timidity, threw aside the only chances for Captain 

C — — ’slife, — repeated blood-letting. Only once did Mr. bleed 

him , and then took away about four ounces 1 Under the judicious 
management of Dr. 1> — — the inroads of the inflammation hadbeen 
sensibly checked ; but it rallied again, and made head against the 
languid resistance continued by the young apothecary ; so that I 
arrived but in time to witness the closing scene. 

He was absolutely withering under the fever : the difficulty with 
which he drew his breath amounted almost to suffocation. He had 
a dry hacking cough — the oppression of his chest was greater than 
ever ; and what he expectorated was of a black colour ? He was 
delirious , and did not know me. He fancied himself on the river 
rowing — then endeavouring to protect Miss from the incle- 

mency of the weather ; and the expressions of moving tenderness 
which he coupled with her name, were heart-breaking. Then, 
again, he thought himself in shire, superintending the altera- 

tions of his house, which was getting ready for their reception on 
their marriage. He mentioned my name, and said, “What a 

gloomy man that Dr. is, Ellen ! he keeps one stewing in bed 

for a week, if one has but a common cold 1 ” 

Letters were despatched into shire, to acquaint his family, 

and that of Miss , with the melancholy tidings of his dan- 

gerous illness. Several of his relations soon made their appear-' 
ance ; but as Miss— — ’s party did not go direct home, but staid 

a day or two on theway, I presume the letters reached House 

long before their arrival, and were not seen by the famUy before 
poor Captain C had expired. 

I called again on him in the evening. dg'he first glauce at his 
countenance sufficed to show me that he could not survive the 
night I found that the cough and spitting had ceased suddenly; 
he felt no pain : his feeble, varying pulse, indicated that the 
powers of nature were rapidly sinking. His lips’had assumed a 
fearfully livid hue, and were occasionally retracted so as to show 
all his teeth ; and his whole countenance was fallen. He was quite 
sensible, and aware that he was dying. He bore the intelligence 
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with noble fortitude, saying, it was but the fruit of his own im- 
prudence and folly. He several times ejaculated, “ Ob, Ellen — 
Ellen— Ellen! ” and shook his head feebly with a woful despairing 
look upwards, but without shedding a tear. He was past all dis- 
play of active emotion ! 

“ Shouldn’t you call me a suicide. Doctor ?” said he, mourn- 

fully, on seeing me sitting beside him. 

“ Oh, assuredly not! Dismiss such thoughts, dear Captain, I 
beg ! We are all in the hands of the Almighty, Captain. It is He 
who orders our ends,” said I, gently grasping his hand, which 
lay passive on the counterpane. “ Well, I suppose it is so ! His 
will be done!” he exclaimed, looking reverently upwards, and 
closing his eyes. I rose, and walked to the table, on which stood 
his medicine, to see how much of it he had taken. There lay an 

unopened letter from Miss ! It had arrived by thatmorning’s 

post, and bore the postmark of the town at which they were making 

their halt by the way. Captain 's friends considered it better 

not to agitate him, by informing him of its arrival ; for as Miss- — - 
could not be apprized of his illness, it might be of a tenor to agi- 
tate and tantalize him. My heart ached to see it. I returned 
presently to my seat beside him. 

“ Doctor,” he whispered, “ will you be good enough to lookfor 
my white waistcoat — it is hanging in the dressing-room, and feel 
in the pocket for a little paper parcel ? ” I rose, did as he directed, 
and brought him what he asked for. 

“ Open it, and you’ll see poor Ellen’s wedding-ring and guard, 
which I purchased only a day or two ago. I wish to see them,” 
said he, in a low but firm tone of voice. I removed the wool, 
and gazed at the glistening trinkets in silence, as did Captain 

“ They will do to wed me to the worm!” said he, extending 
towards me the little finger of his left hand. The tears nearly 
blinding me, I did as he wished, but could not get them past the 
first joint. V. 

“ Ah ! Ellen has a small finger ! ” said he. A tear fell from my 
eye upon his hand. He looked at me for an instant with apparent 
surprise. “ Never mind. Doctor — that will do — I see they won’t 
go farther. Now, let me die with them on ; and when I am no 
more, let them be given to Ellen. I have wedded her in my 
heart — she Is my wife!” He continued gazing fixedly at the 
finger on which the rings were. 
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"Of course, she cannot know of my illness?” he inquired 
faintly, looking at me. I shook my head. 

" Good. ’Twill break her little heart. I’m afraid ! ” Those were 
the last words I ever heard him utter; for, finding that my feelings 
were growing too excited, and that the Captain seemed disposed 

to sleep, I rose and left the room, followed by Lieutenant , 

who had been sitting at his friend’s bedside all day long, and look- 
ed dreadfully pale and exhausted. " Doctor, ” said he, in a 
broken voice, as we stood together in the hall, “ I have murdered 
my friend, and he thinks I have. He won’t speak to me, nor look 
at me 1 He hasn’t opened his lips to me once, though I’ve been at 
his bedside night and day. Yes,” he continued, almost choking, 
" I’ve murdered him ; and what is to become of my sister ?” I 
made him no reply, for my heart was full. 

In the morning I found Captain C laid out; for he had died 

about midnight. 

Few scenes are fraught with more solemnity and awe, none 
more chilling to the heart, than the chamber of the recent dead. 
It is like the cold porch of eternity ! The sepulchral silence, the 
dim light, the fearful order and repose of all around— a sick- 
room, as it were, suddenly changed into a charnel-house— the 
central object in the gloomy picture, the bed — the yellow effigy 
of him that was, looking, coldly out from the while unrufDed 
sheets — the lips that must speak no more— the eyes that are shut 
for ever ! 

The features of Captain C were calm and composed ; but 

was it not woful to see that fine countenance surrounded with the 
close crimped cap, injuring its outline and proportions ! — Here, 
reader, lay the victim of a slight cold !| 



CHAPTER XXI. 

RICH AND POOR. 

A remarkable and affecting juxtaposition of the two poles, so 
to speak, of human condition — affluence and poverty — rank and 
degradation — came under my notice during the early part of the 
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year 181-. The dispensations of Providence are fearful levellers •> 
of the factitious distinctions among men ! Little boots it to our 
common foe, whether he pluck his prey from the downy satin- 
curtained couch, or the wretched pallet of a prison or a work- 
house ! The oppressive splendour of rank and riches, indeed ! — 
what has it of solace or mitigation to him bidden “to turn his 
pale face to the wall” — to look his last on life, its toys and 
tinselries? ; 

The Earl of' ’s old tormentor, the gout, had laid close siege 

to him during the early part of the winter of 181-, and inflicted on 
him agonies of unusual intensity and duration. It left him in a 
very low and poor state of health, his spirits utterly broken — and 
his temper soured and irritable, to an extent that wa»in tolerable 
to those around him. The discussion of a political question, in the 
issue of which his interests were deeply involved, seduced him into 
an attendance at the House of Lords, long before he was in a fit 
state for removal, even from his bedchamber; and the consequences 
of such a shattered invalid’s premature exposure to a bleak win- 
ter’s wind may be easily anticipated. He was laid again on a bed 
of suffering ; and having, through some sudden pique, dismissed 
his old family physician, his lordship was pleased to summon me 
to supply his place. 

The Earl ok — — was celebrated for his enormous riches and the 
more than oriental scale of luxury and magnificence on which his 
establishment was conducted. The slanderous world farther gave 
him credit for a disposition of the most exquisite selfishness, which, 
added to his capricious and choleric humour, made him a very 
uneviable companion, even in health. What, then, must such a 
man be in sickness ? I trembled at the task that was before me ! 

It was a bitter December evening on which I paid him my first 
visit. Nearly the whole of the gloomy, secluded street in which 
bis mansion was situated, was covered with straw ; and men were 
stationed about it to prevent noise in any shape. The ample 
knocker was muffled and the bell unhung, lest the noise of either 
should startle tiie aristocratical invalid. The instant my carriage, 
with its muffled roll, drew up, the hall-door sprang open as if by 
magic ; for the watchful porter had orders to anticipate allcomers, 
on pain of instant dismissal. Thick matting was laid over the hall 
floor — double carpeting covered the staircases and landings, from 
the top to the bottom of the house — and all the door-edges were 
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lined with list How could sickness or death presume to enter, in 
spite of such precautions ! 

A servant, in large list-slippers, asked me, in a whisper, my 
name ; and, on learning it, said the Countess wished to have a few 
moments’ interview with me before I was shown up to his lordship. 
I was therefore led into a magnificent apartment, where her lady- 
ship, with two grown-up daughters, and a young man in the 
Guards’ uniform, sat sipping coffee — for they had hut just left the 
dining-room. The Countess looked pale and dispirited. “Doc- 
tor said she, after a few words of course had been inter- 

changed, “I’m afraid you’ll have a trying task to manage his lord- 
ship. We are all worn out with attending on him, and yet he says 
we neglect him ! Nothing can please or satisfy him ! — What do 

you imagine was the reason of his dismissing Dr. ? Because 

he persisted in attributing the present seizure to his lordship’s im- 
prudent visit to the House ! ” 

“ Well, your ladyship knows I can but attempt to do my duty” 
— I was answering, when at that instant the door was opened, 
and a sleek servant, all pampered and powdered, in a sotto voce 
tone, informed the Countess that his lordship had been inquiring 
for me. “ Oh, for God’s sake, go-go immediately,” said her la- 
dyship, eagerly, “ or we shall have no peace for a week to come ! 
—I shall, perhaps, follow you in a few minutes! — But mind — 

please, not a breath about Dr. ’s leaving! ” i bowed, and 

left the room. I followed the servant up the noble staircase — 
vases and statues, with graceful lamps, at every landing — and was 
presently ushered into the “ Blue-beard ” chamber. Oh, the 
sumptuous — the splendid air of every thing within it ! Flowered, 
festooned satin window draperies — flowered satin bed-curtains, 
gathered together at the top by a golden eagle — flowered satin 
counterpane ! Beautiful Brussels muffled the tread of your feet, 
and delicately-carved chairs and couches solicited to repose ! The 
very chamber lamps, glistening in soft radiance from snowy marble 
stands in the farther corners of the room, were tasteful and ele- 
gant in the extreme. In short, grandeur and elegance seemed to 
outvie one another, both in the materials and disposition of every 
thing around me. - I never saw any thing like it before, nor have 
I since. ' I never in my life sat in such a yielding luxurious chair 
as the one I was beckoned to, beside the Earl. There was, in a 
word, every thing calculated to cheat a man into a belief, that he 
belonged to a “ higher order ” than that of “ poor humanity.” 
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But for the Lord — the owner of all this — my patient. Ay, there 
he lay, embedded in down, amid snowy linen and figured satin — 
all that was visible of him being his little sallow wrinkled visage, 
worn with illness, age, and fretfulness, peering curiously at me 
from the depths of his pillow — and his left hand, lying outside the 
bed-clothes, holding a white embroidered handkerchief, with 
which he occasionally wiped his clammy features. 

“U— u — gh ! U — u — gh ” he groaned, or rather gasped, as a 
sudden twinge of pain twisted and corrugated his features almost 
out of all resemblance of humanity — till they looked more like 
those of a- strangled ape, than the Right Honourable the Earl of 

. The paroxysm presently abated. “ You’ve been — down 

stairs — more than — five minutes — I believe — Dr. ?’’ he com- 

menced in a petulant tone, pausing for breath between every two 
words — his features not yet recovered from their contortions. 
I bowed. 

‘‘I flatter myself — it was I — who sent — for you, Dr. , and 

— not her ladyship,” — he continued. I bowed again, and was 
going to explain, when he resumed. 

“Ah 1 I see ! Heard — the whole story of Dr. ’s dismissal — 

ugh— ugh — eh ? — May I — beg the favour — of hearing— her lady- 
ship’s version — of the affair?” 

“My lord, I heard nothing but the simple fact of Dr. 'shav- 

ing ceased to attend your lordship ” — 

“ Ah ! — ceased to attend ! Good ! ” he repeated with a sneer. 

“ Will your lordship permit me to ask if you have much pain 
just now ? ” I inquired, anxious to terminate his splenetic display. 
I'soon discovered that he was in the utmost peril ; for there was 
every symptom of the gout’s having been driven from its old quar- 
ter, — the extremities, to the vital organs, — the stomach and bowels. 
One of the most startling symptoms was the sensation he described 
as resembling that of a platter of ice laid upon the pit of his sto- 
mach ; and he complained also of increasing nausea. Though not 
choosing to apprize him of the exact extent of his danger, I strove 
so to shape my questions and comments that he might infer his 
being in dangerous circumstances. He either did not, however, 
or would not, comprehend me. I told him that the remedies I 
should recommend 

“ Ah — by the way” — said he, turning abruptly towardsme, “it 

mustn’t be the execrable stuff that Dr. half poisoned me with ! 

'Gad, sir— it had a most diabolical stench— garlic was a pine-apple 
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to It — and here was I obliged to lie soaked in eau de Cologne, and 
half stilled with musk, lie did it on purpose— he had a spite 
against me 1 ” T begged to be shown the medicines he complained 
of, and his valet brought me the half-emptied vial. I found my 
predecessor had been exhibiting assa-fcetida and musk — and could 
no longer doubt the coincidence of his view of the case and mine. 

“I’m afraid, my lord,” said I, hesitatingly, “that I shall find 
myself compelled to continue the use of the medicines which 
Dr. prescribed” 

“ I’ll be if you do, though— that’s all” — replied the Earl, 

continuing to mutter indistinctly some insulting words about my 
small acquaintance with the pharmacopoeia. I took no notice of it. 
* “ Would your lordship,” said I, after a pause, “ object to the 
use of camphor or ammonia ? ” * 

“ I tbject to the use of every medicine but one, and that is, a 
taste of some potted boar’s flesh, which my nephew, I understand, 
has this morning sent from abroad. ” 

“My lord, it is utterly out of the question. Your lordship, it 
is my duty to inform you, is in extremely dangerous circum- 
stances”— 

“ The devil I am ! ” he exclaimed, with an incredulous smile. 

“ Pho, pho ! So Dr. said. According to him, I ought to have 

resigned about a week ago ! Egad— but — but — what symptom of 
danger is there now?” he inquired, abruptly. 

“ Why, one — in fact, my lord, the worst is— the sensation of 
numbness at the pit of the stomach, which your lordship men- 
tioned just now.” 

“Pbo! — gone — gone — gone! A mere nervous sensation, J 
apprehend. I am freer from pain just now than I have been all 
along.” His face changed a little. “Doctor — rather faint with 
talking — can I have a cordial ? Pierre, get me some brandy ! — ” 
he added, in a feeble voice. The valet looked at me — I nodded 
acquiescence, and he instantly brought the Earl a wine-glassful. 

“ Another — another — another” — gasped the Earl, his face sud- 
denly bedewed with a cold perspiration. A strange expression 
flitted for an instant over the features ; his eyelids drooped ; there 
was a little twitching about the mouth 

• 

* His lordship, with whom, as possibly I should have earlier informed the reader, I 
had some little personal acquaintance before being called in professionally, had a toler- 
able knowledge of medicine ; which will account for my mentioning what remedies I 
intended to exhibit. In fact, he insisted on know ing. 
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“ Pierre ! Pierre ! Pierre ! call the Countess ! ” said I hurriedly, 
loosening the Earl’s shirt-neck, for I saw he was dying. Before 
the valet returned, however, while the-muflled tramp of footsteps 
was heard on the stairs approaching nearer— nearer— nearer — it 

was all over! The haughty Earl of had gone where rank 

and riches availed him nothing — to be alone with God! 

****** 

On arriving home that evening, my mind saddened with the 
scene I had left, I found my wife— Emily — sitting by the drawing- 
room fire, alone, and in tears. On inquiring the reason of it, she 
told me that a char-woman who had been that day engaged at our 
house, had been telling Jane — my wife’s maid — who, of course, 
communicated it to her mistress, one of the most heart-rend- 
ing tales of distress that she had ever listened to — that poverty 
and disease united could inflict on humanity. My sweet wife’s 
voice, ever eloquent in the cause of benevolence, did not require 
mucli exertion to persuade me to resume my walking trim, and 
go that very evening to the scene of wretchedness she described. 
The char-woman had gone half-an-hour ago, but left the name 
and address of the family she spoke of, aud, after learning them, 
I set off. The cold was so fearfully intense, that I was obliged 
to return and get a “comfortable” for my neck; and Emily took 
the opportunity to empty all the loose silver in her purse into my 
hand, saying, “ You know what to do with it, love ! ” Blessing 
her benevolent heart, I once more set out on my errand of mercy. 
With some difficulty I found out the neighbourhood, threading my 
doubtful way through a labyrinth of obscure back-streets, lanes, 
and alleys, till I came to “ Peter’s Place,” where the objects of 
my visit resided. I began to be apprehensive for the safety of my 
person and property, when I discovered the sort of neighbourhood 
I had got into. 

“ Do you know where some people of the name of O’ Hurdle 
live?” I inquired of the watchman, who was passing bawling the 
hour. 

“ Yis, I knows two of that ’ere name hereabouts — which Hurdle 
is it, sir?” inquired the gruff guardian of the night. 

“ I really don’t exactly know — the people I want are very, very 
poor.” 

“Oh ! oh ! oh ! I’m thinking they’re all much ofa muchness for the 
matter of that, about here,” — he replied, setting down his lan- 
tern, and slapping his hands against his sides to keep himself warm. 
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“ But the people I want are very ill — I’m a Doctor.” 

“ Oh, oh! you must be meaning ’em ’oose son was transported 
yesterday ! His name was Tim O’ Hurdle, sir — though some called 
him Jimmy — and I was the man that catch’d him, sir — I did ! It 
was for a robbery in this here” 

“ Ay, ay, I dare say they are the people I want Where is their 
house?” I inquired, hastily, somewhat disturbed at the latter por- 
tion of his intelligence — a new and forbidding feature of the case. 

“I’ll shew ’ee the way, sir,” said the watchman, walking be- 
fore me, and holding his lantern close to the ground to light my 
path. He led me to the last house of the Place, and through a mi- 
serable dilapidated door-way ; then up two pair of narrow, dirty, 
broken stairs, till we found ourselves at the top of the house. He 
knocked at the door with the end of his stick, and called out, 
“Holloa, missus! Hey! Within there! You’re wanted. here!" 
adding suddenly, m a lower tone, touching his bat, “ It’s a bitter 
night, sir — a trifle, sir, to keep one’s self warm — drink your 
health, sir.” I gave him a trifle, motioned him away, and took 
his place at the door. 

“Thank your honour! mind your watch and pockets, sir, — 
that’s all,” he muttered, and left me. I felt very nervous as the 
sound of his retreating footsteps died away down stairs. I had 
half a mind to follow him. 

“ Who’s there?” inquired a female voice through the door, 
opened only an inch 6r two. 

“It’s I — a Doctor. Is your name O’Hurdle? Is any one ill 
here? I’m come to see you. Betsy Jones, a char-woman, told 
me of you.” 

“ You’re right, sir,” replied the same voice, sorrowfully. 
“ Walk in, sir;” and the door was opened enough for me to 
enter. 

Now, reader, who, while glancing over these sketches, are 
perhaps reposing in the lap of luxury, believe me when I tell you, 
that the scene which I shall attempt to set before you, as I encoun- 
tered it, I feel to beggar all my powers of description ; and that 
what you may conceive to be exaggerations, are infinitely short 
of the frightful realities of that evening. Had I not seen and 
known for myself, I should scarcely have believed that such mi- 
sery existed. 

“Wait a moment, sir, an’ I’ll fetch you a light,” said the wo- 
man* in a strong Irish accent ; and I stood still outside the door 
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till she relumed with a rushlight, stuck in a blue bottle. I had 
time for no more , than one glimpse at the haggard features and 
filthy ragged appearance of the bearer, with an infant at the 
breast, before a gust of wind, blowing through an unstopped 
broken pane in the window, suddenly extinguished the candle, 
and we were left in a sort of darkness visible, the only object I 
could see being the faint glow of expiring embers on the hearth. 
“ Would your honour be after standing still a while, or you’ll be 
threddingon the chilther?” said the woman; and, bending down, 
she endeavoured to re-fight the candle by the embers. The poor 
creature tried in vain, however ; for it seemed there was but an 
inch or two of candle left, and the heat of the embers melted it 
away, and the wick fell out. 

“Oh, murther— there ! What will we do?” exclaimed the 
woman, “that’s the last bit of candle we’ve in the house, an’ it’s 
not a farthing I have to buy another ! ” 

“ Come— send and buy another,” said I, giving her a shilling, 
though I was obliged to feel for her hand. 

“ Oh, thapk your honour ! ” said she, “ an’ we’ll soon be seeing 
one another. Here, Sal ! Sal 1 Sally ! — Here, ye cratur 1 ” 

“ Well, and what d’ye want with me?” asked a sullen voice 
from another part of the room, while there w'as a rustling of straw. 

“ Fait, an’ ye must get up wid ye, and go to buy a candle. 
Here’s a shilling’' 

“ Heigh— and isn’t it a loaf o’ bread ye should rather be after 
buying, mother?” growled the same voice. 

“Perhaps the Doctor won’t mind,” stammered the mother; 
“ he won’t mind our getting a loaf too. ” 

“Oh, no, no! For God’s sake, go directly, and get what you 
like 1 ” said I, touched by the woman's tone and manner. 

“ Ho, Sal ! Get up— ye may buy some bread too ” 

“Bread! bread! bread [—Where’s the shilling?” said the same 
voice, in quick and eager tones; and the emberlight enabled me 
barely to distinguish the dim outline of a figure rising from the. 
straw on which it had been stretched, and which nearly overturned 
me by stumbling against me, on its way towards where the mother 
stood. It was a grown-up girl, who, after receiving the shilling, 
promised to bring the candle lighted, lest her own fire should not 
be sufficient, and withdrew, slamming the door violently after 
her, and rattling down stairs with a rapidity which showed the in- 
terest she felt in her errand. 
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“ I’m sorry it’s not a seat we hayc that's fit for you, sir,” said 
the woman, approaching towards where I was standing; “but if 
I may make so bold as to take your honour’s hand, I’ll guide you 
to the only one we have — barring the floor — a box by the fire, 
and there ye’ll sit perhaps till she comes with a light.” 

“ Anywhere — anywhere, my good woman,” said I; “but I hope 
your daughter will return soon, for I have not long to be here ; ” 
and giving her my gloved hand, she led me to a deal box, on 
which I sat down, and she on the floor beside me. I was begin- 
ning to ask her some questions, when the moaning of a little child 
interrupted me. 

“ Hush ! hush ! — ye little divel — hush ! — ye’ll be waking your 
poor daddy !— hush ! — go to sleep wid ye ! ” said the woman, in 
an earnest under tone. 

“Och — och — mammy ! — mammy ! an’ isn’tit so corvid ? — I can’t 
sleep, mammy,” replied the tremulous voice of a very young 
child ; and, directing my eyes to the quarter from whiqh the sound 
came, I fancied I saw a poor shivering half-naked creature, cower- 
ing under the window. 

“Hishl— lie still wid ye, ye unfortunat’ little divel— an’ ye’ll 
presently get something to eat — We ha’n’t none of us tasted a 
morsel sin’ the morning. Doctor ! ” The child she spoke to ceased 
its moanings instantly ; but I heard the sound of Its little teeth 
chattering, and of its hands rubbing and striking together. Well 
it might, poor wretch— for I protest the room was nearly as cold 
as the open air ; for, besides the want of fire, the bleak wind blew 
in chilling gusts through the broken panes of the window. 

“Why, how many of you are there In this place, my good wo- 
man ? ” said I. 

“Och, murther! murther ! murther ! an’ isn’t there— barring 
Sal, that’s gone for the candle, and Bobby, that’s out begging, and 
Tim, that the ould divels at Newgate have sent away to Bottomless* 
yesterday,” she continued, bursting into tears; — “Och, an’ won’t 
that same be the death o’ me, and the poor father o’ the boy — 
an’ it wasn’t sich a sintence he deserved — but hush l hush ! ” she 
continued, lowering her tones, “ an’ it’s waking the father o’ him, 
I’ll be, that doesn’t” — — 

“I understand your husband is ill ?” said I. 

“Fait, sir, as ill as the ’smatticks (asthmatics) can make him — 
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the Lord pity him ! but he’s had a blessed hour’s sleep, the poor 
fellow ! though the little brat he has in his arms has been making a 
noise — a little divel that it is — it’s the youngest, barring this one 
I’m suckling — an’ it’s not a fortnight it is sin’ it first looked on its 
mother!" she continued, sobbing, and kissing her baby’s hand. 
“Och, och ! that the little cratiir had niver been born ! " 

I heard footsteps slowly approaching the room ; and presently 
a few rays of light flifckered through the chinks and fissures of the 
door, which was in a moment or two pushed open, and Sal made 
her appearance, shading the lighted candle in her hand, and hold- 
ing a quartern loaf underher arm. She had brought but a wretched 
rushlight, which she hastily stuck into the neck of the bottle, and 
placed it on a shelf over the fireplace; and then — what a scene 
was visible ! 

The room was a garret, and the sloping ceiling — if such it might 
be called — made it next to impossible to move anywhere in an 
upright position. The mockery of a window had not one entire 
pane of glass inJt ; but some of the holes w ere stopped with straw, 
rags, and brown paper, while one or tw o were not stopped at all ! 
There was not an article of furniture in the place —no, not a bed, 
chair, or table of any kind ; the last remains of it had been seized 
for arrears of rent — eighteenpence a-week — by the horrid harpy, 
their landlady, who lived on the ground floor ! The floor was lit- 
tered with dirty straw, such as swine might scorn — but which 
formed the only couch of this devoted family! The rushlight 
eclipsed the dying glow of the few embers, so that there was not 
even the appearance of a fire ! And this in a garret facing the north 
— on one of the bitterest and bleakest nights I ever knew ! My 
heart sank within me at witnessing such frightful misery and 
destitution, and contrasting it, for an instant, with the aristocra- 
lical splendour, the exquisite luxuries, of my last patient ! Lazarus 
and Dives ! 

The woman with whom I had been conversing, was a mere bun- 
dle of filthy rags— a squalid, shivering, starved creature, holding 
to her breast a half-naked infant,' — her matted hair hanging long 
and loosely down her back, and over her shoulders ; her daughter 
Sal was in like plight — a sullen, ill-favoured slut of about eighteen, 
who seemed ashamed of being seen, and hung her head like a 
guilty one. She had resumed her former station on some straw 
— her bed ! — in the extreme corner of the room where she was 
squatting, with a little creature cowering close beside her, both 
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munching ravenously the bread which had been purchased. The 
miserable father of the family was seated on the floor , with his 
back propped against the opposite side of the fireplace to that 
which I occupied, and held a child clasped loosely in his arms, 
though he had plainly fallen asleep. Oh, what a wretched object ! 
a foul, shapeless, brown paper-cap on his head, and a ragged fus- 
tian jacket on his back, which a beggar might have spurned with 
loathing I 

The sum of what the woman communicated to me was, that her 
husband, a bricklayer by trade, had been long unable to work, on 
account of his asthma; and that their only means of subsistence 
were a paltry pittance from the parish, her own scanty earnings as 
a washer-woman, which had be*6n interrupted by her recent con- 
finement, and charities collected by Sal, and Bobby, who was 
then out begging. Their oldest son, Tim, a lad of sixteen, had 
been transported for seven years, the day before, for a robbery, 
of which his mother vehemently declared him innocent ; and this 
last circumstance had, more than all the rest, cqjnpletely broken 
the hearts of both his father and mother, *who bad absolutely 
starved themselves and their children, in order to hoard up 
enough to fee an Old Bailey counsel to plead for their son ! The 
husband had been for some time, I found, an out-patient of one 
of the infirmaries; “ and this poor Little durlint," said she, sob- 
' bing bitterly and hugging her infant closer to her, “ has got the 
measles, I’m fearin’ ; and little Bobby, too, is catching them — 
Och, murther, murther ! Oh, Christ, pity us, poor sinners that we 
are! — Oh! what will we do? — what will we do?”— and she 
almost choked herself with stifling her sobs, for fear of waking her 
husband. 

. “ And what is the matter with the child that your husband is 
holding in his arms? ” I inquired, pointing to it, as it sat in its fa- 
ther’s arms, munching a little crust of bread, and ever and anon 
patting it father’s face, exclaiming, “ Da-a-a! — Ab-bab-ba! * 
— Ab-bab-ba ! ” 

“Och ! what ails the cratur? Nothing, but that It’s half-starved 
and naked — an’ isn’t that enough — an’isu’ t it kilt I wish we all were 
— every mother’s son of us! ” groaned the miserable woman, sob- 
bing as if her heart would break. At that moment a lamentable 
aoise was heard on the stairs, as of a lad crying, accompanied by 
the pattering of naked feet. “ Och ! murther !” exclaimed the 
woaaa, with an agitated air. — “What’s ailing with Bobby? It is 
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crying he is?” and starting to the door, she threw it open time 
enough to admit a ragged shivering urchin, about ten years old, 
without shoes or stockings, and having no cap, and rags pinned 
about him, which he was obliged to hold up with his right hand, 
while the other covered his left cheek. The little wretch, after a 
moment’s pause, occasioned by seeing a strange gentleman in the 
room, proceeded to put three or four coppers into his mother’s 
lap, telling her, with painful gestures, that a gentleman whom he 
had followed a few steps in the street, importuning for charity, had 
turned round unexpectedly, and struck him a severe blow with a 
cane, over his face and shoulders. 

“ Let me look at your face, my poor little fellow,” said I, draw- 
ing him to me ; and, on removing his hand, I saw a long weal all 
down the left cheek. I wish I could forget the look of tearless 
agony with which his mother put her arms round his neck, and 
drawing him to her breast, exclaimed faintly, — “Bobby! — my 
Bobby I * After a few moments she released the boy, pointing to 
the spot where his sisters sat, still munching their bread. The in- 
stant he saw what they were doing, he sprang towards them, and 
plucked a large fragment from the loaf, fastening on it like a young 
wolf! 

“ Why, they’ll finish the loaf before you’ve tasted it, my good 
woman,” said I. 

“ Och, the poor things ! — Let them — let them ! ” she replied, 
wiping away a tear. “ I can do without it longer than they — the 
craturs ! ” 

“ Well, my poor woman,” said I, “ I have not much time to 
spare, as it is growing late. I came here to see what I could do 
for you as a doctor. How many of you are ill ? ” 

“ Fait, an’ isn’t it ailing we all of us are ! Ah, your honour ! — 
A ’firmary, without physic or victuals ! ” 

“ Well, we must see what can be done for you. What is the 
matter with your husband there?” said I, turning towards him. 
He was still asleep, in spite of the tickling and stroking of his child’s 
hands, who, at the moment I looked, was tryiug to push the corner 
of its crust into its father’s mouth, chuckling and crowing the 
while, as is the wont of children who find a passive subject for 
their drolleries. 

“Och ! och ! the little villain ! — the thing !” said she, impatiently, 
seeing the child’s employment, “ Isn’t it waking him it .’11 be ? — 
st— st? ” 
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“Let me see him Dearer, ” said I : “ I must wake him, and ask 
him a few questions. ” 

I moved from ray seat towards him. His head hung down drow- „ 
sily. His wife took down the candle from the shelf, and held it a 
little above her husband’s head, while I came in front of him, and 
stooped on one knee to interrogate him. 

“Phelim!— love! — honey! — darlint! — Wake wid ye! And 
isn’t it the doctor that comes to see ye?’’ said she, nudging him 
with her knee. He did not stir, however. The child, regardless 
of us, was still playing with his passive features. A glimpse of the 
awful truth flashed across my mind. 

“Let me have the candle a moment, my good woman,” said I, 
rather seriously. 

The man was dead! 

He must have expired nearly an hour before, for his face and 
hands were quite cold ; but the position in which he sat, together 
with the scantiness of the light, concealed the event. It was 
fearful to see the ghastly pallor of the features, the fixed pupils, 
the glassy glare downwards, the fallen jaw ! — Was it not a subject 
for a painter?— the living child in the arms of its dead father, 
unconsciously sporting with a corpse ! 

* * * ★ * * * 

To attempt a description of what ensued , would be idle, and even 
ridiculous. It is hardly possible even to imagine it ! In one word, 
the neighbours who lived on the floor beneath were called in, and 
did their utmost to console the wretched widow and quiet the chil- 
dren. They laid out the corpse decently; and I left them all the 
silver I had about me, to enable them to. purchase a few of the 
more pressing necessaries. I succeeded afterwards in gaining two 
of the children admittance into a charity school ; and, through my 
wife’s interference, the poor widow' received the efficient assistance 
of an unobtrusive, but most incomparable institution, “ The 
Strangers’ Friend Society.” I was more than once present when 
those angels of mercy— those “true Samaritans” — the “Visitors” 
of the Society, as they are called— were engaged on their noble 
errand, and wished that their numbers were countless, and their 

eans inexhaustible ! 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

THE RUINED MERCHANT. 

It is a common saying, that sorrows never come alone — that “ it 
never rains, but it pours * aud it has been verified by expe- 
rience, even from the day of that prince of the wretched — the 
man “ whose name was Job. ” Now-a-days, directly a sudden ac- 
cumulation of ills befalls a man. he utters some rash exclamation, 
like the one in question, and too often submits to the inflictions of 
Providence with sullen indifference — like a brute to a blow r — or 
resorts, possibly, to suicide. Your poor, stupid, unobserving 
man, in such a case, cannot conceive how it comes to pass that 
all the evils under the sun are showered down upon his head — at 
once i There is no attempt to account for it on reasonable 
grounds— no reference to probable, nay, obvious causes — his own 
misconduct , possibly, or imprudence. In a word, he fancies that 
the only thing they resemble is Epicurus’s fortuitous concourse of 
atoms. It is undoubtedly true that people are occasionally as- 
sailed by misfortunes so numerous, sudden, and simultaneous, as 
is really unaccountable. In the majority, however, of what are 
reputgd such cases, a really solution may be found, by any one 
of observation. Take a simple illustration : A passenger suddenly 
falls flown in a crowded thoroughfare; and when down, and un- 
able to rise, the one following stumbles over him— the next over 
him — and so on — all unable to resist the on-pressing crowd behind; 
aud so the first fallen lies nearly crushed and smothered. Now, 
is not this frequently the case with a man amid the cares and 
troubles of life ? _ One solitary disaster — one unexpected calamity 
— befalls him ; the sudden shock stuns him out of his self-posses- 
sion ; he is dispirited, confounded, paralysed — and down he falls, 
in the very throng of all the pressing cares and troubles of life. 


• And now behold, 0 Gcrlrudc, Gertrude— 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 

Hut in battalions. SiuKSHtAKK. 
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one implicating and dragging after it another — till all is uproar 
and consternation. Then it is, that we hear passionate lamenta- 
tions, and cries of sorrows “ never coming alone” — of ail this “being 
against him and he either stupidly lies still, till he is crushed 
and trampled on, or, it may be, succeeds in scrambling to the 
first temporary resting-place he can espy, where he resigns him- 
self to stupified inaction, staring vacantly at the throng of mishaps 
following in the wake of that one which bore him down. Whereas 
the first thought of one in such a situation should surely be, “ Let 
me be ‘ up and doing,’ and I may yet recover myself.” — “Di- 
rectly a man determines to think," says an eminent writer, “ he is 
well nigh sure of bettering his condition. ” 

It is to the operation of such causes as these, that is to be traced, 
in a great majority of cases, the necessity formedical interference. 
Within the sphere of my own practice, I have witnessed, in such 
circumstances, the display of heroism and fortitude ennobling to 
human nature; and 1 have also seen instances of the most con- 
temptible pusillanimity. I have marked a brave spirit succeed in 
buffeting its way out of its adversities ; and I have seen as brave a 
one overcome by them, and falling vanquished, even with the 
sword of resolution gleaming in its grasp ; for there are jioAbina- 
tions of evil, against which no human energies can make a stand. 
Of this, I think the ensuing melancholy narrative will afford an 
illustration. What its effect on the mind of the reader may be, I 
cannot presume to speculate. Mine it has oppressed to recall the 
painful scenes with which it abounds, and convinced of the 
peculiar perils incident to rapidly acquired fortune, whjch too of- 
ten lifts its possessor into an element for which he is totally unfit- 
ted, and from which he falls exhausted^ lower far than the sphere 
he had left ! 

Mr. Dudleigh’s career afforded a striking illustration of the splen- 
did but fluctuating fortunes of a great English merchant — of the 
magnificent results insured by persevering industry, economy, 
prudence, and enterprise. Early in life he was cast upon the 
world, to do as he would, or rather could, will* himself ; for bis 
guardian proved a swindler, and robbed his deceased friend’s child 
of every penny that was left him. On hearing of the disastrous 
event, young Dudleigh instantly ran away from school, in his six- 
teenth year, and entered himself on board a vessel trading to the 
West Indies, as cabin-boy. As soon as his relatives, few in num- 
ber, distant in degree, and colder in affection, heard of this step, 
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they told him, after a little languid expostulation, that as he had 
made his bed, so he must lie upon it; and never canto near 
him again, till he had become ten times richer than all of them 
put together. 

The first three or four years of young Dudleigh’s novitiate at 
sea, were years of fearful, but not unusual hardship. I have heard 
him state that he was frequently flogged by the eaptain and mate, 
till the blood ran down his back like water ; and kicked and cuffed 
about by the common sailors with infamous impunity. One cause 
of all this was obvious; his evident superiority over every one on 
board in learning and acquirements. To such an extent did his 
tormentors carry their tyranny, that poor Dudleigh’s fife became 
intolerable; and one evening, on leaving the vessel after its arrival 
in port from the West Indies, he ran to a public-house in Wapping, 
called for pen and ink, and wrote a letter to the chief owner of the 
vessel, acquainting him of the cruet u&ge he had suffered, and 
imploring his interference ; adding, that if that application failed, 
he was determined to drown himself when they next went to sea. 
This letter, which was signed “Henry Dudleigh, cabin-boy ,” asto- 
nished and interested the person to whom it was addressed ; for it 
was accurately, and even eloquently worded. Young Dudleigh 
was sent for, and after a thorough examination intp'the nature of 
his pretensions, engaged as a clerk in the counting-house of the 
ship-owners, at a small salary. He conducted himself with so 
much ability and integrity, and displayed such a zealous interest in 
his employers’ concerns, that in a few years’ time he was raised to 
the head of their large establishment, and received a salary of 500/. 
a-year, as their senior and confidential clerk. The experience he 
gained in this situation, enabled him, on the unexpected bank- 
ruptcy of his employers, to dispose most successfully of the 
greater proportion of what he had saved in their service. He 
purchased shares in two vessels, which made fortunate voyages ; 
and the result determined him henceforth to conduct business on 
his own account, notwithstanding the offer of a most lucrative 
situation similar to his last. In a word, he went on conducting 
his speculations with as much prudence, as he undertook them 
with energy and enterprise. 

The period I am alluding to may be considered as the golden 
age of the shipping interest ; and it will occasion surprise to no one 
acquainted with the commercial history of those days, to hear 
that in little more than five years’ time, Mr. Dudleigh could “write 
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himself ” worth 20,000/. He practised a parsimony of the most 
excruciating kind. Thqugh every one on 'Change was familiar 
with his name, and cited him as one of the most “ rising young 
men there,” he never associated with any of them but on occa- 
sions of strict business. He was content with the humblest fare ; 
and trudged cheerfully to and from the city to Ins quiet quarters 
near Hackney, as if he had been hut a common clerk luxuriating 
on an income of 50/. per annum. Matters went on thus prosper- 
ing with him. till his thirty-second year, when he married the 
wealthy widow of a shipbuilder. The influence which she had in 
his future fortunes, warrants me in pausing to describe her. She 
was about Twenty-seven or twenty-eight years old ; of passable 
person, as far as figure went, for her face was rather bloated, and 
vulgar ; somewhat of a dowdy in dress; insufferably vain, and 
fond of extravagant display; a termagant, with little or no intellect. 
In fact, she was in disposition the perfect antipodes of her hus- 
band. Mr. Dudleigh was a humble, unobtrusive, kind-hearted 
man, always intent on business, beyond which he did not pretend 
to know or care for much. How could such a man, it will be 
asked, marry such a woman?— Was he the first who has been 
dazzled and blinded by the blaze of a large fortune ? Such was 
his case. Resides, a young widow is somewhat careful of undue 
exposures, which might fright away promising suitors. So they 
made a match of it ; and he resuscitated the cxpiriqg business and 
connexion of his predecessor, and conducted it with a skill and 
energy, which in a short time opened upon him the floodgates of 
fortune. Affluence poured in from all quarters ; and he was 
every where called by his panting, but distanced competitors in 
the city, the “fortunate Mr. Dudleigh.” 

One memorable day, four of his vessels, richly freighted, came, 
almost together, into port ; and on the same day, he made one of 
the most fortunate speculations in the funds which had been heard 
of for years ; so that he w as able to say to his assembled family, as 
he drank their healths after dinner, that he would not take a quarter 
of a million for what he was worth 1 And there, surely, he might 
have paused, nay, made his final stand, as the possessor of such a 
princely fortune, acquired with unsullied honour to himself, and, 
latterly, spent in warrantable splendour and hospitality. But no : 
as is and ever will be the case, the more he had the more he would 
have. Not to mention the incessant baiting of his ambitious wife, 
the dazzling capabilities of indefinite increase to bis wealth prov ed 
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irresistible. IP hat might not be done by a man of Mr. Dudleigh’s 
celebrity, with a floating capital of someliundred and fifty thousand 
pounds, and as much credit as he chose to accept of? The regular 
course of his shipping business brought him in constantly magni- 
ficent returns, and he began to sigh after other collateral sources of 
money-making ; for why should nearly one-half of his vast means 
lie unproductive ? He had not long to look about, after it once be- 
came known that he was ready to employ his floating capital in 
profitable speculations. The brokers, for instance, came about 
him, and he leagued with them. By and by the world heard of a 
monopoly of nutmegs. There was not a score to be had anywhere 
in London, but at a most exorbitant price— for the fact was, that 
Mr. Dudleigh had laid his hands on them all, andby so doing, cleared 
a very large sum. Presently he would play similar pranks with 
otto of roses; and as soon as he had quadrupled the cost of that fa- 
shionable article, he would let loose his stores on the gaping mar- 
ket ; by which he gained as large a profit as he had made with the 
nutmegs. Commercial people will easily see how he did this. The 
brokers, who wished to effect the monopoly, would apply to him 
for the use of his capital, and give him an ample indemnity against 
whatever loss might be the fate of the speculation; and, on its prov- 
ing successful, rewarded him with a very large proportion of the 
profits. This is the scheme by which many splendid fortunes have 
been raised, with a rapidity which has astonished their gainers as 
much as any one else! Then, again, he negociated bills on a 
large scale, and at tremendous discounts; and, in a word, by 
these, and similar means, amassed, in a few years, the euormous 
sum of half a million of money ! 

It is easy to guess at the concomitants of such a fortune as this. 
At the instigation of his wife — for he himself retained all his old 
unobtrusive and personally economical habits — he supported two 
splendid establishments— the one at the" West End” of the town 
and the other near Richmond. His wife — for Mr. Dudleigh himself 
seemed more like the hired steivardoi his fortune, than its possessor 
—was soon surrounded by swarms of those titled blood-suckers , 
that batten on bloated opulence, which has been floated into the sea 
of fashion. Mrs. Dudleigh’s dinners, suppers, routs, soirees, fetes- 
champetres, flashed astonishment on the town, through the columns 
of the obsequious prints. Miss Dudleigh, an elegant and really 
amiable girl, about seventeen, was beginning to get talked of as 
a fashionable beauty, and, report said, had refused her coronets 
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by dozens! — while “young Harry Dudleigh” far out-topped the 
astonished Oxonians, by spending half as much again as his noble 
allowance. Poor Mr. Dudleigh frequently looked on all this with 
fear and astonishment, and, when in the city, would shrug his 
shoulders, and speak of the ‘ ‘dreadful doings at the West 1 ” 1 say, 
when in the city — for, as soon as he travelled westwards, when he 
entered the sphere of his wife's influence, his energies w ere benumb- 
ed and paralysed. He had too long quietly succumbed to her au- 
thority, to call it in question now, and therefore he submitted to 
the splendid appearance he was compelled to support. He often 
said, however, lhat“ he could not understand what Mrs. Dudleigh 
was at;" but beyond such a hint he never presumed. -He was seldom 
or never to be'seen aqiid the throng and crush of company that 
crowded his house evening after evening. The first arrival of his 
wife’s guests, was his usual signal for seizing his hat and stick, drop- 
ping quietly from home, and betaking himself either to some sedate 
city friend, or to his counting-house, where he now took a kind 
ofmorbid pleasure in ascertaining that his gains were safe, and plan- 
ning greater, to make up, if possible, he would say, “ for'Mrs. 
Dudleigh’s awful extravagance.” He did this so constantly, that 
Mrs. Dudleigh began at last to expect and calculate on his absence, 
as a matter of course, whenever she gave a party; and her good- 
natured, accommodating husband too easily acquiesced, on the 
ground, as his wife took care to give out, of his health’s not bearing 
late hours and company. Though an economical, and even par- 
simonious man in his habits, Mr. Dudleigh had as warm and kind a 
heart as ever glowed in the breast of man. I have heard many 
accounts of his systematic benevolence which be chiefly carried 
into effect at the periods of temporary relegation to the city, above 
spoken of. Every Saturday evening, for instance be had a sort of 
levee, numerously attended by merchants’ clerks and commencing 
tradesmen, all of whom he assisted most liberally with both “cash 
and counsel,” as he good-humouredly called it. Many a one of 
them owes his establishment in life to Mr. Dudleigh, who never 
lost sight of any deserving object he had once served. 

A far different creature Mrs. Dudleigh ! The longer she lived, 
the more she had her way — the more frivolous and heartless did 
she become — the more despotic was the sway she exercised over 
her husband. ■ Whenever he presumed to “ lecture her,” as she 
called it, she would stop bis mouth, with referring to tbe fortune she 
bad brought him, and ask him triumphantly, “ what he could have 
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done without her cash and connexions !” Such being the fact, itwas 
past all controversy that she ought to be allowed “to have her /Zm^, 
now they could so easily afford it I ” The sums she spent on her 
own and her daughter’s dresses were absolutely incredible, and 
almost petrilied her poor husband when the bills were brought 
to him. Both in the articles of dress and parly-giving, Mrs. 
Dudleigh was actuated by a spirit of frantic rivalry with her com- 
petitors ; and what she wanted in elegance and refinement, she 
sought to compensate for in extravagance and ostentation. It 
was to no purpose that her trembling husband, with tears in his 
eyes, suggested to her recollection the old saying, “that fools 
make feasts, and wise men eat them;” and that, if she gave magni- 
ficentdinners andsuppers, of course great people would come and 
eat them for her; but would they thank her? Her constant 
answer was, that they “ought to support their station in society ” 
— that “ the world would not believe them rich, .unless they 
showed it that they were,” etc., etc. Then, again, she had a 
strong plea for her enormous expenditure in the “ bringing out of 
Miss Dudleigh,” in the arrayment of whom, panting milliners 
“ toiled in vain. ” In order to bring about this latter object, she 
induced, but with great difficulty, Mr. Dudleigh to give his ban- 
kers orders to accredit her separate cheques ; aud so prudently 
did she avail herself of this privilege for months, that she com- 
pletely threw Mr. Dudleigh off his guard, and he allowed a very 
large balance to lie in his banker’s hands, subject to the unre- 
stricted drafts of his wife. Did the reader never happen to see in 
society that horrid harpy, an old dowager, whose niggard join- 
ture drives her to cards ? Evening after evening did several of 
these old creatures squat, toad like, round Mrs. Dudleigh’s card 
table, and succeeded at last in inspiring her with such a frenzy 
for “play,” as the most ample fortune must melt away under, more 
rapidly than snow beneath sunbeams. The infatuated woman 
became notoriously the first to seek, and last to leave, the fatal 
card table; and the reputed readiness with which she “ bled,” at 
last brought herthe honour of an old Countess, who condescend- 
ed to win from her, at two sittings, very nearly 5000/. It is not 
now difficult to account for the anxiety Mr. Dudleigh manifested to 
banish her husbanli from her parties. She had mauy ways of sa- 
tisfactorily accounting for her frequent drafts on his bankers. 
Miss Dudleigh had made a conquest of a young peer, who as soon 
as he had accurately ascertained the reality of her vast expecta- 
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lions, fell deeply in love with her ! The young lady herself had 
too much good sense to give him spontaneous credit for disinte- 
rested affection ; but she was so dunned on the subject by her 
foolish mother— so petted and llattered by the noble', but impo- 
verished family, that sought her connexion— and the young no- 
bleman, himself a handsome man, so ardent and persevering in 
his courtship— that at last her heart yielded, and she passed in 
society as the envied object of his affections! Ihc notion ot 
intermingling their blood with nobility, so dazzled the vain ima- 
gination of Mrs. Dudleigh, that it gave her eloquence enough to 
succeed, at last, in stirring the phlegmatic temperament of her 
husband. “Have a nobleman for my son-in-law ! ’’thought themer- 
chant, morning, noon, and night — at the East and at the West End 
—in town and country ! What would the city people say to that? 
He had a spice of ambition in his composition, beyond what could 
be contented with the acliieval of mere city eminence. He was 
tiring of it— he had long been a kind of king on ’Change, and, as 
it were, carried the Stocks in his pockets. He had long thought 
that it was “ possible to choke a dog with pudding,” and he was 
growing heartily wearied of the turtle and venison eastward of 
Temple Bar, which he was compelled to eat at the public dinners 
of the great companies, and elsew here, when his own tastes would 
have led him, in every case, to pitch upon “ port, beef-steaks, 
and the papers,” as fare lit for a king ! The dazzling topic, there- 
fore, on which his wife held forth with unwearied eloquence, 
was beginning to produce conviction in his mind ; and though he 
himself eschewed Iris wife’s kind of life, and refused to share in 
it, he did not lend a very unw illing ear to her representations of 
the necessity for an even increased rate of expenditure, to enable 
Miss Dudleigh to eclipse her gay competitors, and appear a worthy 
prize in the eyes of her noble suitor. Aw are of the magnitude of 
the proposed object, he could not but assent to Mrs. Dudleigh s 
opinion, that extraordinary means must be made use of ; and w as 
at last persuaded into placing nearly 20,000/. in his new banker’s 
hands, subject, as before, to Mrs. Dudleigh’s drafts, which she 
promised him should be as seldom and as moderate as she could 
possibly contrive to meet necessary expenses with. His many and 
heavy expenses, together with the great sacrifice in prospect, when 
the time of his daughter’s marriage should arrive, supplied him 
with new incentives to enter into commercial speculations. He 
tried several new schemes, threw all the capital lie could command 
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into new and even more productive quarters, and calculated on 
making vast accessions of fortune at the end of the year. 

About a fortnight after Mr. Dudleigh had informed Mrs. Dudlcigh 
of the new lodgment he had made at his bankers, she gave a very 

large evening party at her house in Square. She had been 

very successful in her guests on the occasion, having engaged the 
attendance of my Lords This, and my Ladies That, innumerable. 

Even the high and haughty Duke of had deigned to look in for 

a few moments, on his way to a party at Carlton House, for the 
purpose of sneering at the “splendid cit,” and extracting topics of 

laughter for his royal host. The whole of Square, and one 

or two of the adjoining streets, were absolutely choked with car- 
riages — the carriages of her guests ! When you entered her mag- 
nificent apartments, and had made your way through the soft crush 
and flutter of aristocracy, you might see the lady of the house 
throbbing and panting with excitement— a perfect blaze of jew- 
ellery— Hanked by her very kind friends, old Lady , and the 

well-known Miss , engaged, as usual, at unlimited loo. The 

good humour with which Mrs. Dudleigh lost, was declared to be 
“quite charming,” — “deserving of better fortune and inflamed 
by the cayenned compliments they forced upon her, she was just 
uttering some sneering and insolent allusion to “that odious city," 

while old Lady ’s withered talons w ere extended to clutch her 

winnings, when there was perceived a sudden stir about the chief 
door — then a general hush — and in a moment, or two, a gentleman, 
in dusty and disordered dress, with his hat on, rushed through the 
astonished crowd, and made his way toward the card table at 
which Mrs. Dudleigh w as seated, and stood confronting her, extend- 
ing towards her his right hand, in which was a thin slip of paper. 
It was Mr. Dudleigh! “There — there, Madam!” he gasped in a 
hoarse voice, — “ there, woman ! what have you done? — Ruined — 
ruined me, Madam — you’ve ruined me ! My credit is destroyed 
forever! my name is tainted. Here’s the first dishonoured bill 
that ever bore Henry Dudleigh’s name upon it ! — Yes, Madam, it 
is you who have done it,” he continued, with vehement tone 
and gesture, utterly regardless of the breathless throng around 
him, and continuing to extend towards her the protested bill of 
exchange. 

“My dear!— my dear— my— my— my dear Mr. Dudleigh,” 
stammered his wife, without rising from her chair , “ what is llie 
matter, love ? ” 
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“Matter, Madam? why, by 1— that yon’ ve ruined me— 

that’s all! Where’s the 20,000/. I placed in Messrs. ’s hands 

a few days ago ? — Where— where is it, Mrs. Dudleigh ?” he con- 
tinued almost shouting, and advancing nearer to her, with his fist 
clenched. 

“Henry! dear Henry! — mercy, mercy!” murmured his 

wife, faintly. 

“Henry, indeed ! Mercy? — Silence, Madam ! How dareyou deny 
me an answer ? How dare you swindle me out of my fortune in this 
way ? ” he continued, fiercely , wiping the perspiration from his fore- 
head; “Here’s my bill for 4000/., made payable at Messrs. , 

my new bankers ; and when it was presented this morning, Ma- 
dam, by ! the reply was, ‘ no effects ! ’ and my bill has bee* 

dishonoured ! Wretch ! tvhdt have you done with my money ? 

Where is it all gone? — I’m the town’s talk about this bill! 

there’ll be a run upon me ! — I know there will — ay — this is the 
way my hard-earned wealth Is squandered, you vile, you unprin- 
cipled spendthrift ! ” he continued, turning round and pointing to 
the astounded guests, none of whom had uttered a syllable. The 
music had ceased — the dancers left their places — the card tables 
were deserted— in a word, all was blank consternation. The fact 

was, that old Lady , who was that moment seated, trembling 

like an aspen leaf, at Mrs. Dudleigh’s right hand side, had won 
from her, during the last month, a series of sums amounting to 
little short of 9000/. , which Mrs. Dudleigh had paid the day before 
by a cheque on her banker ; and that very morning she had drawn 
out 4000/. odd, to pay her coachmaker’s, confectioner’s, and milli- 
ner’s bills, and supply herself with cash for the evening’s spolia- 
tion. The remaining 7000/. had been drawn out during the pre- 
ceding fortnight to pay her various clamorous creditors, and keep 
her in readiness for the gaming table. Mr. Dudleigh, on hearing 
of the dishonour of his bill — the news of which was brought him 
by a clerk, for he was staying at a friend’s house in the country 
— came up instantly to town, paid the bill, and then hurried, half 
beside himself, to his house in Square. It is not at all won- 

derful, that though Mr. Dudleigh’s name was well known as 
an eminent and responsible mercantile man, his bankers, with 
whom he had but recently opened an account, should decline 
paying his bill, after so large a sum as 20,000/. had been drawn 
out of their hands by Mrs. Dudleigh. It looked suspicious enough, 
truly! 
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“Mrs. Dudleigh! where— where is my 20,000/.?” he shouted 
almost at the top of his voice; but Mrs. Dudieigli heard him not; 

for she had fallen fainting into the arms of Lady . Numbers 

rushed forward to her assistance. The confusion and agitation* 
that ensued it would be impossible to describe ; and, in the midst 
of it, Mr. Dudleigh strode at a furious pace out of the room, and 
left the house. For the next three or four days he behaved like 
a madman. Ilis apprehensions magnified the temporary and very 
trifling injury his credit had sustained, till he fancied himself on 
the eve of becoming bankrupt. And, indeed, where is the mer- 
chant of any eminence, whom such a circumstance as the dis- 
honour of a bill for 4000/. (however afterwards accounted for) 
would not exasperate? Forseveral days Mr. Dudleigh would notgo 

near Square, and did not once inquire after Mrs. Dudleigh. My 

professional services w ere put into requisition on her behalf. Ilage, 
shame, and agony, at the thought of the disgraceful exposure she 
had met with, in the eyes of all her assembled guests — of those 
respecting whose opinions she was most exquisitely sensitive — 
had nearly driven her distracted. She continued so ill for about 
a week, and exhibited such frequent glimpses of delirium, that I 
was compelled to resort to very active treatment to avert a brain 
fever. More than once, I heard her utter the words, or something 
like them, — “ be revenged on him yet!” but whether or not she 
was at the time sensible of the import of what she said, I did not 
know. 

The incident above recorded — which I had from the lips of Mr. 
Dudleigh himself, as well as from others — made a good deal of 
uolse in what are called “the fashionable circles,” and was ob- 
scurely hinted at in one of the daily papers. I was much amused 
at hearing, in the various circles I visited, the conflicting and 
exaggerated accounts of it One old lady told me she “ had it on 
the best authority, that Mr Dudleigh actually struck his wife, aud 
wrenched her purse out of her hand ! ” I recommended Mrs. 
Dudleigh to withdraw for a few weeks to a watering-place, and 
she followed my advice ; taking with her Miss Dudleigh, whose 
health and spirits had suffered materially through the event which 
has been mentioned. Poor girl ! she was of a very different mould 
from her mother, and suffered acutely, though silently, at wit- 
nessing the utter contempt in W hich her mother was held by the 
very people she made such prodigious efforts to court and conci- 
liate. Can any situation be conceived more painful ? Her few 
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and gentle remonstrances, however, met invariably with a harsh 
and cruel reception ; and at last she was compelled to hold her 
peace, and bewail in mortiGed silence her mother’s obtuseness. 

* They continued at about a month ; and, on their return 

to town, found the affair quite “blown over;” and soon after- 
wards, through the mediation of mutual friends, the angry couple 
were reconciled to each other. For twelve long months Mrs. 
Dudleigh led a comparatively quiet and secluded life, abstaining 
— with but a poor grace, it is true — from company and cards — 
from the latter compulsorily ; for no one chose to sit down at play 
with her, who had witnessed or heard of the event which had taken 
place last season. In short, every thing seemed going on well 
with our merchant and his family. It was fixed that his daughter 

was to become Lady — — as soon as young Lord should have 

returned from the Continent ; and a dazzling dowery was spoken 
of as hers on the day of her marriage. Pleased with his wife’s good 
behaviour, Mr. Dudleigh’s confidence and good-nature revived, 
and he held the reins with a rapidly slackening grasp. In pro-* 
portion as he allowed her funds, her scared “friends” flocked 
again around her ; and by and by she was seen flouncing about in 
fashion as heretofore, with small “ let or hinderance ” from her 
husband. The world — the sagacious world — called Mr. Dud- 
leigh a happy man ; and the city swelled at the mention of his 
name and doings. The mercantile world laid its highest honours 
at his feet. The Mayoralty — a Bank, an East Indian, Director- 
ship — a seat for the city in Parliament — all glittered within his 
grasp — but he would not stretch forth his band. He was content, 
he would say, to be “plain Henry Dudleigh, whose word was as 
good as his bond ” — a leading man on ’Change — and, above all, 
“ who could look every one full in the face with whom he had ever 
had to do.” He was indeed a worthy man — a rich and racy speci- 
men of one of those glories of our nation — a true English merchant. 
The proudest moments of his life were those, when an accompa- 
nying friend could estimate his consequence, by witnessing the 
mandarin movements that every where met him — the obsequious 
obeisances of even his closest rivals — as he hurried to and fro 
about the central regions of ’Change, his hands stuck into the 
worn pockets of his plain snuff-coloured coat. The merest glance 
at Mr. Dudleigh— his hurried, fidgety, anxious gestures — the keen, 
cautious expression of his glittering gray eyes— his mouth screwed 
up like a shut purse— all, all told of the “ man of a million. ” There 
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was, in a /banner, a “plum” in every tread of his foot, in every 
twinkle of his eye. He could never be said to breathe freely — 
really to live — but in his congenial atmosphere — his native ele- 
ment — the City ! 

Once every year he gave a capital dinner, at a tavern, to all 
his agents, clerks, and people in any way connected with him in 
bjsiness; and none but himself knew the quiet ecstasy with which 
he took his seat at the head of them all, joined in their timid jokes, 
echoed their modest laughter, made speeches, and was be- 
speechified in turn ! How he sat while great things were saying 
of him, on* the occasion of his health’s being drunk! On one of 
these occasions, his health had been proposed by his sleek head- 
clerk, in a most neat and appropriate speech, and drank with 
uproarious enthusiasm ; and good Mr. Dudleigh was on his legs, 
energetically making his annual avowal, that “ that was the proud- 
est moment of his life,” when one of the waiters came and in- 
terrupted him, by saying that a gentleman was without, waiting to 
speak to him on most important business. Mr. Dudleigh hurriedly 
whispered, that he would attend to the stranger in a few minutes, 
and the waiter withdrew ; but returned in a second or two, and 
put a card into his hand. Mr. Dudleigh was electrified at the name 
it bore — that of the great loan-contractor — the city Croesus, whose 
wealth was reported to be incalculable ! He hastily called on 
some one to supply his place ; and had hardly passed the door, 

before he was hastily shaken by the hands by , who told him 

at once that he had called to propose to Mr. Dudleigh to take part 

wUhSim in negotiating a very large loan on account of the 

government! After a flurried pause, Mr. Dudleigh, scarcely 
knowing what he was saying, assented. In a day or two, the 
transaction was duly blazoned in the leading papers of the day; 
and every one in the city spoke of him as one likely to double, or 
even treble, his already ample fortune. Again he was praised— 
again censured — again envied !* It was considered advisable that 
he should repair to the Continent, during the course of the nego- 
tiation, in order that he might personally superintend some im- 
portant collateral transactions : and when there, he was most 
unexpectedly detained nearly two months. Alas ! that he ever left 
England ! During Ills absence, his infatuated wife betook herself 
— “ like the dog to his vomit, like the sow to her wallowing in the 
mire” — to her former ruinous courses of extravagance and dissi- 
pation, but on a fearfully larger scale. Her house was more like 
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an hotel than a private dwelling; and blazed away > might after 
night, with light and company, till the whole neigh bourhood com- 
plained of the incessant uproar occasioned by the mere Arrival 
and departure of her guests. To her other dreadful besetments, 
Mrs. Dudleigh now added the odious and vulgar vice of — intoxica- 
tion ! She complained of the deficiency of her animal spirits ; and 
said she took liquor as a medicine ! She required stimulus, and 
excitement, she said, to sustain her mind under the perpetual run 
of ill luck she had at cards ! It was in vain that her poor daugh- 
ter remonstrated, and almost cried herself into fits, on seeing her 
mother return home, frequently in the dull stupor of absolute in- 
toxication ! “ Mother, mother, my heart is breaking ! ” said she, 
one evening. 

“ So— so is mine,” hickuped her parent ; “ so get me the de- 
canter ! ” 

Young Harry Dudleigh trode emulously in the footsteps of his 
mother ; and ran riot to an extent that was before unknown to 
Oxford I The sons of very few of the highest nobility had hand- 
somer allowances than he; yet was he constantly over bead and 
ears in debt He was a backer of the ring ruffians; a great man 
at cock and dog fights ; a racer ; in short, a blackguard of the first 
water. During the recess, he had come up to town, and taken up 
his quarters, not at his father's house, but at one of the distant 
hotels ; where he might pursue his profligate courses without fear 
of interruption. He had repeatedly bullied his mother out of 
large sums of money to supply his infamous extravagancies ; and 
at length became so insolent and exorbitant in his demand^ Sat 
they quarrelled. One evening, about nine o’clock, Mrs, and Miss 
Dudleigh happened to be sitting in the drawing-room, alone — and 
the latter was pale with the agitation consequent on some recent 
quarrel with her mother; for the poor girl had been passionately 
reproaching her mother for her increasing attachment to liquor, 
under the influence of which six? evidently was at that moment. 
Suddenly a voice was heard in the hall, and on the stairs, singing, 
or rather bawling, snatches of some comic song or other ; the 
drawing-room door was presently pushed open, and young Dqd- 
leigh, more than half intoxicated, made his appearance in a slo- 
venly evening dress. 

« “ Madame ma rndre! ” said he, staggering towards the sofa, 
where his mother and sister were sitting : — I must be supplied 

—I roust, mother ! ” he hickuped, stretching towards her his right 
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hand, and tapping the palm of it significantly with his left lingers. 

“ Pbo — nonsense ! — off to — to bed, young scapegrace ! ” replied 
his mother, drowsily ; for the stupor of wine lay heavily on her. 

“ ”Tis useless. Madam — quite, I assure you! — Money— money 
— money I must and will have ! ” said her son, striving to steady 
himself against a chair. - . • 

“ Why, Harry, dear ! — where’s the fifty pounds I gave you a 
cheque for only a day or two ago ? ” 

“Gone! gone the way of all money. Madam — as you know 

pretty well ! I — I must have 300 /. by to-morrow ” 

“ Three hundred pounds, Henry I ” exclaimed his mother, an- 
grily. 

“ Yes, Ma’am ! Sir Charles won’t be put off any longer, he says. 
Has my — my — word — ‘good as my bond’ — as the old governor 
says! Mother ,” he continued, in a louder tone, flinging his hat 
violently on the floor, “ I must and will have money ! ” 

“ Henry, it’s disgraceful — infamous 1 — most infamous ! ” ex- 
claimed Miss Dudieigh, with a shocked air ; and raising her hand- 
kerchief to her eyes, she rose from the sofa, and walked hurriedly 
to the opposite end of the room, and sat down in tears. Poor 
girl! — what a mother! what a brother! The young man took 
the place she had occupied by her mother’s side, and, in a wheed- 
ling, coaxing way, threw his arm round Mrs. Dudieigh, hickuping 
— “Mother — give me a cheque!— do, please! — ’tis the last time 
|’ll ask you— for a twelvemonth to come!— and I owe 500/., that 
must be paid in a day or two ! ” 

“How can I, Harry? Dear Harry, don’t be unreasonable! — 
recollect I’m a kind mother to you,” kissing him, “ and don’t dis- 
tress me, for I owe three or four times as much myself, and cannot 
pay it.” ... 

“ Eh! — eh! cannot pay it! — stuff. Ma’am! Why, is the bank 
run dry?” he continued, with an apprehensive stare. 

“ Yes, }ove — long ago ! ” replied his mother, with a sigh. 
“Whoo— whoo ! ” he exclaimed; and rising, he walked, or ra- 
ther staggered, a few steps to and fro, as if attempting to recollect 
pis faculties — and think ! . ** 

“ Ali, ah, ah ! — eureka, Ma’am ! ” he exclaimed suddenly, after 
a pause, snapping his fingers, “I’ve got it— I have!— the plate, 
mother — the plate — Hem ! raising the wind — you understand 
me!” 

“ Qb, shocking, shocking ! * sobbed ftliss Dudleigji, hurrying , 
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towards them, wringing her hands bitterly; “O mother! O 
Henry, Henry ! would you ruin my poor father, and break his 
heart?” .. 

“ Ah, the plate, mother ! — the plate ! ” he continued, addressing 
his mother; then turning to his sister, “Away, you little puss — 
puss! — what do you understand about business, eh!” and he at- 
tempted to kiss her, but she thrust him away with indignation and 
horror in her gestures. 

“ Come, mother J — Will it do ! — A lucky thought ! The plate ! — 

Mr. is a rare hand at this kind of thing !— a thousand or two 

would set you and me to rights in a twinkling ! — Come, what say 
you?” . 

“ Impossible, Harry ! ” — replied his mother, turning pale, — 
“ ’tis quite — ’tis — ’tis — out of the question !” 

“Pho! no such thing!— It must be done! — why cannot it. 
Ma’am?” inquired the young man, earnestly. 

“Why, because — if you must know, sirrah ! — because it is al- 
ready pawned ! ” — replied his mother, in aloud voice, shaking her 
hand at him with passion. Their attention was attracted at that mo- 
ment towards the door, which had been standing a-jar— for there 
was the sound of some one suddenly fallen down. After an in- 
stant’s pause, they all three walked to the door, and stood gazing 
horror-struck at the prostrate figure of Mr. Dudleigh ! 

He had been standing unperceived in the doorway — having en- 
tered the house only a moment or two after his son — during the 
whole of the disgraceful scene just described, almost petrified with 
grief, amazement, and horror — till he could bear it no longer , and 
fell down in an apoplectic fit. He had but that evening returned 
from abroad, exhausted with physical fatigue, and dispirited in 
mind— for, while abroad, he had made a most disastrous move in 
the foreign funds, by which he lost upwards of sixty or seventy 
thousand pounds ; and his negotiation scheme also turned out very 
unfortunately, and left him minus nearly as much more. He bad 
hurried home, half dead with vexation and anxiety, to make in- 
stant arrangements for meeting the most pressing of his pecuniary 
engagements in England, apprehensive from the gloomy tenor of 
his agent’s letters to him while abroad, that his affairs were falling 
into confusion. Oh ! what a heart-breaking scene had he to en- 
counter — instead of the comforts and welcome of home ! 

This incident brought me again into contact with this devoted 
family ; for I was summoned by tfie distracted daughter to her 


Digitized by Google 


THE RUINED 'MERCHANT. 


377 


father’s bedside, which I found surrounded by his wife and chil- 
dren. The shock of his presence had completely sobered both 
mother and son, who hung horror-stricken over him, on each side 
of the bed, endeavouring in vain to recall him to sensibility. I 
had scarcely entered the room, before Mrs. Dudleigh was carried 
away swooning, in the arms of a servant. Mr. Dudleigh was in a 
fit of apoplexy. He lay in a state Of profound stupor, breathing 
stertorously — more like snorting. I had him raised into nearly 
an upright position, and immediately bled him largely from the 
jugular veto. While the blood was flowing, my attention was ar- 
rested by the appearance of young Dudleigh, who was kneeling 
down by the bedside, his hands clasped convulsively together, and 
his swollen blood-shot eyes fixed on his father. “ Father ! fa{Jier ! 
father!” were the only words he uttered, and these fell quivering 
from his Ups unconsciously. Miss Dudleigh, who had stood 
leaning against the bedpost to stupified silence, and pale as a 
statue, was at length too faint to continue any longer to an upright 
posture, and was led out of the room. 

Here was misery ! Here was remorse ! . • ‘ 

I continued with my patient more than an hour, and was grati- 
fied at finding that there was every appearance of the attack 
proving a mild and manageable One. I prescribed suitable re- 
medies and left,— enjoining young Dudleigh not to quit his father 
for a moment, but to watch every breath he drew. He hardly 
seemed to hear me, and gazed to my. face vacantly while I ad- 
dressed him. I shook him gently, and repeated my injunctions, 
but all hexould reply was — “ Oh — Doctor — we have killed him ! ” 

Before leaving the house, 1 repaired to the chamber where 
Mrs. Dudleigh lay, just recovering from strong hysterics. I was 
filled with astonishment, on reflecting upon the whole scene of that 
evening ; and, in particular, on the appearance and remorsefed 
expressions of young Dudleigh. What could have happened?— 
A day or two afterwards. Miss Dudleigh, with shame and re- 
luctance, communicated to me the chief facts above stated ! Her 
own health and spirits were manifestly suffering from the dis- 
tressing scenes she had to endure. She told me, with energy* 
that she could sink into the earth, oh reflecting that she was the 
daughter of such a mother, the sister of such a brother! 

[The D^iry passes hastily over a fortnight, — saying merely that 
Mr. Dudleigh recovered more .rapidly than could have been ex- 
pected — and proceeds,— j . 
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Monday , June 18. — While I was sitting beside poor Mr. Dudleigh, 
this afternoon, feeling his pulse, and putting questions to him, 
which he was able to answer with tolerable distinctness. Miss Dud- 
leigh came and whispered that her mother, who, though she had 
seen her husband frequently, had not spoken to him, or been re- 
cognised by him since his illness— was anxious then to come in, as 
she heard that he was perfectly sensible. I asked him if he had 
any objections to see her; and he replied with a sigh, — “No. 
Let her come in, and see what she has brought me to ! ” In a few 
minutes’ time she was in the room. I observed Mr. Dudleigh’s 
eyes directed anxiously to. the door before she entered ; and the 
instant he saw her pallid features, and the languid exhausted air 
witlf which she advanced towards the bed, he lifted up his shaking 
hands, and beckoned towards her. His eyes filled with tears, to 
overflowing, and he attempted to speak— but in vain. She tot- 
tered to his side, and fell down on her knees; whHe he clasped 
her hands in his, kissed her affectionately, and both of them wept 
like children ; as did young Dudleigh and his sister. That was the 
hour of full forgiveness and reconciliation ! It was indeed a 
touching scene. There lay the deeply injured father and husband, 
his gray hair (grown long during his absence on the Continent, 
and his illness) combed back from his temples; his pale and fallen 
features exhibiting deep traces of the anguish he had borne. He 
gave one hand to his son and daughter, while the other continued 
grasped by Mrs. Dudleigh. 

“ Oh, dear, dear husband! — Can you forgive us, who have so 
nearly broken your heart?”— she sobbed, kissing his forehead. 
He strove to reply, but burst into tears, without being able to 
.utter a word, Fearful that the prolonged excitement of such an 
interview might prove injurious, I gave Mrs. Dudleigb a hint to 
withdraw — and left the room with her. She had scarcely de- 
scended the staircase, when she suddenly seized my arm, stared 
me full in the face, and burst into a fit of loud and wild laughter. 
I carried her into the first room I could find, and gave her all the 
assistance in my power. It w as long, however, before she re- 
covered. She continually exclaimed, — “Oh, what a wretch I’ve 
been ! What a vile wretch I’ve been ! — and he so kind and forgiv- 
ing too ! ” 

As soon as Mr. Dudleigh was sufficiently recovered to leave his 
bedroom— contrary to my vehemently expressed opinion — he en- 
tered at once on the active management of his affairs. It is easy 
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to conceive bow business of sucli an extensive and complicated 
character as his, must have suffered from so long an intermission 
of his personal superintendence — especially at such a critical 
conjuncture. Though his head clerk was an able and faithful man, 
he was not at all equal to the overwhelming task which devolved 
upon him; and when Mr. Dudleigh, the first day of his coming 
down stairs, sent for him, in order to learn the general aspect of 
his affairs, he wrung his hands despairingly, to find the lamen- 
table confusion into which they had fallen. The first step to be 
taken, was the discovery of funds wherewith to meet some heavy 
demands which had been for some time clamorously asserted. 
What, however, was to be done? His unfortunate speculations 
in the foreign funds had made sad havoc of his floating capital, 
and farther fluctuations in the English funds during his illness, had 
added to his losses. As far as ready money went, therefore, he 
w as comparatively penniless. All his resources were so locked up, 
as to be promptly available only at ruiuous sacrifices, and yet he 
must procure many thousands w ithin a few days— or he trembled 
to contemplate the consequences. 

“ Call in the money I advanced on mortgage of my Lord ’s 

property,” said he. 

“ We shall lose a third, sir, of what we advanced, if we do,” 
replied the clerk. 

“ Can’t help it, sir — must have money— and that instantly— call 
it in, sir.” The clerk, with a sigh, entered his order accordingly. 

“ All— let me see. Sell all my shares in .” 

“ Allow me to suggest, sir, that if you will but wait two months 
— or even six weeks longer, they will be worth twenty times what 
you gave for them ; whereas, if you part with them at present, it 
must be ala heavy discount.” 

“Must have money, sir! must! — write it down too,” replied 
Mr. Dudleigh, sternly. In this manner he “ticketed out his pro- 
perty for ruin,” as his clerk said — throughout the interview. His 
demeanour and spirit w ere altogether changed ; the first was be- 
come stern and imperative, the latter rash and inconsiderate to a 
degree which none w ould credit, who had known his former mode 
of conducting business. All the prudence and energy which had 
secured him such splendid results, seemed now lost, irrecoverably 
lost. Whether or not this change was to be accounted for by 
mental imbecility consequent on his recent apoplectic seizure — 
or the disgust he felt at toiling in the accumulation of wealth 
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which had been and might yet be so profligately squandered, I 
know not ; but his conduct now consisted of alternations between 
the extremes of rashness and timorous indecision. He would 
waver and hesitate about the outlay of hundreds, when every one 
else — even those most proverbially prudent and sober, would 
venture their thousands with an almost absolute certainty of ten- 
fold profits; and again, would fling away thousands into the very 
yawning jaws of villany. He would not tolerate remonstrance or 
expostulation; and when any one ventured to hint surprise or 
dissatisfaction at the conduct he was pursuing, he would say tartly, 
“ that he had reasons of his own for what he was doing.” His 
brother merchants were for a length of time puzzled to account 
for his conduct. At first they gave him credit for playing some 
deep and desperate game, and trembled at his hardihood ; but 
after waiting a while, and perceiving no 

wondrous issue 

Leap down their gaping throats, to recompense ' 

Long hours of patient hope < 

« , * * * 

they came to the conclusion, that as he had been latterly unfortu- 
nate, and was growing old, and indisposed to prolong the doubt- 
ful cares of money-making — he had determined to draw his 
affairs into as narrow a compass as possible with a view to with- 

i ' 

drawing altogether from active life, on a handsome independence. 
Every one commended his prudence in so acting — in “ letting 
well alone.” “Easy come, easy go,” is an old saw, but signally 
characteristic of rapidly acquired commercial fortunes : and by 
these, and similar prudential considerations, did they consider 
Mr. Dudleigh to be actuated. This latter supposition was streng- 
thened by observing the other parts of his conduct. ' His domestic 
arrangements indicated a spirit of rigorous retrenchment. His 
house near Richmond was advertised for sale, and bought “ out 
and out” by a man who had grown rich in Mr. Dudleigh’s service. 
Mrs. Dudleigh gave, received, and accepted fewer and fewer invi- 
tations : was less seen at public places ; and drove only in one 
plain chariot. Young Dudleigh’s allowance at Oxford was cur- 
tailed, and narrowed down to 300/. a-year; and he was forbidden 
to go abroad, that he might stay at home to prepare for — orders ! 
There was nothing questionable^ or alarming in all this, even to 
the most forward quidnuncs of the city. The world that had 
blazoned and lauded his, or rather his family's extravagance, now 
commended his judicious economy. As for himself personally, he 
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had resumed his pristine clock-work punctuality of movements ; 
and the only difference to be perceived in his behaviour, was an 
air of unceasing thoughtfulness and reserve. This was accounted 
for, by the rumoured unhappiness he endured in his family — for 
which Mrs. Dudleigh was given ample credit. And then his fa- 
vourite — his idolized child — Miss Dudleigh — was exhibiting alarm- 
ing symptoms of ill health. She was notoriously neglected by 
her young and noble suitor, who continued abroad much longer 
than the period he had himself fixed on. She was of too delicate 
and sensitive a character to hear with indifference the impertinent 
and cruel speculations which this occasioned in “ society. ” When 
I looked at her— her beauty, her amiable and fascinating mi- 
ners, her high accomplishments — and, in many conversations, 
perceived the superior feelings of her soul, — it was with difficulty 
I brought myself to believe that she was the offspring of such a 
miserably inferior woman as her mother. — To return, however, 
to Mr. Dudleigh He who has once experienced an attack of 
apoplexy, ought never to be entirely from under medical surveil- 
• lance. I was in the habit of calling upon him once or twice a-week 
to ascertain how he was going on. I observed a great change in 
him. Though never distinguished by high animal spirits, he 
seemed now under the influence of a permanent and increasing 
melancholy. When I would pul to him some such mltter-of-fact 
question as — “ How goes the world with you now, Mr. budieigh ! ” 
he would reply, with an air of lassitude, — “Oh, as it ought! as it 
ought.” He ceased to speak of his mercantile transactions with 
spirit or energy; and it was only by a visible effort that he dragged 
himself into the city. - , 

When a man is once on the inclined plane of life — once fairly 
“ going down hill,” one push will do as much as fifty ; and such a 
one poor Mr. Dudleigh was not long in receiving. Rumours were 
already flying about, that his credit had no more substantial sup- 
port than paper props ; in other words, that he was obliged to re- 
sort to accommodation bills to meet his engagements. When once 
such reports are current and accredited, I need hardly say, that it 
is “ all up ” with a ipan in the city. And ought it not to he so? I 
observed, a little while ago, that Mr; Dudleigh, since his illness, 
conducted his affairs very differently from what he had formerly. 
He would freight his vessels with unmarketable cargoes, in spite 
of all the representations of his servants and friends; and when his 
advices confirmed the truth of their surmises, he would order the 
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goods to be sold off, frequently at a fifth or eighth of their value. 
These, and many similar freaks, becoming generally known, soon 
alienated from him the confidence even of his oldest connexions ; 
credit was given him reluctantly, and then only to a small extent — 
and sometimes event point blank refused ! He bore all this with 
apparent calmness, observing simply that “ times were altered ! ” 
Still he had a corpsde reserve in his favourite investiture, — mort- 
gages; a species of security in which he long had locked up some 
forty or titty thousand pounds. Anxious to assign a mortgage 
for 15,000/., he had at last succeeded in finding an assignee on ad- 
vantageous terms, whose solicitor, after carefully inspecting the 
deed, pronounced it so much waste paper, owing to some great 
technical flaw, or informality, which vitiated the whole! Poor 
Mr. Dudleigh hurried with consternation to his attorney ; who, after 
a long shew of incredulity, at last acknowledged the existence of 
the defect 1 Under his advice, Mr. Dudleigh instantly wrote to the 
party whose property was mortgaged, frankly informing him of 
the circumstance, and appealing to his “ honour and good feeling.” 
He might as well have appealed to the winds 1 for be received a re- 
ply from the mortgager’s attorney, stating simply , that “his client 
was prepared to stand or fall by the deed, and so, of course, must 
the mortgagee !” What was Mr. Dudleigh’s utter dismay at find- 
ing, on further examination, that every mortgage transaction— ex- 
cept one for 1500/.— which had been intrusted to the management 
of the same attorney, was equally, or even more invalid than the 
one above mentioned ! Two of the heaviest proved to be worth- 
less, as second mortgages of the same property and all the re- 
mainder were invalid on account of divers defects and informalities. 
It turned out that Mr. Dudleigh had been in the hands of a swind- 
ler, who had intentionally committed the draft error, and colluded 
with his principal, to outwit his unsuspecting client, Mr. Dudleigh, 
in the matter of the double mortgages. Mr. Dudleigh instantly 
commenced actions against the first mortgager, to recover the mo- 
ney he had advanced, in spite of the flaw in the mortgage deed, 
and against the attorney through whose villauy he had suffered so 
severely. In the former — which, of course, Added the fate of the 
remaining mortgages similarly situated — he failed; in the latter, 
he succeeded, as far as the bare gaining of a verdict could be so 
considered ; but the attorney, exasperated at being brought before 
the court and exposed by his client, defended the action in such a 
manner as did himself no good, at the same time that it nearly 


THE RUINED MERCHANT. 


389 

ruined the poor plaintiff; for he raked up every circumstance that 
had come to his knowledge professionally, during the course of 
several years’ confidential connexion with Mr. Dudleigh , and which 
could possibly be tortured into a disreputable shape; and gave his 
foul brief into the hands of an ainbi tious young counsel, who, faith- 
ful to his instructions, and eager to make the most of so rich an op- 
portunity of vituperative declamation, contrived so to blacken poor 
Mr. Dudleigh’s character, by cunning, cruel innuendoes, asserting 
nothing, but suggesting every thing vile and atrocious, that poor 
Mr. Dudleigh, who was in court at the time, began to think himself, 
inspite of himself, oue ofthe most execrable scoundrels in existence ; 
and hurried home in a paroxysm of rage, agony, and despair, 
w hich, but for my being opportunely sent for by Mrs. Dudleigh, 
and bleeding him at once, must in all probability have induced a 
second and fatal apoplectic seizure. Ilis energies, for weeks af- 
terwards, lay in a state of complete stagnation; and I found he 
was sinking into the condition of an irrevocable hypochondriac. 
Every thing, from that time, went w'rong with him. He made no 
provision for the payment of his regular debts; creditors preci- 
pitated their claims from all quarters ; and he had no resources to 
fall back upon at a moment’s exigency. Some of the more for- 
bearing of his creditors kindly consented to give him time, but the 
small fry pestered him to distraction; and at last one ofthe latter 
class, a rude, hard-hearted fellow, cousin to the attorney whom 
Mr. Dudleigh had recently prosecuted, on receiving the requisite 
“ denial,” instantly went and struck the docket against his unfor- 
tunate debtor; and Mr. Dudleigh — the celebrated Mr. Dudleigh — 
became a— Bankrupt! 

For some hours after he had received an official notification of 
the event, he seemed completely stunned. He did not utter a syl- 
lable when first informed of It ; but his face assumed a ghastly pale- 
ness. He walked to and fro about the room — now pausing — then 
hurrying on — then pausing again, striking his hands on his fore- 
head, and exclaiming, with an abstracted and incredulous air, — 
“A bankrupt! a bankrupt ! Henry Dudleigh a bankrupt ! What are 
they saying on ’Change? ” In subsequently describing to me Ills 
feelings at this period, he said he felt as though he had “ fallen into 
his grave for an hour or two, and come out again cold and 
stupified.” 

While he was in this state of mind, his daughter entered the 
room, wan and trembling with agitation. rxsrtxtm Rsynm 
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“ My dear little love, what’s wrong ? What’s wrong, eh ? What 
has dashed you, my sweet flower, eh ? ” said he, folding her in his 
arms, and hugging her to his breast. He led her to a seat, and 
placed her on his knee. He passed his hand overherpale forehead 
“What have you been about to-day,Agnes? You’ve forgotten to 
dress your hair to-day;’’ taking her raven tresses in his fingers ; 

“ Come, she must be curled ! They are all damp, love ! What 
makes you cry ? ” 

“ My dear, dear, dear darling father ! ” sobbed the agonized 
girl, almost choked with her emotions — clasping her arms convul- * 
sively round his neck, “Hove you dearer — a thousand times — 
than I ever loved you in my life ! ” 

“ My sweet love ! ” he exclaimed, bursting into tears. Neither 
of them spoke for several minutes. 

“ You are young, Agnes, and may be happy, — but as for me, I 
am an old tree, whose roots are rotten ! The blasts have beaten 
me down, my darling 1 ” She clung closer to him, but spoke not. 

“ Agnes, will you stay with me, now that I’m made a — a beggar ? 
Will you? I can love you yet— but that’s all!” said he, staring 
vacantly at her. After a pause, he suddenly released her from 
his knee, rose from his seat, and walked hurriedly about the 
room. 

“ Agnes, love ! Why, is it true — is it really true that I’m made 
a bankrupt of, after all? And is it come to that? He resumed 
his seat, covered his face with his hands, and wept like a child. 
“’Tis for you, my darling — for my family— my children, that I 
grieve ! What is to become of you ?” Again he paused. “Well! 
it cannot be helped — it is more my misfortune than my fault ! 
God knows, I’ve tried to pay my way as I went on— and — 
and — no, no ! it doesn’t follow that every man is a villain that’s a 
bankrupt!" 

“No, no, no, father!” replied his daughter, again flinging her 
arms round his neck, and kissing him with, passionate fondness, 

“ Your honour is untouched — it is” - 

“ Ay, love — but make the world think so — There’s the rub ! 
What has been said on ’Change to-day, Agnes? That’s what 
hurts me to my soul ! ” 

* * “ Come, father, be calm ! We shall yet be happy and 
quiet, after this little breeze has blown over ! Oh , yes, yes, fa- 
ther ! We wUl remove to a nice little comfortable house, and live 
among ourselves ! ” 
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“ But, Agnes, can you do all this ? you make up your mind 
to live in a lower rank— to — to — to be, in a manner, your own 

i • , 

servant?” 

“ Yes, God knows, I can ! Father, I’d rather be your servant 
girl, than wife of the king!” replied the poor girl with en- 
thusiasm. 

“Oh, my daughter!— Come, come, let us go into the next 
room, and do you play me my old favourite — ( 0 Nanny, wilt thou 
gang w C me\ You’ll (eel it, Agnes ! ” He led her into the adjoin- 
ing room, and set her down at the instrument, and stood by her 
side. ' w v . 

“ We must not part with this piano, my love — must we ?” said 
he, putting his arms round her neck, “ we’ll try and have it saved 
from the wreck of our furniture!” She commenced playing the 
tune he had requested, and went through it. 

* f Sing, love — sing!” said her father. “I love the words as 
much as the music! Wbuld you cheat me, you little rogue?” 
She made him no reply, but went on playing, very irregularly, 
however. ‘ ’ * • 

“ Come ! you must sing, Agnes.” 

“ I can’t!” she murmured, “My heart is breaking! My — my 
— bro — ’’ and fell fainting into the arms of her father. He rang 
instantly for assistance. In carrying her from the music stool to 
die sofa, an open letter dropped from her bosom. Mr. Dudleigh 
hastily picked it up, and saw that the direction was in the hand- 
writing of his son, and bore the “Wapping” post-mark. The 
stunning contents were as follows: — “ My dear, dear, dear Agnes, 

i i 

farewell ! it may be for ever ! I fly from my country ! While you 
are reading this note, I am *n my way to America. Do not call 
me cruel, my sweet sister, for my heart is broken ! broken I 
Yesterday, near Oxford, I fought with a man who dared to insult 
me about our family troubles. I am afraid — God forgive me — 
that I have killed him ! Agnes, Agnes, the bloodhounds are after 
me! Even were they not, I could not bear to look on my poor 
father whom I have helped to ruin, under the encouragement of 
ONE who might have bred me better ! I cannot stay in England, 
for I have lost my station in society;' I owe thousands I can never 
repay ; besides — Agnes, Agnes ! the bloodhounds are after me ! I 
scarcely know what I am saying ! Break all this to my father — 
my wretched father— as gradually as you can. Do not let him 
know of it for a fortnight, at least. May God be your friend, my 
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dear Agnes! Pray for me ! pray for me, my darling Agnes!— yes, 
for me, your wretched, guilty, heart-broken brother! H. D.” 

« Ah ! he might have done worse! he might have done worse! ” 
exclaimed the stupified father. “ Well, I must think about it! ” 
and he calmly folded up the letter, to put it into his pocket-book, 
when his daughter’s eye caught sight of it, for she had recovered 
from her swoon while he was reading it; and with a faint shriek, 
and a frantic effort to snatch it from him, she fell back, and 
swooned again. Even all this did not rouse Mr. Dudleigh. He 
sat still, gazing on his daughter with a vacant stare, and did not ‘ 
make the slightest effort to assist her recovery. I was sum- 
moned in to attend her, for she was so ill that they carried her 
up to bed. 

Poor girl! poor Agnes Dudleigh! already had consumption 
marked her for his own ! The reader may possibly recollect, that, 
in a previous part of this narrative, Miss Dudleigh was represented 
to be affianced to a young nobleman. I need hardly, I suppose, 
inform him that the “ affair” was “ all off,” as soon as ever Lord 

heard of her fallen fortunes. To do him justice, he behaved 

in the business with perfect politeness and condescension; wrote to 
her from Italy, carefully returning her all her letters; spoke of her 
admirable qualities in the handsomest strain ; and, in choice and 
feeling language, regretted the altered state of his affections, and 
that the “fates had ordained their separation.” A few months af- 
terwards, the estranged couple met casually in Hyde Park, and 

Lor( j passed Miss Dudleigh with a strange stare of irrecogni- 

tion, that showed the advances he had made in the command of 
manner ! She had been really attached to him, for he was a young 
man of handsome appearance, an^ elegant, winning manners. 
The only things he wanted were a head and a heart. 1 his cir- 
cumstance, added to the perpetual harassment of domestic sor- 
rows, had completely undermined her delicate constitution ; and 
her brother’s conduct prostrated the few remaining energies that 
were left her. 

But Mrs. Dudleigh has latterly slipped from our observation. 

I have little more to say about her. Aware that her ow n infamous 
conduct had conduced to her husband’s ruin, she had resigned 
herself to the incessant lashings of remorse, and was wasting away 
daily. Her excesses had long before sapped her constitution ; and 
she was now little else than a walking skeleton. She sat moping 
n her bedroom for hours together, taking little or no notice of 
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what happened about her, and manifesting no interest in life. 
When, however, she heard of her son’s fate— the only person on 
earth she really loved — the Intelligence smote her finally down. 
She never recovered from the stroke. The only words she 
uttered, after hearing of his departure for America, were, 
“Wretched woman! guilty mother! I have done it all!” The 
serious illness of her poor daughter affected her scarcely at all. 
She would sit at her bedside, and pay her every attention in her 
power ; but it was rather in the spirit and manner of a hired nurse 
than a mother. 

To return, however, to the “chief mourner” — Mr. Dudleigh. 
The attorney, whom he had sued for his villany in the mortgage 
transactions, contrived to get appointed solicitor to the commission 
of bankruptcy sued out against Mr. Dudleigh; and he enhanced 
the bitterness and agony incident to the judicial proceedings he 
was employed to conduct, by the cruelty and insolence of his de- 
meanour. He would not allow the slightest indulgence to the 
poor bankrupt, whom he was selling out of bouse and home; but 
remorselessly seized on every atom of goods and furniture the 
law allowed him, and put the heart-broken, helpless family to all 
the inconvenience his malice could suggest. His conduct was, 
throughout, mean, tyrannical— even diabolical, in its contemp- 
tuous disregard of the best feelings of human nature. Mr. Dud- 
leigh’s energies were too much exhausted to admit of remonstrance 
or resistance. The only evidence he gave of smarting under the 
man’s insolence, was after enduring an outrageous violation of his 
domestic privacy — a cruel interference with the few conveniences 
of his dying daughter, and sick wife — when he suddenly touched 
the attorney’s arm, and, in a low, broken tone of voice, said, 

Mr.- , I am a poor, heart-broken man, and have no one to 

avenge me, or you would not dare to do this and he turned 

away in tears! The house and furniture in Square, with 

every other item of property that was available, being disposed of, 
on winding up the affairs, it proved that the creditors could 
obtain a dividend of about fifteen shillings in the pound. So 
convinced were they of the unimpeached — the unimpeachable 
integrity of the poor bankrupt, that they not only spontaneously 
released him from all future claims, but entered into a subscrip- 
tion amounting to 2000/., which they put into his hands, for the 
purpose of enabling him to recommence housekeeping, on a small 
scale, and obtain some permanent means of livelihood. Under 


398 


THE REINED MERCHANT. 


their advice, or rather direction— for he was passive as- an infant 
— he removed to a small bouse in Chelsea, and commenced bu- 
siness as a coal merchant, or agent for the sale of coals, in a small 
and poor way, it may be supposed. His new house was very 
small, but neat, convenient, and situated in a quiet and creditable 
street. Yes, in a little one-storied house, with about eight 
square feet of garden frontage, resided the once wealthy and 
celebrated Mr. Dudleigh I 

The very first morning after Mrs. Dudleigh had been removed 
to her new quarters, she was found dead in her bed : for the fa- 
tigue of changing her residence, added to the remorse and chagrin 
which had so long prayed upon her mind, had extinguished the 
last spark of her vital energies. When I saw her, which was not 
till the evening of the second day after her decease, she was lying 
In her coffin ; and 1 shall not soon forget the train of instructive 
reflections elicited by the spectacle. Poor creature — her features 
looked indeed haggard and grief-worn ! Mr. Dudleigh wept over her 
remains like a child, and kissed the cold Ups and hands with the 
liveliest transports of regret. At length came the day of the fu- 
neral, as plain and unpretending a one as could be. At the press- 
ing solicitations of Mr. Dudleigh, I attended her remains to the 
grave. It was an affecting thought, that the daughter was left 
dying in the house from which her mother was carried out to 
burial Mr. Dndleigh went through the whole of the melancholy 
ceremony with a calmness — and even cheerfulness — which surpri- 
sed me. He did not betray any emotion when leaving the ground ; 
except turning to look into the grave, and exclaiming, rather 
faintly, — “ Well — here we leave you, poor wife I On our return 
home, about three o’clock in the afternoon, he begged to be left 
alone for a few minutes, with pen, ink, and paper, as he had some 
important letters to write ; and requested me to wait for him, in 
Miss Dudleigh’s room, where he would rejoin me, and accom- 
pany me part of my way up to town. 1 repaired, therefore, 
to Miss Dudleigh’s chamber. She was sitting up, and dressed in 
mourning. The marble paleness of her even then beautiful fea- 
tures, wp.s greatly enhanced by contrast with the deep black dra- 
pery she wore. She reminded me of the snowdrop she had an 
hour or two before laid on the pall of her mother’s coffin ! Her 
beauty was fast withering away under the blighting influence of 
sorrow and disease ! She reclined in an easy-chair, her head 
leaning on her small snowy hand, the taper fingers of which were 
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half concealed beneath her dark, clustering:, uncurled tresses— 
Like a white rose, glistening 'mid evening gloom. 

“ How did he bear it ! ” she whispered, with a profound sigh, as 
soon as I had taken my place beside her. I told her that he had 
gone through the whole with more calmness and fortitude than 
could have been expected. “Ah 1 — ’tis unnatural! He’s grown 
strangely altered within these last few days, Doctor ! He never 
seems to feel any thing ! His troubles have stunned his heart. I’m 
afraid ! Don’t you think he looks altered ? ” 

“ Yes, my love, be is thinner, certainly.” 

“Ah — his hair is white ! He is old — he won’t be long behind 
us ! " 

“ I hope, that now he is freed from the cares and distractions of 
business” 

“ Doctor, is the grave deep enough for three? ” inquired the 
poor girl, abruptly, as if she had not heard me speaking. “Our 
family has been strangely desolated, Doctor— has not it? My mo- 
ther gone ; the daughter on her deathbed ; the father wretched, 
and ruined ; the son — flown from is country — perhaps dead, or 
dying ! But it has all been our own fault” 

“ You have nothing to accuse yourself of. Miss Dudleigh,” said I. 
She shook her head, and burst into tears. This was the melan- 
choly vein of our conversation, when Mr. Dudleigh made his ap- 
pearance, in his black gloves, and crape-covered hat, holding two 
letters in his hand. j 

“ Come, Doctor,” said he, rather briskly, “ you’ve a long walk 
before you ! I’ll accompany you part of the way, as I have some 
letters to put into the post. ” 

“Oh , don’t trouble yourself about that, Mr. Dudleigh ! fll put 
them into the post, as I go by.” 

“ No, no — thank you— thank you,” he interrupted me, with ra- 
ther an embarrassed air, I thought ; “ I’ve several other little mat- 
ters to do, and we had better be starting.” I rose, and took my 
leave of Miss Dudleigh. Her father put his arms round her neck, 
and kissed her very fondly. “Keep up your spirits, Agnes ! — and 
see and get into bed as soon as possible, for you are quite exhaust- 
ed ! ” He walked towards the door. “ Oh bless your little heart 
my love ! ” said he, suddenly returning to her, and kissing her more 
fondly, if possible, than before. “ We shall not be apart long, I 
dare say! ” 
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We set off on our walk towards town ; and Mr. Dudleigh con- 
versed with great calmness,, speaking of his affairs, even in an en- 
couraging tone. At length we separated. “ Remember me kindly 

to Mrs. said he, mentioning my wife's name, and shaking 

me warmly by the hand. 

' The next morning, as I sat at breakfast, making out my daily 
list, my wife, who had one of the morning papers in her hand, 
suddenly let it fall, and, looking palely at me, exclaimed — “Oh, 
surely — surely, my dear, this can never be — Mr. Dudleigh ! I 
inquired what she meant, and she pointed out the following para- 
graph : — . • ' * • v ■ ' .* •'% '* / 

“Attempted Suicide. — Yesterday evening, an elderly gentle- 
man, dressed in deep mourning, was observed walking for some 
time near the water-side, a little above Chelsea Reach, and pre- 
sently stepped on board one of the barges, and threw himself froth 
the outer one into the river. Most providentially this latter move- 
ment was seen by a boatman who was rowing past, and who suc- 
ceeded, after some minutes, in seizing hold of the unfortunate per- 
son, and lifting him into the boat — but not till the vital spark 
seemed extinct. He was immediately carried to the public -house 
by the water-side, where prompt and judicious means were made 

use of — and with success. He is now lying at the public- 

house ; but, as there were no papers or cards about him, his name 
is at present unknown. The unfortunate gentleman is of middling * 
stature — rather full made, of advanced years— his hair very gray, 
and he wears a mourning ring on his left hand. ” 

I rang the bell, ordered a coach, drew on my boots, and put on 
my walking-dress ; and in a little more than three or four minutes 
was hurrying on my way to the house mentioned in the news- 
paper. A twopenny postman had the knocker in his hand at the 
moment of my opening the door, and put into my hand a paid let- 
ter, which I tore open as I drove along. • Good God ! it was from 
—Mr. Dudleigh. It afforded unequivocal evidence of the insanity 
which had led him to attempt his life. It was written in a most 
extravagant and incongruous strain, and acquainted me with the 
Writer’s intention to“ bid .farewell to his troubles that evening." 
It ended with informing me that I was left a legacy in his will for 
5 dOO/. —and hoping that when his poor daughter died, “ I would 
see her magnificently buried." By the time I had arrived at the 
house where he lay, I was almost fainting with agitation : and I 
was compelled to wait some minutes below before I could suffi- 
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dentlyrecovermy self-possession. On entering the bedroom where 
he lay, I found him undressed, and fast asleep. There was no ap- 
pearance whatever of discomposure in the features. His hands 
were clasped closely together— and in that position he had con- 
tinued for several hours. The medical man who had been sum- 
moned in over night, sat at his bedside, and informed me that his 
patient was going on as well as could be expected. The treatment 
he had adopted had been very judicious and successful; and I had 
no doubt that, when next Mr. Dudleigh awoke, he would feel 
little if any the worse for what he had suffered. All my thoughts 
were now directed to Miss Dudleigh ; for I felt sure that, if the 
intelligence had found its way to her, it must have destroyed her. 
I ran every inch of the distance between the two houses, and 
knocked gently at the door with my knuckles, that I might not 
disturb Miss Dudleigh. The servant girl, seeing my discomposed 
appearance, would have created a disturbance, by shrieking, 
or making some other noise, had I not placed my fingers on her 
mouth, and, in a whisper, asked how her mistress was? “ Master 
went home with you, sir, did not he?” she inquired, with an 
alarmed air. 

“ Yes— yes," I replied, hastily. 

“ Oh, I told Miss so ! I told her so ! ” replied the girl, clasping 
her hands, and breathing freer. 

“ Oh, she has been uneasy about his not coming home last 
night — eh ?— Ah — I thought so this morning, and that is what 
has brought me here in such a hurry,” said I, as calmly as I 
could. After waiting down stairs to recover my breath a little, 
I repaired to Miss Dudleigh’s room. She was awake. The mo- 
ment I entered, she started up in bed, — her eyes straining, and 
her arms stretched towards me. * 

“ My — my — father! ’’—she gasped; and before I could open 
my lips, or even reach her side, she had fallen back in bed, and 
— as I thought — expired. She had swooned : and during the 
whole course of my experience, I never saw a swoon so long and 
closely resemble death. For more than an hour, the nurse, ser- 
vantgirl, andl, hungoverher in agonizing and breathless suspense, 
striving to detect her breath — which made no impression whatever 
on the glass I from time to time held over her mouth. Her pulse 
fluttered and fluttered — feebler and feebler, till I could not per- 
ceive that it beat at all. “"Well! ’’thought I, at last removing my 
Angers, “ you are gone, sweet Agnes Dudleigh, from a world 


Digitized by Google 



THE RUINED MERCHANT. 


892 

that has but few as fair and good ! — when a slight undulatiou of 
the breast, accompanied by a faint sigh, indicated slowly return- 
ing consciousness. Her breath came again, short and faint; but 
she did not open her eyes for some time after. 

“ Well, my sweet girl,” said I, presently observing her eyes 
fixed steadfastly on me; “ why all this? What has happened? 
What is the matter with you ? ” and I clasped her cold fingers in 
my hand. By placing my ear so close to her lips that it touched 
them, I distinguished the sound — “ My fa — father ! ” 

“ Well! and what of your father? He is just as usual, and 
sends his love to you.” Her eyes, as it were, dilated on me ; her 
breath came quicker and stronger, and her frame vibrated with 
emotion. “ He is coming home shortly, by — by — four o’clock this 
afternoon — yes, four o’clock at the latest. Thinking that a change 
of scene might revive his spirits. I prevailed on him last night to 
walk on with me home — and — and he slept at my house.” She 
did not attempt to speak, but her eye continued fixed on me with 
an unw avering look that searched my very soul ! “ My wife and 
Mr. Dudleigh will drive down together,” I continued, firmly, though 
my heart sank w ithin me at the thought of the improbability of 
such being the case/ ‘ and I shall return hereby the time they arrive, 
and meet them. Come, come. Miss Dudleigh — this is weak — 
absurd ! ” said I, observing that what I said seemed to make no 
impression on her. I ordered some port wine and water to be 
brought, and forced a few tea-spoonfuls into her mouth. They 
revived her, and I gave her more. In a word, she rapidly reco- 
vered from the state of uttermost exhaustion into which she had 

fallen ; and before I left, she said solemnly to me, “ Doctor ! 

If — if you have deceived me !— if any thing dreadful has really — 

really” • , Vit 

I left, half distracted to think of the impossibility of fulfilling the 
promise I had made her, as well as of accounting satisfactorily for 
not doing so. What could I do ? I drove rapidly homewards, and 
requested my wife to hurry down immediately to Miss Dudleigh, 
and pacify her with saying that her father was riding round with 
me for the sake of exercise, and that we should come to her toge- 
ther.. I then hurried through my few professionalcalls and repair- 
ed to Mr. Dudleigh. To my unutterable joy and astonishment, I 
found him up, dressed — for hisclothes had been drying all night — 
and sitting quietly by the fire, in company with the medical man. 
His appearance exhibited no traces whatever of the accident which 
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hail befallen hiui. Hut, alas ! on looking close at him— on examin- 
ing his features — Oh . that eye ! that smile ! they told me of depart- 
ed reason ! — I was gazing on an idiot ! O God ! What was to become 
of Miss Dudleigh ? How was I to bring father and daughter face to 
face ? My knees smote together, while I sat beside him ! But it 
must be done, or Miss Dudleigh’s life would he the forfeit! The 
only project I could hit upon for disguising the frightful state of 
the case, was to hint to Miss Dudleigh, if she perceived any thiug 
wild or unusual in his demeanour, that he was a little flustered 
with wine ! But what a circumstance to communicate to the dying 
girl ! And even if it succeeded, what would ensue on the next 
morning ? Would it be safe to leave him with her ? I was per- 
plexed and confounded between all these painful conjectures and 
difficulties ! 

He put on his hat and great-coat, and we got into my chariot 
together. He was perfectly quiet and gentle, conversed on indif- 
ferent subjects^ and spoke of having had “ a cold bath” last night, 
which had done him much good ! My heart grew heavier and 
heavier as we neared the home where I was to bring her idiot 
father to Miss Dudleigh ! I felt sick with agitation, as we de- 
scended the carriage steps. 

But I was for some time iiappily disappointed. He entered her 
room with eagerness, ran up to her and kissed her with his usual 
affectionate energy. She held him in her arms for some time, 
exclaiming,— “Oh, father, father! How glad I am to see you! 
I thought some accident had happened to you ! Why did you not 

tell me that you were going home with Dr. ?” My wife and I 

trembled, and looked at each other despairingly. 

“Why,” replied her father, sitting down beside her, “you see, 
my love. Dr. recommended me a cold bath.” 

“ A cold bath at this time of the year ! ” exclaimed Miss Dudleigh, 
looking at me with astonishment I smiled, with ill-assumed non- 
chalance. 

“ It is very advantageous at— at —even this season of the year,” 
I stammered, for I observed Miss Dudleigh’s eye fixed on me like 
a ray of lightning. 

“ Yes ; but they ought to have taken off my clothes first,” said 
, Mr. Dudleigh, with a shuddering motion. His daughter suddenly 
laid her hand on him, uttered a faint shriek, and fell back in her 
lied in a swoon. The dreadful scene of the morning was all acted 
over again. I think I should have (rejoiced to see her expire on 
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the spot; but no! Providence had allotted her a farther space, 
that she might drain the cup of sorrow to the dregs! 

★ * * ,★ * * * 

t % 

* Tuesday , 17 th July 18 — . I am still in attendance on poor un- 
fortunate Miss Dudleigh. The scenes I have to encounter are often 
anguishing, and even heart-breaking. She lingers on day after 
day, and week after week, in increasing pain ! By the bedside of 
the dying girl, sits the figure of an elderly gray-haired man, dress- 
ed in neat and simple mourning — now gazing into vacancy with 
<€ lack lustre eye” — and then suddenly kissing her hand with child- 
ish eagerness, and chattering mere gibberish to her ! It is her 
idiot father ! Yes, he proves an irrecoverable idiot — but is uni- 
formly quiet and inoffensive. We at first intended to have sent him 
to a neighbouring private institution for the reception of the 
insane; but poor Miss Dudleigh would not hear of it, and threat- 
ened to destroy herself, if her father was removed. She insisted 
on his being allowed to continue- with her, and consented that a 
proper person should be in constant attendance on him. She 
herself could manage him, she said ! and so it proved. He is a 
mere child in her hands. If ever he is inclined to be mischievous 
or obstreperous — which is very seldbm — if she do but say, “hush!” 
or lift up her trembling finger, or fix her eye upon him reprov- 
ingly, he is instantly cowed, and runs up to her to “kiss and be 
friends.” He often falls down on his knees, when he thinks he 
has offended her, and cries like a child. She*will not trust him 
out of her sight for more than a few moments together— except 
when he retires with his guardian, to rest : and, indeed, he shows 
as little inclination to leave her. The nurse’s situation is almost* 
a sort of sinecure; for the anxious officiousness of Mr. Dudleigh 
leaves her little to do. He alone gives his daughter her medicine 
and food, and does so with exquisite gentleness and tenderness. ■ 
He has no notion of her real state — that she is dying; and finding 
that she could not succeed in her efforts gradually to apprize him 
of the event, w hich he always turned off with a smile of incredu- 
lity, she gives into his humour, and tells him — poor girl!— that 
she is getting better! ne has taken it into his head that she is to 

be married to Lord , as soon as she recovers, and talks with * 

high glee of the magnificent repairs going on at his former house 

in Square! He always accompanies me to the door; and 

sometimes writes me cheques for 50/. — which, of course, is a de- 
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lnsion only — as he has no banker, and few funds to put in his 
hands; and at other times, slips a shilling or a sixpence into my 

hand at leaving — thinking, doubtless, that he has given me a 

\ , 

guinea. 

• • • V . 

Friday.— The idea of Miss Dudleigh’s rapidly approaching mar- 
riage continues still uppermost in her fathers head; and he is 
incessantly pestering her to make preparations for the event. To- 
day he appealed to me, and complained that she would not order 
her wedding-dress. 

“Father dear father!” said Miss Dudleigh, faintly, laying her 
wasted hand on his arm, “only be quiet a little, and I’ll begin to 
make it! — I’ll really set about it to-morrow l” He kissed her 
fondly, and then eagerly emptied his pockets of all the loose 
silver that was in them, telling her to take it and order the mate- 
rials. I saw that there was something or other peculiar in the . 
expression of Miss Dudleigh’s eye, in saying what she did— as if 
some sudden scheme had suggested itself to her. Indeed, the 
looks with which she constantly regards him, are such as I can find 
no adequate terms of description for. They bespeak blended 
anguish — apprehension — pity — love — in short, an expression that 
haunts me wherever I go. Oh, what ascene of suffering humanity ! 
— a daughter’s deathbed, watched by an idiot father! 

Monday . — I now know what was Miss Dudleigh’s meaning, in 
assenting to her father’s proposal last Friday, t found, this 
morning, the poor dear girl engaged on her shroud! — It is Of 
fine muslin, and she is attempting to sew and embroider it. The 
♦ people about her did all they could to dissuade her : but there 
Was at last no resisting her importunities. Yes !— there she sits, 
poor thing, propped up by pillows, making frequent, but feeble, 
efforts to draw her needle through her gloomy work,— her father, 
the while, holding one end of the muslin, and Watching her WOrk 
with childish eagerness ! Sometimes a tear will fall from her eyes 
while thus engaged. It did this morning. Mr. Dudleigh observed 
it, and, turning to ine, said with an arch smile, “Ah ha ! — how is 
it that young ladies always cry about being married ! ” Oh, the 
look Miss Dudleigh gave me, as she suddenly dropped her work, 
and turned her head aside ! 

Saturday. — Mr. Dudleigh is hard at Work making his daughter a 
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cowslip wreath, out of some flowers given him by his keeper. 

When I took my leave to-day, he accompanied me, as usual, 
down stairs, and led the way into the little parlour. He then shut 
the door, and told me in a low whisper, that he wished me to 
bring him an honest lawyer, — to make his will : for that he was 
going to settle 200,000/. upon his daughter ! —of course I put him 
off with promises to look out for what he asked. It is rather re- 
markable, I think, that he has never once, in my hearing, made 
any allusion to his deceased wife. As I shook his hand at parting, 
he stared suddenly at me, and said — “Doctor — Doctor! my 
daughter is very slow in getting well — isn’t she?” 

Monday, July 23. — The suffering angel will soon leave us and 
all her sorrows !— &he is dying fast. She is very much altered in 
appearance, and has not power enough to speak in more than a 
whisper— and that but seldom. Her father sits gazing at her with 
a puzzled air, as if he did not know what to make of her unusual 
silence. He was a good deal vexed when she laid aside her “wed- 
ding-dress;” and tried to tempt her to resume it, by showing her 
a shilling ! While I was sitting beside her, Miss Dudleigh , without 
opening her eyes, exclaimed, scarcely audible, “ Oh ! be kind to 
him ! be kind to him ! He won’t be long here ! He is very gentle ! ” 

—evening . — H appening to be summoned to the neighbour- 
hood, I called a second time during the day on Miss Dudleigh. All 
was quiet when I entered the room. The nurse was sitting at the 
window, reading ; and Mr. Dudleigh occupied his usual place at , 
the bedside, leaning over his daughter, whose arms were clasped 
together round his neck. 

“ Hush ! hush ! ’’—said Mr. Dudleigh, in a low whisper, as I ap- 
proached,— “ Don’t make a noise— she’s asleep ! ”— Yes, she was 
asleep— and to wake no more ! Her snow-cold arms,— her fea- 
tures, which, on parting the dishevelled hair that hid them, I per- 
ceived to be fallen— told me that she was dead ! 


She was buried in the same grave as her mother. Her wretched 
father, contrary to our apprehensions, made no disturbance what- 
ever whilp she lay dead. They told him that she was no more— 
but he did not seem to comprehend what was meant. He would 
take hold of her passive hand, gently shake it, and let it fall again, 
with a melancholy wandering stare, that was pitiable ! He sat at 
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her coflin-side all day long, and laid fresh flowers upon her every 
morning. Dreading lest some sudden paroxysm might occur, if 
he was suffered to see the lid screwed down, and her remains re- 
moved, we gave him a tolerable strong opiate in some wine, on the 
morning of the funeral ; and as soon as he was fast asleep, we pro- 
ceeded with the last sad rites, and committed to the cold and quiet 
grave another broken heart ! 

Mr. Dudleigh suffered himself to be soon after conveyed to a 
private asylum, where he had every comfort and attention re- 
quisite for his circumstances. He had fallen into profound 
melancholy, and seldom or never spoke to any one. He would 
shake me by the hand languidly wlien I called to see him, but 
hung down his head in silence, without answering any of my 
questions. 

His favourite seat was a rustic bench beneath an ample syca- 
more-tree, in the green behind the house. Here he would sit for 
hours together, gazing fixedly in one direction, towards a rustic 
church-steeple, and uttering deep sighs. No one interfered with 
him ; and he took no notice of any one. One afternoon a gentle- 
man of foreign appearance called at the asylum, and in a hurried, 
faltering voice, asked if lie could see Mr. Dudleigh. A servant 
but newly engaged on the establishment, imprudently answered 
— “Certainly, sir. Yonder he is, sitting under the sycamore. 
He never notices any one, sir.” The stranger — young Dudleigh, 
who had but that morning arrived from America— rushed past the 
servant into the garden; and flinging down his hat, fell on one 
knee before his father, clasping his hands over his breast. Finding 
his father did not seem inclined to notice him, he gently touched 
him on the knee, and whispered— “father!” Mr. Dudleigh 
started at the sound — turned suddenly towards his son — looked 
him full in the face — fell back in his seat — and instantly expired ! 
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